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Tais awful affair, which has lately been brought to light in the city
of London, may serve as a warning to our American women, not to suf-
fer themsclves to be deluded by the tinsel glitter of wealth and exces.
sively high respectability of foreigners. There are several false pretences
sbout Americans as a nation. About the meanest is, that while we ave
eternally boasting of our great Republic, and its institutions, we are per-
sistently toadying to the aristocracy of Europe; very often too, in such
a servile manner as to make ourselves the laughing stocks of the identical
Lords Lofties we seck to so nauseously flatter. It has come to be quite

" a fashionable thing now for the wild sons and scions of wealthy people

in Europe to make trips to America for “Larks” ag they call it. The
meaning of this, in plain language, is that these contemptible rakes come
here to victimize the silly daughters of our would-be fashionable fami-
lies, who have plenty of money, obtained by the genteel stealings of publie
office, or the equally dishonest stock operations of Wall Street.

The case, however, which has given the foundation for the followinug
narrative, has a somewhat different phase, though it exhibits the same
general brutality and lack of honor on the part of the fellow, Gordon, as
do the bolder acts of men of his class.

HOW GORDON AND MARY BECAME ACQUAINTED

Mary Lesley was the eldest daughter of John X. Lesley of this eity. "
The father—now dead—was a well-to-do carpenter, who by his .l in-
dustry and thrift had managed to become foreman of a'l‘arg:@(‘b{lilder’s
shop. : - :

One Saturday morning, Mary, her mother being quite sick, went to

market instead of the latter. As she came out of the market, carrying

ber well-loaded basket, she struck a tall, comanding-looking gentleman
3

i




4 THE CHAINED WIFE,

- —who was passing by at the time. Not only was it accidental upon her
part, but unavoidable as well, because the weight of the basket kept her
 eontinually off her balance. He turned quickly, with a frown upon his
1" face, to chide the rude porter as he supposed the eollision to have been
| caused by. But on the instant he perceived how matters stood, his
frown vanished, as he glanced at the flush of Tovely confusion that suf-
fused Mary’s countenance, and, in place of thc sharp reproof which he
had on his lips, he said:
“QOh! Miss, pardon me, for my outrageous rudeness. That is too
|- heavy for you, that basket. Why does not your servant bear it for you 77
This confused poor Mary beyond all else, for in a moment, she was
gertain that the magnificent gentleman must be at least a Lord, as from
the language he used and by the accent of the words she knew he was
an Englishman, She was confirmed completely in this opinion, when
the grandee turned to a colored porter, who was standing by, and said,
while he daintily drew from his vest pocket a shilling. “IHere, you
eolored man, take this young lady’s basket, to her carriage!”

Poor Mary! “her carriage.”” ‘Why the gentleman must think her the
danghter of a wealithy and aristocratic father, This pleased her pride.
But in her {repidation, the natural candor and straight forward honesty,

~ that she inherited from her father, caused ber to confusedly explain:

“ Rlxcuse me, sir, we have no carriage ; and when we go to market, we
have to use the street cars, Here comes one now. I am very much ob-
Yged to you, but I can myself, easily carry this to the car which passes
our door.” ‘

"But the gentleman insisted, and Mary’s head was in such a whirl that
she did not object any more. So the porter, who was a shrewd fellow,
in order to earn the forthcoming reward, actually eaptured the heavy
basket against Mary’s will, and, striding from the pavement took up his
position in the street ready to stop the approaching car. Instead of a
shilling the gentleman took a two dollar greenback from his vest pocket
snd, giving it to the porter, said:

«“My man, you go all the way home with that young lady, and see
that she is not obliged again to load hersell with that frightful baskct
But also see that you ride on the outsido platform,”

Then he quickly returned to the side of Miss Lesley, and, as the car
eame up, he took her right hand in his right hand, raised his left forearm
pmuild with and a few inches from her shoulders and tbus banded her
inte the car in true Liondon style. Mary turned, and, as the car drove
off, she bowed in her most gracious manner to the gentleman, So com-
plete was her confusion by this time that, in sitting down, she was not
aware sho was deliberately smotbering the c¢hubly two year old darling
of an Irish washerwoman, until that angered female unceremoniously

.pushed her to a standing position, and remurked, in irate tones:

L3
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“Is yer head so full av love and nonsince, thot yees can’t see at all, st .

all? Bad luck to yees, ye’d be a killen av me darlint entirely.”
The aforesaid ““darling” seemed to have survived the “killin” quite™§
successfully, for without a muarmur, it continued after its rescue, smearing:ﬁ'

its hands, face, and clothing with a huge lump of yellow jack candy it .

had been previously sucking. In spite of her double adventure, poor
Mary’s thoughts reverted painfully, anxiously to her shawl and dress, 8
~and she could scarcely restain her intense desire to ascertain the extent

of the damage to her dry goods. She could not do so until she reached '

home, where she found her worst fears realized ; both her dress and shawl
being plentifully grormed with yellow jack.

She coneealed nothing of her adventure from her mother, who consoled
her with all her ingenuity.

“Never mind, Mary, I don’t wonder at your being upside down in 1
your mind, after such an affair as that. I do wonder though, who he
ean be. . From your deseription of him I take him to be a grandee of
some sort. He has taken a fancy to you sure. But now you take carel . §
look out for him. Encourage him! draw him on, but be careful now; }
for there’s no telling you know, what a scampish set of fellows the men
are now a days, It didn’t used to be so when your father and I were 1}
eourting ; but times are awfully changed now.” g

“ But he won’t know where we live, mother, he never asked me that ” .
remarked Mary, :

“Oh! nonsense, silly-billy,” said the mother, “can’t you see through a
ladder yet ? What do you suppose he insisted on the darkey coming all
the way home with your basket for, if it wasn't- that he might ask the "

follow next time he sees him, to give him the direction of where you
lived 77

“Yes, but, mother, couldn’t he have come with me himself, or called o’

c¢ab and followed the car, like they do in the plays at the theatre 7” asked
Mary.

“Well, Mary, you ’re & goose !” exclaimed Mrs. Lesley, “don’t yon
gee he couldn’t? First, if he did that, it would look too hot-footed you”-‘"‘fﬁ
know; and next, there’s no cabs at the market. By sending the porter
he knew he could get your address sure; because the porter would be at
the market next Wednesday or Saturday, and he would pass there ae- B
cidentally you kow, and accidentally see the porter, and accidentally ask

him whether he accidentally happened to remember where you went W1th .

yoar hasket,”

The mother, as she uttered these tuutological “aceidentallys,” in.
ereased the irony in her voice till it reached the climax ; when in gilence.
she ﬁ?:ed a stare upon her daughter’s face, just like Charlotte Cushman
does in her stage hits Her manner irritated Mary, so that she deter’ -
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mined to let her mother see that she was as smart as herself. So, after
a pause, she said guite sharply:

“Weil, see here, mom, don’t you think there's too much accidentally
about all this? Orif it must be aceidentally, couldn’t 1 accidentally go to
market, and couldn’t I accidentally see the gentleman, who would go
_there too so aecidentally 77

The mother laughed heartily at this comic imitation of her own man- -

ner, and said: .
“Good for you, Mary. Yes that’s the best way. Now let us see—if

you get that man for a husband, and he's a Lord, then you be a Lady,
wouldn't you 7"

] YBS.” .

“And if he’s o Count, yow'd be a what?”

“A Countess.” ‘

“And if he’s & Puke you'd be a Dutchy. Lord T hope he ’aint a Duke,
because the boys round the neighborhood, would all the time be holloaing
Dutchey at youn.”

“Qh, laws, mom’ if he's a Duke, I would be a Dutchess.”

% Oh, well I wouldn’t mind that; that would sound nicer. Suppose
he's a Prince 7%

“Then I would be a Princess. That’s the highest, except Queen or

"Empress, and that I could not be, as it would be against the Englishlaw.”
¢ Oh, well, never mind, I would’t care to have you become an Empress.
'l be satisfied if he's only Duke.”

Mrs. Lesley’s face would have been a study for a master artist who
desired to paint an ideal or rather a reality of sublime self satisfaction, as
she uttered this contented remark.

#But, mom,” suppose he’s none of these 3"

“This suggestion flitted a cloud of disappointment over the maternal
tace, but the sunshine quickly beamed from ferehead to chin, as Mrs.
Lesley replied : ‘

“Qb, well, be must be & rich, aristocratic kind of man at the very lesst,
and in that casoe, he can go into the society of all these other high folks;
and that'll be almost as good.”

) “But, mom,” and here the first shadow of real doubt fixed itself on
© Mary’s features, “you know how pop is about aristocrats, and people
that put on airs, and style. He won’t like it.” .

“Just you cateh this prize, Mary,” said Mrs. Lealey, with the air of
a General who knows he can erush or flank his opposing General, “and
Pl settle all that. Your father has got to be managed. Your father has

"got ko be managed.” .

Bo it was decided between the daughter and motker, that the rich and
perhaps titled Fnglishman, must be caught snd that the father—plain,
konest, hard working John Lesley should be “managed.”

e e
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. THE SECOND STEP.
According to the plan laid out between the mother and danghter—the

latter destined to be a sacrifice—Mary went to market for the former on = §
the next market day, and we can truthfully assert, that her mind and * *§
thoughts were fixed entirely upon the clegant gentleman who had taken . ' §

guch a fancy to her, and whom she felt certain she should meet. As

might have been expected, he took equal pains to be passing the market

quite apparently by accident, though strange to say he thus accz’denﬁally‘
passed the place four times before Fortuve favored him with a sight ‘of

the beautiful girl with whom he had become so infatuated. For Mary’s

part, as soon as she beheld him she trembled with a variety of emotions,

the strongest of which were pleasure and that maidenly diffidence natural
1o a young girl of her age, who knew not exactly how far she ought to

go to attract the attention of a man she wounld like to win for her hus- -
band.

On the contrary the gentleman, with that gracoful ease and maseuline
boldness, that @ man accustoned to society invariably possesses, tipped
his hat the instant that Mary smilingly recognised him, and then, placing
himself beside her, shook hands and at once began a general conversation
as he walked along. His manner was so genial, his language so polished,

“and his voiece so melodious that Mary was captivated at once. Indeed

€he was enraptured.
“I was just passing this way,” remarked he, as the two approached
the corner,” and the remembrance of your lovely face constrained me to

linger about a few minutes in the hope of seeing you. And I am so glsd - - ]

to have had my desire in this respect gratified, But I shall not detain
you any longer. I bave some important business 1o attend to, and I see
you have not marketed yet, so I will bid you good morning as soon as
you have replied to a few questions, which, with your permission I would
like to ask you. May I do so?” J :

“Certainly, sir,” replied Mary.

“Thank you, said the gentleman. “I would inquire first, your name,
second, your residence, and third, whether you or your parents would
have any objections to my calling to sce you, if you shall Il be satisfied
that my iutentions are honorable, and my standing in society satis-
factory.”

Mary had never been addressed in this manner in all her life before.
The tones, and gestures, and demeanor of her companion agsured her that
he was the essence of a gentleman, Hitherto she had been a child—but
now she felt as though changed by an eleetrical shock into a real woman.
She was delighted, and proud and confused. She already admired and
loved the stranger, and in her pleasure and confugion, she quite inno-
«ently and truthfully replied :
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Yes, sir, my name is Mary Lesley, I live with motber and father in 7

Tasker street above sixth, and mother and I would be very much pleased
to have you call and see us,”

“Oh, thank you a thousand times over, and pray allow me 0 hand you
my card, which please give your mother or father with my best respects
and say to them that I will do myself the delightful honor to call to-
morrow evening., Good morning.”

‘With this remark and gallant adieu the gentleman again tipped his hat
and walked away with rapid strides, leaving Mary the happiesi, yet
most confused young woman imaginaBle. Several persons beleld the
seene, and it is quite safe to say with different ideas and not a few sus-
picions, Yet little cared Mary. She was oblivious to all else save her
own thomrghts, and these took the loftiest flights into the golden future,
_ Indeed the poor girl was completely intoxicated with her prospects which
wag amply proved by the manner in which she marketed.

“I want fifteen pounds of buotter, Mr. Lening,” said she to the furmer
of whom she always bought that commodity. '

‘The farmer adjusted his spectacles so that he might get their sure,
eorrect focus on Mary’s face, and then exclaimed ;

“Fifteen pounds! Well upon my soul Miss Lesley I was just op the
p'int of sellin the two pound I allays keeps fur you seeing you was so
late. I’ve been a waitin’ half of a hull hour just so a8 you should have

your reg’lar supply—two pounds. Ha!l ha!l you pretty puss! you're

runnin’ & joke on to me I see, so as to let on you re bin an’ got married

to a big boardin’ house keeper and want to take butter by the tub full.”
Poor Mary blushed searlet at her mistake, and at the rongh but kindly

bandinage of Mr. Lening. DBut she hastily corrected herself and said:

“Qh, Mr. Lening I was thinking about something else. But indeed I .

would like to have three pounds to day, for we shall have company
tomorrow."”

“Ha! I don’t doubt you and I don’t see what these city chaps are about.
Miss Mary that you don’t have company all the time. Why if we only
had you out at Radnor Valley you’d just see all the young fellers a fixin?

up to the nines and going around the house where you lived like snapper -

bugs does round a ca.ndWot summer’s night,”
“Ah, now please don’t M#” Lening,” pleaded Mary, in ¢ half coaxing

bhalf abashed sort of manner, and the kind, bluff old farmer, spid he
wouldn’t, in his hearty, mischievous tone. Then as he put the two
pounds of butter into her kettle he turned round to his stall and taking
down a bunch of aweet white and red rosebuds from a hook handed them
to her and said: ' ‘

“ Mary, there’s a bunch o' buds for you, girl ; an’ though they’re sweet,

they’re not half so pretty as you are yourself. They’ll do to set in the -

middle of the table when the company comes to supper tomorrow. And
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Mary, let me whisper in your ear, girl, an old man’s advice—don’t be in
a hurry to get married. Be sure you pick out the right kind of & man
for a husband, and then yow’ll be as happy when you're old, as you was
when you were young. It aint the handsomest looking wheat that halls

out the heaviest to the bushel ; now you mind that, when you pick out &

beau.”
“Oh, I'm never going to get married,” laughed Mary, “I'm going to
live and die an old maid. Good bye.” 4
“Good bye, you little rogue!” exclaimed the farmer, with a merry
twinkle in his eyes, as he shook his finger at his fair customer. And all
the time he was packing up his buckets, and tubs, and pans, to go home,
he was now and then laughing to himself and repeating Mary’s order.
“Tifteen pound o’ butter! Well, bless my old ploughshare | if that gal

‘aint in love, sure! Fifteen pound o' butter! Hope she’ll git a nice man

though, fur she's a pretty creature, and 'ud make a man a tip-top wife,
she would.”
Several times before Mary got through with her marketing she eaught

lherself just on the eve of repeating just such blunders as she had made

with her butter. DBut finally she finished her task and turned homeward,

As soon as she saw her mother she handed her Mr. Gordon’s card.
exclaiming as she did so: '

“Now, hold on, mom till I take off my duds and then I'll tell you all
about my adventure this morning. Oh, dear! My heart’s going like a
ehicken’s foot in a half peck measure !”

The mother could do nothing but gaze at the delicate eard, turn it over
and over, and smell it to enjoy the delicate odor with which it was so
deliciously tinged. Yet all the while she wns nearly “bursting with
curiosity,” to use bher own strong expression, to hear the full particulars.
Presently Mary was ready, and, seating herself on the lounge beside her
mother, she commenced and narrated faithfully the entire interview with
her admirer, :

“What do you think of it all, mom 2" inquired she, as she concluded.
“Did I manage all right #7

“Yes, 1 could not have done better myself.”

- “Now then, mom, how about pop? You’ll have to take charge of that
part of the business. You know how rough he is about aristocrats. And
if he was to do, or say any thing rude to Mr. Gorden I should die right
straight of shame. I know 1 would.”

“Oh, 'l take the best care of pap. Never you fear for that! Between
this and tomorrow night he will be as sweet as a dove. Never fear.”

All of that day Mrs. Lesley’s brain was racking itself with manners,
ways and means to over come whatever objections John, her husband,
might chance to advance against the prospective acquaintance and court-

-ghip between the English gentleman and Mary. Finally, after all her
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plans and plots had been cast aside by her almost as soon as they pre- |

sented themselves to Ler, as being useless with her plain, straight-for-
ward husband, she made up her mind to storm all his opposition by
telling him the simple truth of the matter.

That might when he and she were alone in their chamber, she informed
him of Mary’s adventure, and also of the intended visit of Mr. Gordon
the next evening. :

“Well, mother,” said Lesley, after a long pause durmg which he took
off his boots, coat and cravat, ““I don’t know about such quickly cracked
up acquaintances as this one seems to be. The way you talk about this
ehap, he scems to be an honorable, honest man, but Il tell you better
when 1 see him. If he is all right and don’t put on any high dutch, nor
no airs, then may be he and I can get along. But mind if does any
thing like that, then out he goes, and you needn't get mad about it.”

“I am satisfied with that,” replied Mrs. Lesley, “and what is more
John, I intend to pull the same way as you do in this aﬁ"anr and if
there’s any double dealing, out he goes, as you say.”

This was a shrewd bit of diplomacy on Mrs. Lesley’s part, and gave
her the victory completely over her honest but rather head-strong hus-
band.

The sabbath was, we regret to say, decidedly bent if not completely
broken, in several instances by the mother and daughter making prepar-
ations for the entertainment of their expected guest in the evening, The
occasion came, and with it punetoally arrived the KEnglishman to pay his

- first visit to the Lesleys. The mother, daughter and husband were all

anxiety to behold Mr. Gordon, though as may be ensﬂy surmised each
of them actuated by different emotions.

Very quietly and pleasantly the Englishman accepted the invitation
of Mary—who opened the door in reply to his ring at the bell—to please
walk in and be seated. Mary took bis hat, cane and gloves, and when she
had placed them on the little table in the corner, quickly returned and
introduced Mr. Gordon to her father and mother.

As he took the hand of the stranger John eyed him keenly from head
to feet, and then stood aside to permit of the introduction of hig wife.
‘This being done he invited Mr. Gordon to be seated again. The latter at
once and gracefully opened up a conversation starting with the weather,
news of the day and so forth, and finally with consummate candor——for
he hed already read John’s blunt character in his face—he moved to the
assault with this remark:

“Mr. Lesley, doubtless your daugther here, and perhaps Mré. Lesley ~

have at least partially informed you of the object of my visit. By quite
an accident I met Miss Mary a short time since and was so struck with
her great beauty, that I could not help liking her instantly. Yesterday

{
|
e
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I saw her again and took the liberty of addressing her, and sending by
her my card to you and her mother, with the request that, under certain
eonditions I might with your permission pay my addresses to her. And I
am here to-night for the purpose of obtaining your permission to do so.”

John Lesley liked the bluff, manly manner of his visitor, and he at once
replied :

“Well, Mr. Gordon, I have no objections to make to vour proposition
if Mary nor her mother has none, which, from the way they talked abous
your visit already I don’t think they have.”

Mr. (Gtordon thanked Lesley for his acqulescencn to his request, and at
once made himself perfectly casy, and as much at home with his new
acquaintances ag though he had known them for years. TFrom a book of

_poems wh'ech Mary had borrowed from a neighbor, Gordon read several

selections with such exquisite power ahd pathos, as to induce John Lesley
to assure him, he conld read just as 'Jwell as the great tragedian, Edwin
Forest—no mean compliment by the way—for Forest was to the plain
workman quite & demi-god,

Eleven o'elock struck ere Gorden rose to take his farewell and yet it
seemed as though his stay had been scarcely balf an hour, so entertaining
to all three was his converse,

After be had gone there was a general mte:change of favorable opinion
and criticism about Gordon, the eonclusion of which was that mother and
daughter thought him * perfectly splendid,” and Lesley thought he was

a “first raie fellow, and not so airish, as ke had always thought them
aristoeratic chaps was.”

This initinl visit of (Gordon was succeeded by other visits and calls,
and soon the insinuating Englishman was looked on as quite one of the
family, Shrewdly enough, he saw that to make his suit sure he need only
keep on the safe side of the father and this he acecomplished completely
when he insisted on advancing him soflicient money to purchase quite a
aice house up town where he could erect a shop on the back end of the
lot and become a boss at his trade, instead of a journeyman.

Finally after going to see Mary thus for about one year, Mr. Gordon
proposed that he and she should get merried, as he wished soon to return
to England, at least on a visit, It was of course entirely superfluous for

him to ask consent from the parents as this bad already been long ago \

taeitly given, so all he had to do was to name a day agreeable to Mary. He
did so, and the two married in a quiet, unostentatious manner, quite in

keeping with John Viesley’s ideas of propriety,

One month, atter the marriage, Mr. Gordon returned from Toronto,
Canada—whither he had been obliged to go on pressing business the same
day he was married—the happy, smiling bride started to England on her
wedding tour with her hushand, amid the amiles, and tears, and bleasings
of her father and mother, and of the few of her intimate friends, whom
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she had invited for the occasion. There is no manner of doubt that at
this time Grordon liked his wife well enough, but that he ever loved her
at all is impossible. Because if he did, he never would have treated her
in the brutal manner in which he did afterwards. How lucky it was that
poor Mary could vot see far enough into the futurs to behold tho dread-
ful fate which thus awaited her, like a stormy wintry sunset after g bl'ight
Bumnier morning,

Mrs, Lesly had a singular and as events afterward proved, an ominous
- dream about Mary the same night that her daughter sailed for Europe
with ber husband. She dremmd it three dlbllllbb and separate times
befn: ‘e morning, and it worried her so much the third time that she woke
her husband up, and related the dream to him. But he only laughed at
her for her superstition and quoted to her, her own often made remarks
that dreams go by contraries, The dream was this. She thought she was
walking along the bank of. a broad, deep, rapid flowing river, part of the
water of which was quite black and the other quite silvery. The silvery
part was next to the bank afong which she was walking, while the black
part was next to the opposite shore. Suddenly she beheld a ship, the
exact counterpart of the shipin which Mary bad sailed with her husband.
Ag she thus walked along, she thought the ship moved parallel to herself
and that it never went faster nor slower than she was walking for a long,
long time. During all this while the vessel kept straight on in the bright
silvery water, and the mother saw Mary sitting beside Gordon, her hua,
band, in a very contented, loving way.

‘Presently, while Mvs, Leslcy was looking, she behPId a shadowy figure
glide to the wheel of the ship and pull it rapidly round. In a moment
the ship quit her previous course, and ran over to the dark side of the
river, where she at once began to piteh and roll at a fearful rate, As
ghe did this, Gordon sprang up, but instead of doing anything to save or
agsist his wife, he pushed her violently from him, and repulsed her in s
brutal manner. The mother, with anguished feelings, clasped her handa
and called to Gordon not to do so. DBut, if he heard her, he paid no
attention, but continued his unmauly treatment to his wife. The latter,
however, clung to him, and seemed to be imploring him. Suddenly the
ship gave a lurch, and the next instant broke in half As the forward
half parted from the stern, Mrs. Lesley saw Gordon cluteh her daughter
by the thoat and choke her down till she fel! upon her knees, at which
the mother uttered a wild scream aud woke up.

This dream was repeated three times, and made, as we have said such
o frightful cfiect upon poor Mrs. Lesley that she roused her husband and
nerrated it to him, :

" Oh, go to sleep, mother,” said he, *you had something for supper that
did not agree with you, but has set you gathering wool. There now, roll

over, and I will put my arm over you so as to keep the spooks and goblins -
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away from ydu, There now, that’s the way. Now they won’t trouble
you any more till morning.”

But for all this affectionate assurance by her husband, Mrs. Lesley
could not compose herself any more that night, though she laid very
still in order not to disturb John, as he had to get off quite early im
the miorning to his work.

At half past four o’clock the alarm-clock struck off with its rattling
merry ring and started Lesley from his slumber, After'a yawn or two
and a stretcl to get himself thoroughly awake, the industrious fellow
gprang out of bed and began dressing himself previous to going down
to make the fire. "This was a part of the domestic routine that Lesley
invariably performed himself, because he used to say that it was not a
woman’s place to get up in the morning and do such wule work as mak-
ing fires, Ile always liked to have the kitchen warm, and the kettlo
boiling for the women to come down and get the coffee ready for break-
fast. 7V¢,ry often his fellow workmen would make fun of him and ecall
him a granny. But their jeers and jibes never troabled him a moment.
He would only laugh and say:

“It may do very well for you chaps to treat your wives and daughters
like heathens and Tondians; but I love my women at home just well

- enough to make as much sunshine as I can for them, And it would be

better for your women folks if you fellows would do the same thing; let
me tell you that1”?

CLOUDS DISPELLED.

It was perhaps five weeks or six after Mrs. Lesley had dreamed her
ugly dream that John Lesley came home one night from the shop in
high spirits:

“(Come, mother {” he exclaimed as he strode into the house, “let us
have 2 jolly good supper to night, sud while we're getting ourselves round
that I’ll read you Mary’s letter " .

“A letter from Mary " mterruptmgly cried Mrs Lesley, *“Where is
it? how is she?”

And she sprang at her husband and began rummaging in his pockets
for the precious epistle. John was in a mischievous, humorous moeod and
for several minuies the pair had a good tussle, at the end of which,
through John’s intentional carelessness his wife was succeasful in ob-
taining the coveted letter.

Hhe sat down on the lounge, and pulling off the envelope handed it to
her hushand who had also seated himself at ber gide. Then she opened
the four sheets of pink note paper all the =ides of which were covored
closely with writing. Though not a highly educated woman, Mrs.
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Lesley was an excellent reader; and so, at once commencing her daugh-
ter's letter, she read it aloud to her husband. Every once in a while the
reading would stop apd the two gratified parents would laugh and con-
verge ovel some salient point of the letter. This was kept up until the
finish when the happy wife completed the setting of the supper table.
While eating their rueal John and his wife talked incessantly concerning
their fortunate daughter. .

“By the by, mother! presently laughed Liesley, *how about that
woflul dream of yours, ¢ch?”

“Well, didn’t I always teli you dreams go by contraries 2" replied the
wife. ) .

“And I hope in this ease, mother,” remarked the hushand, “that vou
will wlways dream awful dreawms about Muary. Because then they’ll
always be good omens, sure.”

“Mary gives a delightful deseription of her English home, don’t she,
‘John 7 asked Mrs. Lesley.

“Indeed she does, mother. It makes a fellow feel like as though be
would like to go there and live,”

“Well, who knows? perhaps oue of these days you and I will leave
herve and lay our bones in Kngland.”

“No mw’am | mother! never! As Ned Forest says in Jack Cade or
Spartacus, “perish the thought,” 1 don’t want to live or die any wheres
but just here in America. This country may have a good many faults
and all that sort of thing hut it suits my heart and feclings,”

Before the worthy eouple- retired that night Mary’s letter was again
petused just as earcfully, and, with just as much delight by Mr. and Mrs.
Lesley as it had been af first, and ere the two closed their eyes in
slumber, they talked about Mary und her prospects just as earnestly as
they had done at the supper table. It is certain also that the last image
which floated before the imagination of each wns Mary’s dear face, and
the last thought in the mind of each was about the darling girl; and the
last prayer on their conseious lips was fur her who though so far, was
yet 20 near to them both.

. 'The next morning the letter and its contents again furnished the two
Lesleys a theme for conversation from the time they got out of bed till
the. moment the father kissed his wife good-bye and went to his shop.
This was a pleasant little benediction that John Lesley never omitted in

his home worship, because, as he used to say, “there's no knowing when
s man neay be brought home dead to his fanily.”

Strangoely enough his own sad fate was a peculiar fatality, and carried
out his morbid ideas on this habit exactly, for the time did come when one
of these sweet morning kisses was the lnst he ever gave his wife; when
the only kisses she afterward gave the sirong noble husband were at sun.
down, but not in the usual way. .
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A strange man came to the door and told her Mr. Lesley was not well,
he could not walk home. He had brokey both his legs, and an arm, he
was rather badly hurt. He bad a long fall, and was internally injured ;
indeed the surgeon could hardly give any hope for him, In falling he
had struck on his feet and then pitched back in such a way that
the back of his head had come in contact with an iron easting for a sirk
and and ”  The messenger of it was breaking as gently as
he knew how, the news—‘'they’re bringing his body to you.”

He stepped hack from the door to the middle of the p;wemént and
beckoned up the street. Presently four men appeared bearing carefully
a seitee on which lay the lifeless form of John Lesley cruelly crushed but
not disfigured in the face. Mrs. Lesley uttored very few groans or
sounds to indicate the anguish thai consumed her. Al night she sat
alone with the dead, at intervals uncovering the white face and kissing
its eold lips. Two days later John left her once more-—this time forever
—and thence forward she walked life’s pathway alone.

Lesley’s doath oceurred four years after his daughter had married
Gordon and consequently he was spared the agony of knowing her sora
tribulations and tortures at the hands of her brutal, savage husband.
Indeed had he been living he would have rescued her or perished in the
cffort; for bravery and determination were two of his strongest character-
isties,

MARY'S MARRIED LIFE.

As we have said in a previous page of this narrative Gordon at firss
after he wed Mary Lesloy liked her exceedingly well, merely becanse her
personal beanty was so great. DBut after he had hecome used to this and
she wus no longer like a new toy to him, then he Legan to neglect her
and in due and speedy course of time he bated her in his heart, wished to
be rid of her. This was a dreadful change for poor Mary, who all her
life had becn used to nothing but kindness and love from her mother and
father, and now to be so illy treated by one whom she had looked up to
as a person who was to love her till death better even than mother or
father, was worse to her sensitive heart than death itself. For two years
they bad been married and there was about to happen the birth of her
first offspring, an event which Mary felt sure would reconcile her husband
to her and fix again upon herself his love once more. How sadly and
cruelly she was (deceived the sequel will show. She would hardly see
him now twice in a week, and whén she did, he scarcely noticed her ag
all, exeept in anger or insult. ‘ ‘

After the birth of her baby, a little girl, her husband visited her less
often then ever,. Finally the wretebed Mary made up her mind that her

2
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husband -really bated her, and, with a broken heart she thus addressed
bim when she next saw him:

“If you please, Gordon, give me enough money to get home to America
I will zo away there to mother and father with my baby and you will be
rid of all your trouble with me. I always thought you loved me but 1
find you do not.”

“Send you home, eh?” he hissed out with a fresh volley of oaths,
*No! I'Hl not let your have that satisfaction. Not only will I not let
you go home but you shall not go ouiside of this house. I hate you juss
well enough to torture you to deatlh.”

“Then you bad better kill me at once,” groancd Mary.

“Oh, no, that would be too mereiful for such a jade as you 1”

Mary had never been called such an outrageous name as that and in
an instant with flashing eyes and quivering lips she hurled back af, her
husband wild words of auger and justification of hersell, and wound up
by calling him a conterptible Englishman. This fired all the latent auger
in his disposition, and rushing upon his unfortunate wife he beat her with
his fists in & most shameful manner blacking her eyes and cutting her
face in several places with the sharp points of a diamond ring which he
wore. As he paused for breath, and while still elutching her by the

_throat, he hoarsely exclaimed:

“If you don’t get down on your knees and beg my pardon for that Il
pound your brains out!”

“Then do it!” cried Mary when she got her breath, “for I never will.
You're a cowardly poltroon to beat a woman. But I don’t care if you
kill me by inches you’ll never force me to beg your pardon. If my father
knew this he’d soon be here and then you’d beg my pardon or get suc b a
threshing as you never had in all your life before.”

Gordon stood off from his wife now and contemplated her silently for a
fall minate, she meanwhile returning his scowls with defiant glances of
prond anger, and w1pmg the blood from the wounds on her lacerated face.
She had always submitted so patiently to the villain before without more
than a passing murmur; but now she stood defiantly at bay, though she
did not attempt to return his physical violence as she was aware that
with a powerful man like he was such an effort would be useless.

After he bad thus eyed his wife he exclaimed in a low threatening tone
of voice: “Ia!l my vixen, just hold on. I’Il break your spirit! X'l teach

. you what it is to raise my rage. [I'd kill you anyhow if it wasn’t for the

reason that if T did I couldn’t satisfy my revenge enough on yom. DBut -

11l show you my lady what T sm, before I’'m done with you, depend on
that.”

kim.
The moment she found herself alone, though her bruised and bleeding

With this threat he loft the room violently slamming to the door after.

[
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face pained her frightfully, the reaction caused Mary to sink down upon
a rocking chair as weak and limp as a roll of wet cloth. Then she sobbed
and cried for {two hours at' least before she exhausted herself that she fell
asleep just where she sat. When she woke up she felt utterly bewildered
and did not recollect anything that had happened until again her wounds
brought all to her wind with horrid distinctness,

“I wish I was dead! Oh! I do wish I was dead!” she groaned in the
bittereat anguish as she glanced in a mirror and turned quickly from it
that she might not sce fully the swelled and discolored lumps npon her
once beautiful face—now rendered alinost hideous with the eruel dis-
figurcinents inficted by her husband.

At this moment her baby began to ery, and attracted her attention,
Ste sprang to the crib and catehing up the infant hugged it convulsively
to her bosom and as her tears started afresh she exclaimed:

“Oh, my darling! my darling look up into mama’s battered faee, and
then nestle close to mama’s poor broken heart! Ohl baby! baby! T wish
you and I were both in our graves. Then we would be at rest forever
forever! forever 1 ‘

Then she sat down still holding the infant to her breast, and rocking
back and forth she moaned in mental as well as physical anguish,

She saw no more of her husband for a weck and then one evening he
entered her room and eatching up the baby out of the cradle he pﬂssed
through the doorway closely followed by Mary who was fearful he in-
tended to take away her ehild from her, and so deprive her of what Itttle
remnant of pleasure his harshness had hitherto left her. 7

““Come on,” he exclaimed with & sncer going up stairs, “the ecow is
sure to follow her calf1”

“What are you going to do with my baby 2" she asked in tones of
dread, .

“Going to take it and you to your new quarters up stairs I was the
laconic reply of the husband as he strode on without deigning to turn his
Lead. ‘

“What! in-the servants’ room 2%

“ 'l show you where 1”

And on he walked up stairs with his wife after him till he reached a
little room at the top of the house, the window of which looked out toward
& blank brick wall that prevented any other view whatever save a little
morsel of sky. Thicfirst fact that attracted the attention of the wretched
young wife was that this solitary window had been adorned with new
iron bars placed so closely together as to preclude the possibility of o
person thrusting the head forth to look at any thing. The next fact she
noted was the extreme meagreness of the furniture which consisted of
nothing except a single maplewood bedstead, & wooden chair and o little
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cheap erib cradle. On the bedstead was 2 hard straw matirass ceversd
with a blanket and coverlet.

“Will you walk into your fature parlor and dwelling room ?” inquired
Gordon with mock politeness, addressing his wife. 8he scarcely know
what to make of this new demonstration, it was so entirely unexpected.
She suspected from the malignity of his former threat that her hushand
was avout to-do something terrible, and had it not been for the baby she
would at once have fled downstairs and forth into the street where she
could elaim and roccive protection from the police, But her love and
anxiety for the little one induced her to face the new peril, whatever it
might be.

Gordon half tossed, half laid the infant on the Led and motioned his
wife toward it. She sprang forward and caught it up in her arms. At the
same moment Gordon swiftly stepped behind her, and thence to the door
which he closed and locked, and then put the key in bis pocket. Ialf
stupelied Mary gazed at the man while he stood and contemplated her
with a grin of sardonic triumph upon his features At length he spoke:

“Well, how do you think you will like your nes guarters?”

“I suppose while I am here it makes no differeace whether I like them
or not,” replied she “ It makes no difference to me whether you like them
‘ot not, though it might to yourself as you won’t ¢change them in a harry.”

“Why, what do you mean by that?” asked Mury trying to control her
voice and keop it from trembling.

“T mean just this, that, till you die and are burivd, you will never leave
this room.”

“But you will not rob meswfymy child ?”” inquiringly remarked Mary.

“Q0h, no I don't care for the hg%rat. You're welcome to it.”

“Then thank Heaven, I can endure any thing your malevolence may
inflict upon me. I do not need to leave this reom, for, outside of i,
‘henceforth the world is dead to me.” :

“What!l is it no torture to be away from your darling pe and ma?”
he answered.

“(h, no, it would be far worse torture to me to know that they should
become aware of the unworthy fate which has befallen me, for it wouid

‘make them utterly unhappy to know that I had thus fallen a vietim to

your machinations,”
“Ha! doyou really think it would 2 Why, faith then, I must find some

way to let them know it all. DBug, wait a bit; in case you may, at any .

time, eonceive the idea of running away from me, I have bad another
feature added to this delightful little boudeir for your special benefit.
1"l show it to you.”

Thus_speaking the brutal man stepped forward to the bedstead, and
pulling it away from the wall thas disclosed a heavy double chain de-
pending from a ring staple that had been fized firmly into the wall itself.
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On the extremity of this double chain was a spring lock and socket. As
he had moved forward to the bed, Gordon adroitly pushed his unfor-
tunate wife before him, in such a manner that, at the same instant he un-
covered the chain, he also had her within grasp.  Seizing her, he slipped
the chain round her waist, drew it tightly and caught it firmly with the
spring lock,

Mauory turned, looked blankly at her husbaud and, while ber face assumed '
the hue of & marble image, she sank down on the floor, and, clasping her
hauds in her lap, she wept bitterly:

“Ob, man! man! what have 1 cver done to you that you should treat’
me in this barbarous manner ¢ ? .

“You have done that which king Richard’s wife did to him—out lived
my liking.”

“T'hien in the name of Heaven,” rejoined Gordon’s victim ; if that be
the ecase, give me suflicient money to return kone to America to fathor-
and mother.”

“0h, no, that would not do. There’d be a terrible row, quite likely,
then.” ' : '

“Nol T pledge vou my word there shall not be any row. You shall’
never hear one single word concerning my fate. For I shall be too
ashamed to speak of what, or why 1 bave suffered since I married you.” .

“Wouldn't trust you, er I should have sent you hack home long ago?
was the eruel reply. ‘“No,” he continned, “I have resolved on my course
with you, and I will not swerve from it. You will remain in this room
for the rest of your matural life, whether that be one year, or a hundred
years. I shall have ong new scrvang @ m 1 can trust implicitly, and
she will take you in charge, whon T am not here myself.” :

“Please go away and leave me!” groancd Mary, in the new agony of
spivit which this suggestive remark caused her; please do go away and
leave me !”

“Yes, of course I will. Anything in the world to please you, you
know 7 )

Taking the key from his pocket Gerdon unlocked the door and went
eut, being careful to lock it again, however.

For several minutes Mary sat just in the sgyne position, and quite likely
she would not have moved for honrs, had not her baby uttered a sharp
ey, In an instant she sprang to her feet and toward the hed. But from )
the position of the Iatter, she could not reach the infant, and besides, the’
chain gave her such a eruel jerk as to deprive hor of breath, and cause
her great pain round the waist, where its unyiclding links buried them.

- selves in her tender flesh. By pulling the bedstead round, however, she

quickly managed to get her baby in her arms, and sitting dewn upon the
bed, she kissed the little innocent wildiy, her hot tears raining plenteously
over its features.
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“0h, rﬁy baby! my sweet! my darling! he loves you no better than

he does your poor mother [ e, who ought to cherish us both has buried
‘us here in this prison room forever! No! thank God! he eannot do it
forever—only while we live, Ile caunof follow us beyond Death’s
portal.” ¢

Until dark Mary. sat or laid on the bed with her infant, or walked it
up and down the floor so far as her chain would permit. Now and then
she could faintly hear the rumble of a heavy cart, or the rattle of & lighter,

 swifter-moving vebicle passing up and down the street, and occasionally.

the sounds of the voices of children at play rose faintly to her ears. Al
this served only to make her desolation the more complete and her cap-
tivity the more doleful.

It had been quite dark for sometime before any one came to the room,
and the captive began to think that, to her imprisonment was to be added
the other torture of starvation. At last she had concluded to go to bed
as well as the chain would permit her, taking off her outer garments only
and arranging the bed coverings in such a manner as to prevent the links
of the chain from hurting her. Commending herself to God, she closed
her eyes, and was trying to go asleep, when suddenly the door was un-
locked and opened, and (tordon entered, followed by a woman of about

thirty two years old, whose countenance, though handsome, was not a

prepossessing one,

“Hal gone to bed so ecarly!” exclmmed (Xordon, advancing into the
room.

Mary rose to a sitting postore; but did not make any reply, and, Gor-
don resumed: “I have brought this lady friend of mine to introduce her.
Hereafter, when I am not here, she will have full charge of you. And
while she proves true to her duty of’ keeping you secure and not too happy,
she will be my favorite at a good sala~y. Do you understand??

The miserable wife’s heart was too full to allow her to reply one word
to this cruel question, and she nodded her head mournfully, as she noted
the familiar manner in which the woman leaned against Gordon, snd the
ominous scowl with which the creature regarded her.

“ Do you think,” continued Gordon, turning and addressing the woman,
“do you think, Sally, you can attend, to this invalid lady properly, just

‘as I have instructed you to do ?”

“ Leave that to me, my dear fellow,” and she leered up into his face in
a manner that caused Mary’s blood to boil to behold.

“Hot words rose to her lips, and she was about to pour forth her rage
and grief. But one reflection restrained her. She felt that no one can
torture & woman like a woman. Here was evidently a lewd wretch,
with whom her husband had associated himself, in order that he might
have a trusty accomplice in Mary’s persecution. He had taken up with
this strumpet, knowing that she would prove true te his purpose. Had
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Mary had no one but herself to suffer she would have defied and denoun-
ged both Gordon and the woman. DBut her bby—-if she provoked them
further they might rob her of that. So, for its sake she held her tongue.

“Well,” said Gordon, after a pause, “Saliy, I must Jeave you now
don’t forget what I instructed you to do.” ,

“I won’t my dear,” and the wretch threw a kiss at the contemptible
fellow, as he passed out of the room and went downstairs, without ever
go much as glancing at his wife.

“How do you think you and I will get along with each other?” in-
quired the woman of Mrs. Gordon after the husband’s footsteps died away
on the stairs below. ‘

“T am helpless in your power,” replied the prisoner, “so it is useless
for me to make any attempt to answer your question, But I wish you
would answer me a guestion.” l ’

“Let’s hear it first, and then may be I will, and may be I won’t,

“It is this—what do you intend to do with me 2"

“Oh, take the best care of you; keep you here safe in this room, no¢
let you get downstairs, Lick you well with a cow hide if you don’t be-
have yourself. Bring you what you are to eat and drink, and—et cetem,
et cetera, as they say in the play.

“Well, am I to be always kept chained in this manner ?”"’

“Pon’t know about that. DIl ask hiin when I go downstairs,”

“{ would like to have a piteher of water,” said Mary after a pause.

“«T bring one up when I come up to bed. But I suppose you don's
want anything to eat till morning. However, it don’t make no diffe-
rence if you do because you won’t get it till morning if you do.”

Mary made no reply, and, after a short silence—during which the
woman walked about the room and looked provekingly at her prisoner,
a8 though to excite her inte some violence—she picked up the lamp and
went out of the room,

It was fully three hours before she returned, bringing with her a tin
bucket full of water in which was o tin cup. This she set down just
within reach of the chained wife saying:

“ Here’s your watef, that’s all -you'll get He and T have had seversl
glasses of wine.”

““And you ought to be ashamed to say it,” retorted Mrs. Gordon in a
-quiet sarcastic. tone,

“QOh, I merely told you because I thought it Would make you feel extra
happy to know it, that’s all!” laughed the woman maliciously. “And
he kissed me and told me he loved me a thousand times better than he
ever did you.* '

“Indeed! that don’t surprise me at all, for you are prettier than I am.
And he had need to love you a thounsand times better-than he did nie.
For your woman’s heart musi tell you if you have any perecption, that
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he really never loved me. I see it all now. T was a poor girl; he was
rich; he took a passing fancy to me and married me. He knew that, by
bringing me to this foreign land, he would have me entirely in his power,
where no friend nor relative of mine could interfere with his cowardly plan
that he hag since put into operation. Do you sappose that & maa like
this can love any woman at all? Do you suppose that a heart like his.
eould ever love ? If you do you are mistaken, THe hates me alveady and
he has only tuken up with ybu for the veason of having a willing accom-
plice to torture me. Ie is making a tool, o cat’s paw of you, and when
he is tired of you quite likely he will get a second chain for vou, put yow
in this room with me and get o third love to take care of us both.”

“Ia! hal ha!” laughed the woman, “no danger of that! You wager
all you have on that. I'll take care of that myself”

“A bad man is capable of anything!” replied Mrs. Gordon, sorrow.
fally.

“But a bad woman can match him, give odds and beat him at his own
game. You're an innocent green one any way.” ,

“I believe I am! groaned the wife in mental agony, “I believe T am.™

“And so, you see,” continued her attendant, “green ones like yom
ought to be kept in close cages, where nothing may harm them, But,
good night! By, bye! I must go down to him he'’s waiting for me.”

With this doubly cruel remark, Sally left the captive to her own heart.
breaking refections,

It was not until nearly morning that the wretched Mary fell asleep;
and then it was only owing to complete exbaustion. Like the famished

traveller in the waterless desert of Sahara—who dreams of rivulets of

sparkling cold water and green, luxuriant meadows—so Mrs, Gordon
saw naught but visions of happiness. Bright angels came and ministercd
to her. Her chain was gone, and she no longer felt its galling, hoavy
links pressing into her flesh. With her baby she went roaming through

delightful places, places of the sweetest, solemnest beauty. On she floated

rather than walked and after a lapse of time she began to recognize
scenes familiar to her eyes in former years—the schoolhouse where she
uged to study, the various houses and gardens that she used to admire
and notice so much when she was a child. And blessed reality—for the
angels paint their pictures well—she at last beheld her mother’s house.
By some indefinite conveyance that she conld not understand, she was
brought home from England to America. She stood on the door step
and raised the latch—it just made exactly the sclfsame sound as it used
to do—and in she bounded. There was her mother sitting in the usuoal
place in the corner by the window sewing.

“Qh, moiker! mother!

“Oh Mary! Mary! this is & surprise! Mary heard and spoke these
words of interchanged surprice and welcome as plainly as any she ever
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“Your husband loves me better than you!” tauntingly said she
to Mrs. Gordon.

n3hr ®atte Tebt mich mebr wie Ste,” fagte fle In verfependen Ton
st Frau Gorbowu,
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uttered in her life. And she held forth her"baby toward ber mother, and

cautioned her against wakivg it up, for somehow or other she felt that if
it was aroused the scene would be changed, But the mother stooping
over its face kissed it fondly and it cried out.

In an instant, like the visions in the Arabian nights’ entertainments,
everything becanie a blank of darkness, And poor Mary awoke to the
reality of her chain, and the horror of her captivity. She knew now she
krad been only dreaming, and bad been summoned back from fairy land by
the crying of her infant. (Quickly she pressed the little one to her bosom
petting in with her hand and soothing it with the endearing words of a
mother’s love, For along time her frame trembled violently with the
shock of reawakening to the dreadful reality of life from such a bealific
illusion. But finally between the care necessary for the baby, and a firm
resolution to eonquer her nervousness, she became calm ﬂ.gain, and was
guite herseif when about eight o’clock the next morning Sully Dunton—
for such was the nawme of the woman who acted as her jailor—appeared
with her breakfast. 'This consisted of a plate of meat and potatoes fried,
a little pot of collee and two slices of stale bread already buttered. The
reat had been cut up, and there was neither knife, fork, nor spoon.
When Mary inquired for something with which to eat her meal, Sally
grinningly rveplied;

“Lord bless you, he said you must not have a knife, or fork, nor yet a
spoon ; hecause if you did youw'd commit suicide!”

“What! kill myself!” exclaimed Mary, “Oh no, God forbid that I
should ever be guilty of such a crime as that, You never fear that, so
please let me have at least a spoon and a napkin,” o

“No, I won't get either one for you. You are not the lady of thia
house any more. You are only u prisoner—I am the mistress of this
house now, and I want you to know it and keep your own place. That
is just here in this room at the end of that ¢hain. And mind, if you don’,
he hag given me free permission to cowhide you. So look out, for I shall
always have it handy so as to give it to you well.”

So speaking she drew forth from its concealment beneath her skirt a
rawhide switeh, snch as dog trainers use in their business, and gave if
several whistling sweeps in close proxiniity to her prisoner’s body.

“Do you hear thatl” exclaimed she, with each cut of the air that she
made, and which cansed Mrs, Gordon's flesh to creep with horrer,

“Hal I tell youl?” she continued, if you provoke me to give you a dose
of that, you'll feel as you never felt before in all your life!”

Mrs. Gordon was exceedingly hungry, and seeing that the brutal eruel
woman was determined, she was obliged to submit and eat her meal with

her fingers, in spite of the disgust and loathing this necessarily caused ber.

“Thank you, I have had enough!” she said, when she had consumed
about three fourths of the quantity that had been brought to her.
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“You're not welcome that I know of,” said Sally, “so in fauture when
you getl your food dou’s make any fuss about it, in the shape of thanks,
because it aint necessary at all.  Give me that bueket and I'll go down
and get you some more water.”

Mary handed the bucket to her jailoress, and, in spite of her previous
threats abont bothering her for anything she said:

“AsT ai tostay always in this reom, and am of course nnable to help
myself, T wish you would allow me to have one or two liitle matters of
convenience, which will make you less trouble and give me at least coma
paratively a little more comfort,”

“ What are they, and I'll consult with him and see if he objocts to your
having them.”

Mrg, Gordon named what she wished, and Bally withdrew. In about
an hour she returned again bringing about three fourths of the things for
which Mrs. Gordon had asked.

“Here,” said she, ““that’s what you can have and no more. Don’t bother
me about anything else for your comfort as you call it. Remember, he
did’nt put you here in this room for comfort but just the reverse. The
comforts of this house are for me not for you.”

Asg on the previous day, the hot blood mounted to poor Mrs, Gordon’s
cheeks and hot words to her lips but again, when she thought of her baby
she resirained her emotions, and resolutely choked down her just anger
not for her own, but for its sake-~for she had a terrible, undefined dread
of what vengeful act might be done to it to make herself fecl the more
poignant anguish. During the rest of the time the woman Dunton wag
in the room, she kept up a tirade of offensive remarks to Mary, who how-
ever, never allowed herself to reply. Finally Sally, exclaimed, us she
shook a dust brush at her victim:

“You miserable huzzey, you baven’t got the spunk of a louse! or else
you've lost your wits and your tongue together.”

And with this she left the room.

THE BABY DIES.

For along time these scencs continued almost daily, the captive always
maintaining the silence she had imposed upon herself. But the tiwe was
fast approaching when the cause of her restraint was to bs removed.
Her baby began to be troubled with teething, and the mother of course
wished it to bave the benefis of medieal skill. Bat, beyond a few, simple
remedies that she herself had heard of from her mother, and which she
told the woman Dunton to obtain for her, she could get nothing for the
" poor little sufferer, .

One day while the infant in this pitiable condition, the brutal husband

R
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made his appearance for the first time in several weeks. Hoping te
awaken at least a lingering affection in his heart for his only child, the
wearied out, heart broken mother took up the baby in her arms and going-
down upon her knees she implored her hushand, by all the memories of
the past, to get skilled medical aid for the child.

After a long silence he informed her that he was now tired, not only of
horself and the ehild too, bui also of the trouble of keeping her a prisoner.
And he finally proposed to her that she should set sail immediately on

‘the first of the next month for America, and he would give her a good

purse of money on the steamer. He also told her he had never loved
her, because she was not of aristocratic birth, and of course it was im-
possible to love the ¢hild if he did not love its mother. He did not think
it would come to any harm through not having a doctor. If it needed &
physician, if it did he would have it taken at night to & hespital, without
disclosing whose it was. He gave her till evening to think about it
whether she would give it up. The poor mother was in the wildest
doubt and fear, 1f she kept the babe it would perhaps die, if she let it
go, and it should live she did not believe she would ever be allowed to
see it sgain.  But Fate settled the question during the afternoon, for the
little ereature suddenly fell into convulsions and died.

During the next ten days the mother lingered between life and death
herself.  And then from that time forward until the moment the po-
lice entered the house and rescued her Mary endured the most terrific
sufferings both mental and physical. When she no longer had the
restraint of her child .upon her she gave her temper full sway, and neither
the woman, Dunton, nor Gordon ever entered the room and said anything
to bher that she did not castigate them with her tongue for tlicir eruclty
and outrageous villainy,

The result was that both of them used to abuse her, beating and pound-

‘ing her shamefully, and really they seemed to take a fiendish delight in so

doing

A% last they beeame a little too careless of their acts; and the whole
affair was made known to the police. When the Iatter arrived on the
scene, however, both Gordon and his paramour had left. What ever be-
came of the latter is not known, though there were strange reports that
she had been put out of the way in order that her ftongue might tell no
dangerons facts, in ease she should betray her employer at any time.
Gordon, as is well known already to the community eame here again to
America, whore he figured extensively in huge alleged swindling oper-
ations in New York stocks against Jay Gould and others. Theuce he
fled for safety to a distant part of the Canadian Provinees, whither the
English detectives followed him and arrested him.  When they banded
him the warrant of his arrest he saw there was no escape. He also
knew that he would be sentenced for life to the penal seltlements, so in a
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fit of desperation he drew from his pocket a revolver, and ere he eould
be prevented blew his brains out, killing himsclf instantly. Sc¢ ended hig
miserable career. A few days since Mary Lesley who is really Gordon’s
lawful wife sailed for England where she will receive the great bulk of
her husband’s estate which after all costs are defrayed will net her some-
where about & hundred thousand dollars.  Thus after all her storms and
all her trouble, the much abused lady bas come into a handsome fortune.
Whether she will again tempt fortune by a second marriage is donbtful,
after her sad experience in the first,

THE CLERGYMAN'S STATEMENT.

Rev. Mr. Tennis gives the following description of the rescue of Gror-
don’s wife from the prison room in which she had been chaiued so long
by her brutal husband;

“One evening about 8 o’clock a young woman called at iny lodgings
and sent up word that she must see me. I went down and found her

much excited. She at once told me that she was lately employed in .

Gordon’s house. Her suspicions being aroused she watched both him
‘and the housckeeper—a wowan named Dunton. The result was that she
discovered a prisoner in an upper room—a woman she thought, At first
1 discredited her story but finally I was so impressed that I at once put
on my hat and coat and took her down to Scotland Yard, where she

made oath to hor assertions, and a search warrant was issited the next

morning. I went with an officer myself to Gordon’s house. Gordon and
his housekecper were gone, no one but the servant being home.  Upon
reéching the room where Mrs. Glordon was confined the sight was awful,
Bhe was chained to the wall and secmed like a maniac; begging us not
to beat hier any more, and also to kill her and thus end her misery, The
smell-in ile room, too, owing to the manner in which the lady had been
neglected, was frighttul, and made us so siek that we were obliged to hold
our noses. I never saw guch a sight,. We loosed Mrs. Gordon from her
chaing, and sending for o huck Lurried hee into it, and drove in haste to
the nearest hospital, where sbe was at once put under careful medieal
treatment. )

Happily she was of a powerfal eonstitution, and though she had been
subjected to such awful bratality she rapidly improved until she was

discharged  We colleeted funds to send her to Ameriea, whither, we had ~

ageeriained, her brute of a husband had eseaped, and where we thought,
a5 all her family and friends lived, she could have bhim arrosted and ob-
tain redress for ber many grievances. I lately received a lester from her,
and she is completely restored to health ; bLut she said nothing about him.
REV. JOHN H. TENNIS.”
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I How horrible " exclaimed both the clergyman and the police officer

JBte fchredlich ™ rlefen ber ®elffiche und ver Dolizeibeamte ana,

THE OHAINED WIFEH.

NEW DETAILS OF THE LIFE OF THE CHAINED WIFE.

Since we ‘printed and issued the first portion of the sad history of the
beautiful but unfortunate Mrs. Gordon, we have received from the clergy-
man, Mr. Tennis, through whose exertions she was rescued the following
deeply interesting account of the latter portion of the tragedy. Mr. Ten-
nis’ version of the sad affair is written with all the power and pathos for
which that justly popular man is celebrated. He writes as follows;

Dear Sirt

I have thonght that your American readers might perbaps be pos-
sessed of a sfrong desire or curiosity to know more of the details of the
horrible manner in which the notorious man, called Lord Gordon, treated
his wife, whom we rescued from his elutches and sent home to the United
States. I hear that she bas made no movement toward seeking the legal
redress which is certainly her due at his hands. This I attribute to her
christian spirit, and ber obServance of the admonition given by our sa-
viour to forbear from taking vengeance on an enemy. And T am sure you
will agree with me that & woman ean have no worse, no bitterer, o6 than

_ 2 cruel, bad husband. ‘

Still I do not hesitate to say that I am strong in the convietion, that
Murs. Grordon ought to seek by legal means to at least compel her recreant
husband to support her in at lcast comfortable eircumstances, as he is
fully able to do so. And if be is allowed to go scot free in this piece of
iniquity, therc is no doubt that he will repeat the offence at the first fis-
ting opportunity which presents itself wo him. ‘

Therefore, I am convinced she ought to throw aside-her retiring mod-
osty, and false shame, at having heen the victim of such & man, and have
& warrant issued for his arrest. Rest assured that we all bere in London
pity her, and will leave no stone unturned which may aid her in her effort
to obtain justice,

We are the more earnest in our desire to have Gorden brought to
Jjustice in this matter; because of the very fact that he is an Englishman,
and I hold that an Englishman when be travels into a foreign country—
especially & foreign country so friendly as the United States he should
make it a religious duty to so conduet himself in morals ag not to bring
diseredit upon his nation. For somebow or other, when a man does any-

- thing wrong in another land that nation to which he belongs invariably
~ Teceives a great portion of the condemnation and obloquy of bis sets.

Will yon please be kind enough io hand to Mrs. (fordon the enclosed
letter and also tell her in the strongest lunguage you can, how we feel




24 THE CHAINED WYFE.

for, and respect her in her great desolation, a.nd. how WL: ‘rejoice that
. through a kind Providence we were enabled to assist her. 1_he acecunt,
which I also enclose, in manuseript, of how wo first aseertained of the
manner in which she was being used by Gordon, and bow we went about
her release, I think your readers will be decply interested in. .

One evening about eight o’clock, T was sitting in my library engaged

in composing & sermon. At these tires I never liked to be disturbed at

all, even by members of my own family, as it would l)mnlf up the 11100-d
in which 1 might be, and which, perhaps you know, once intercapted is
never recovered. So, when Gordon’s maid servant came and rang T,he
bell, our porter informed her that it would be impossible to sce e, giving
her the reason. DBut she would not be denied.

«mell Mr. Tennis,” said she that is a matter of life and decath, and

murder it may be.”
This had such an effect on the porter that he at onee told her to come

in and he would run upstairs and tell me. He did zo, and, seeing from
his excited manner that there was something wrong, which it wes my
duty to investigate, even ab the expense of my sermon, I immediately

told him to show the girl up. ' o
As soon as she came into my presence she began with some trepidation

her story, said she: . .
#Qh, Mr. Tennis there’s a woman ehained up stairs, where I am living
at service, and I think she’s chained that way because her busband wants

to starve her to death.” . -
#That is very strange!” remarked I. “Are you sure there is no mis-

take about what you say?”
#“No, gir, I am sure I am right. T have watched them ali for over a

week now.” '
“ Al who are they all? Are there any other women in the house ex-

cept yourself 2"’ )

“Qh, yes sir, there’s one other woman; that’s the housekeeper.”

# And does she know of this 27

“Yos, sir, she helps to do it, she’s just as bad as the man ig”

1A bad as the man1? 1 exclaimeed, * well what is the man’s name 7

When she told me, I was astounded. X thought to myself that it could
not be so. Still the girl's manner was so positive and her details so cir-
cumstantial that T could not but give some credis to ic. And at last
after consideration I put on my bat and went with her to Seotland Yard
where T stated the whole matter to Inspector Jameison. He and I talked
the matter over and finally the girl was sworn and then detained at the
office. Next morning a shrewd dotective, Bryson by name, and mysclf
went down to Gordon’s house, which was situated in Victoria strect
West End, and was withal an excecdingly respectable locality ; indeed,

I may say quite aristocratic. We took the precaution to have the girl
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along with us, and after we had rung and knocked for sometime without
beiug-able to obtain ingress, she led us round to a rear deor. But this
also being locked, Bryson foreced it and we at once entered, and began a
search of the dwelling, taking great carve to first hant those who would
be culprits. 1o did not consume much time, however, to find that both
those offenders bad quietly stipped away. They must, by some means
or othor, have becowe informed of our visit before hand, and tled to pre-
vent their arrest.

As soon as we found there was no person down stairs, [ told the girl
—whose name, by the by, was Savah Corning—to lead us up to the
chamber where she had said the lady was ehained.  But she scemed to

" be in dread of doing so. MHowever, she consented to walk behind the

officer and point the way. This she did; and we soon were standing be-
fore the door of the prison room in which Mrs, Gordon was confined.
This door we tried and found iv locked, and there was no key in the lock.
T teld Sarah to run and get us all the keys she could find about the house.
In a few minutes she returned with several of different shapes and forms;
but, uponr trying them, none would fit. While we were expoerimenting
with these keys our ears were astounded with the half erying groans of
the unfortunate prisoner, and were horrified by the clanking and clinking
of the chains by which she was fastened to the wall,

My bicod ran cold as I listened to these dreadful sounds. -In truth
my habitual feeling of christianity, I am sorry to say, was overcome al-
most entirely, as I heard these awful clinkings, for { then felt that all
which Sarah had teld us was true, and this made me feel next that the
villain who was the cause of i ought to be severcly punished.

The detective turned to me and said:

“What shall we do, sic??

“Do!” I exclaimed, “do! why beat the door to gplinters and let us
rescue this poor, unfortunate immediately 17

[ would not tell this about myself, but T wish to show how much the
hratal affair exeited me, who am naturally a quict man, :

In a few moments later the door yielded to our combined efforts, and
flew from its hinges and lock, and we entered the reom.. A wild shriek
from Mrs, Gordon’s lips greeted us as we stood and contemplated her in
her dreadful, desolate, hearf-touching misery. 1 had often seen pictures
of wretehedness, of degradation, of suffering, of horror and terror; but
never hefore had my eyes looked upon such a superlatively frightful
scene as this.

It resemblud more than aught else the den of a wild beast. The room
floor, outside the range of the chain by which Mrs. Gordon was secured
to the wall, was half. an inch deep with furze and duost that had in the
course of time accumulated. The only spot clear of this deposit was just
within the entrance and was where the jailoress, Dunton, used to step
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when she brought food and drink to the wretched prisoner. . The bed-
stead, with its heap of ragged bedding was excessively offensive in its
appearance, and had evidently not been ehanged nor washed for an in-
definite period. Within the range of the chain’s length the floor and wall
were in o terrible condition. Neglect of afl conveniences ordinarely used
in civilized life, or rather the cruel deprivation of them had reduced the
once beautiful, charming young wife to a most pitiable object indeed.
Her finger and toe nails—for she had no shoes—were grown long like
bird’s claws aund were split, rough and dirty. Ier skin, too, once so
white, and as fair ay alabaster was begrimed and discolored. Her long
flowing hair was tangled and matted together. For such thing as a comb
her persecutors never allowed their unfortunate victim to have in her
- possession. It scemed to me as though the wretched woman had been
Teft for woeks together, chaired there, helpless to avail herself of the most
ordinary necessary attentions to prevent her lapsing into the same con-
dition as an animal would do. Iler personal condition and the condlition
of the floor round her to the length of the chain, it would be simply
sickening to describe, A

“What is your narae 2" asked the officer addressing her. She did not
roply, but crouched down like one in mortal but undefinable tervor, her
eyes staring widely open, her mouth agape, and her lips trembling.  In-
deed she was trembling all over like an aspen leaf. After a pause I said
to her: .

“We are friends who have come herc to release you and restore you.”

“Please don’t beat me any more! don’t beat me any more |”

My own idea now was that she was really insane, and that the family
bad kept her home and let her get into her present state by their neglect.
Yet when [ approached her and looked into the pupils of her eyes, | was
at once satisfied that she was perfeetly sane, but at the same time had
been driven into a mental as well as physical wreck for the time heing
by the cruel treatment to which she had been subjected. Feeling sure of
the correetness of this conviction T acted accordingly. Afier consulting
with Bryson the officer we concluded to take the responsibility of releasing
the lady. It did not consume mueh time to rid her of the galling chain,
and it was surprising to behold what a change this one act cauaed to
come over Mrs, Gordon. First she sat down upon the bed and wept
tears of joy: “ Then yourare really friends, come to save me!l” she gasped
at last. :

“ (Certainly madam; that is exactly what we are here for,” replied
officer Bryson, _

“And L shall not be beaten any more, nor starved by Gordon nor his
housekeeper?” she asked.

“0h, nol”

Where are they 7" inquired she.

4

=2

_THE CHAINED WIFE. 31

“That is just what we would like ;n know ourselves. I we only did,”
replied Bryson, “we would soon place them in eustody.”

For several minutes the unfortunate lady, in the excess of her newly-
found joy cried as though her heart would break, and as we stood there
we felt quite awkwardly; but presently an idea came into my mind and
I at onee suggested that it be put iléto practice.

“Mr. Bryson,” said I, “suppose we let this maid servant, who has
brought us here, hunt up some good clothing, and then give Mrs. Gordon
& good thorough cleaning bath, and dress her respectably. Then we can
get o hack and take her to the hospital for medical {reatment, of which
she wiil certainly stand in great need.”

- “ A very good suggestion,”. replied the officer,

The girl was then ealled to the room, and informed what we wished
her to do. She gladly compiied, and the released lady was half helped
half carried by ourselves down to the washing, or bath room, where we
left her in care of the servant. We waited two full hours hefore the girl
reported to us in the library, that Mrs. Gordon was ready for her journey.
Officer Bryson at once called a hack, and, placing the lady in the vehicle
we drove her rapidly to the hospital where she was put under the most

- eareful medical treatment.

As was expected, she fell sick and for several weeks was in quite a
precarious condition.  But finally, owing to a strong constitution and the
skill of her attendants she fully recovered.

The next step was to find, if possible, Gordon, who belonged to a
branch of a noble famiiy, and had sssumed the tittle among his associates
of “Liord,” to which; however, he was not at all legally entitled. Afier
expending considerable time and trouble we ascertained that Gordon had
slipped quietly out of the country and had gotie to the continent. To
follow him thither, would have cost a great amount of money, and beside,
his unfortunate wife, whom he had so shawefully abused, scemed to have
a complete terror of his coming back—notwithstanding our re-iterated
assurances that, in bringing him back, our sele intention was to force him
to take proper care of hersclf o far as the matter of support went, as we
found out that he had ample means to do so.

He was a shrewd man, as all such knaves generally are, and instead of
holding real estate, kept his money in floating cash and stocks, which he
could, at any moment, convert into cash, whether he was at home or
abroad. What matters and articles were found iu his house, which was
rented, were sold, and, after lquidating the balance dne for rent, aud one

or two odd bills which were sent in, there remained for Mrs. Gordon

about nine pounds; which, with some additional money, raised by sub.
scription was handed to her, Her only desire seemed to be to get home
to America, away from a land that had been to her a hell upon earth.
Of course we could not wonder at this for her sufferings must have been
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worse than frightful. So when we found her resolved we did not con-
tinue any contrary counsel, but gave the unfortunate lady as good a send
off 28 we could. She expressed great gratitude, and had but one regret
which was that her infant had not been spared to her.”

1

MARY’S MOTHER.

In due course of time the released wife reached the home of her youth
and found her mother, from whom she learned of the violent death of her
father. This was quite a shocking piece of news to her, yet not more so

than was her own story that she told to her mother who was indignant

and horrificd at the reeital.

«7 tell you what it is Mary,” exclaimed Mrs, Lesley, in a fury, “ you're
not worthy to be called my daughter if you don’t go right back to Eng-
land in the next steamer, and have that villain, taken to the full extent
of the law! The puppy! the scoundrell the bla’guard] He's a meaner,
cowardlier wretch than Barnum’s what-is-it! the skunk of a raseal! I wish
I had my clutches on him! Qo-oogh! but I’d teach him to be runuing
round spoiling other peoples’ happiness!”

And the demonstrative woman clinched her hands, and pulled and tug-
‘ged at some imaginary man’s hair, in a manner which would have made
‘the dainty Gordon shiver, if he could only have seen her at the moment.

“0Oh, no, mother,” wept Mary after a pause, during which the mother

~was industriously continuing her suggestive tugs and twitches of the

hands, *let me pass the rest of my days in peacefulness and quict with
you. If I was to see that man’s faco again I would almost dic with
fright. I know I would!”

“No you wouldn’t! not if I were along side of you, Mary,” exclaimed
the combative Mrs. Lesley. “Just give me a good broomstick in one
hand and your Lord Gordon in the other, and if I wonldn’t make them
well acquainted with other my name’s not Lesley! Why, Mary! [ could
just jump right out of my skin at him! that I could! he makes me so
furious mad, when I think of him]?”

Mary’s mother would not be quieted. She was a woman of 2 very po-

sitive nature. Being of English descent, her blood was of that obstinate,

enduring nature, which will not be backed down by any danger or hard-
ship. Every day and every night, all the time, she was constantly im-
portuning her daughter to go back to London and sue Gordon for sup-
port. At last Mary consented to take this step, and accordingly the next
Turopean steamer that sailed earried her and her mother toward England.
The voyage was without incident of any importance except that the ship
nearly ran into a huge ice berg. It was just before day break, and the
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vesssel was slowed up till sun rise would make it safe to move on, ag
there were several of the aretic monsters in close proximity. The only
effect these had upon Mrs. Lesley was to cause her to regret that she
was unable to take the largest one along to London with her that she
might by some magiec means put it on the top of Lord Gordon.

«That’s just what I would like to do!” said she with frightful em-
phasis. “I’d like to be able to take up that ice-berg~—how much did you
say, the captain said it weighed, a hundred thousand tons? All the bet-
ter! that would cool off the scoundrel and keep him from rurnning round
the world with his infernal iniquity !

Upon their arrival in London the two women cominenced their search
for Gordon, but could ascertain nothing of his whereabouts, uatil finally,
¢he mother, in one of her inquisitive moods, chanced, while in a cook
shop, to mention his name, at the same time expressing a strong desirve to
see him, An employé of the shop chancing to over hear her, told her he
knew where she could find that gentleman, or at least ascertain where
he was.

Mrs. Lesley embraced this opportunity with avidity, and soon Jearned
that about six weeks previously Gordon had taken lodgings at a house in
Piccadilly the direction off which she was careful to get correctly. In
her anger she did not lose her self possession however, and she therefore
soon got the place. But, unfortunately—or rather, in the height of sub-
sequent events, it was fortunate—she found thit Lord Gordon bad only
a short time previously taken passage for America. After his escape
from the house where his poor wife had been disecovered, he had gone to
the continent; but, just as soon as the immediate excitement had died
out, he had returned to London, mercly taking the precaution to select
his new lodgings in a different portion of the city to that in which he had
vesided. :

*Now then, Mary,” said the mother, with a delighted expression on
fher features, *“ we’ll go back on the very next steamer and just the moment

-we land we’ll get a warrant-for him and catch him, and then won’t I fix

him!”?

Mary had wasted so much breath and patience hitherto endeavoring to
restrain her mother’s ardor within bounds at least of expression, merely
smiled to herself at the latter’s earnestness, trusting that if she should
veally come upon the fugitive at any time, she would then try a little
pacifieation with Mrs. Lesley. ‘ :

Within two hours after ascertaining that Gordon had gone to the
United States Mrs. Lesley and her daughter had taken their passages in |
a steamer that wag to sail the next day for New York; and, in two weeks
more they were seated in the parlor of the Brevort House in New York
QCity. Mrs. Lesley did not have much faith in her daughter’s com-

bativeness, so she persuaded her to remain in doors while she travelled
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round the city in search of Gordon. Iler full determination was that she
would bave him arrested the moment she laid eyes on him.

Fortune go willed it that one day, as she was riding up Broadway in
an omnibus, she glanced out info the street crowded with vehicles of all
desceriptions. Lo! and behold, who should she see, but “my Lord, the
villain,” as she was so foud of calling Gordon, seated in his faney car-
riage, drawn by an elegant span of horses, with a livried coachman

- mounted on the seat. Deside him, reclining upon the elegant damask

cushions, sat a handsome young woman. The way Mrs. Lesley narrated
the story of this adventure, or encounter, was so irrisistibly funny thai we
give it in her own words, and only too sorry that we caunot adeguately
convey to the reader the expresgions that alternated themselves on her
‘face, or the motions that she made with her hands and arms, Said she:

“Well, the minute I clapped eyes on the scamp, I got excited, and ¥
could feel the hot blood running through me like boiling water, X
jumped up and tugged at the strap to make the omnibus man stop, and
in tryiong to do this and {o stop, stooping down at the same time, s0 as
to look through the window and keep my Lord the villain, in sight, I
bumped my head into a disagreesble woman’s face, and my umbrella
handle into & sour old gentleman’s stomach, I got myself well rated for
this double accident. But I didn’t mind that. I only thought of the
carriage. Presently the omnibus stopped, and, as I was getting out the
erabbed old man holload :

“1 say, old lady you'd better hunt round for your good manuers for
you must have dropped them in the gutter somewhere!”

. ““Oh, you please to mind your own,” I said, “or you'll be in need of
them.” ‘

But waiting to get this back at that old wretck, nearly cost me my
life, for just then, the omnibus jerked forward, I stumbled backward, and
came near falling under the horses’ feet of another omnibus which was.
coming on right behind the one in which I had been riding. But a large,

gentlemanly policeman sprang out from the side walk, and grabbing me~

up in his arms leaped back and set me down on my feet upon the pave-
ment. All this time though, I never lost my thoughts about Gorden and
‘80 a8 soon as I found 1 was alive still, and unhurt, I dashed off up the
street in the direction that I was sure the carriage had taken. Broadway
is & terribly crowded street, and 1t really seemed to me as though all the
people on it were in league with that Gordon, and wanted to prevent me
from overtaking him; for they'd get in my road and bhinder me awfally.
It also was certain that they had no manners for they would laugh and
Jjeer at me and say:

“That woman’s as crazy as a loon! why don’t the police arrest her 27

All such expressions I had hurled at me but I did not mind them a
bit but kept straight on after that carriage. I went a good many blocks.
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before I overtook it. And now the trouble was for me to get to the car-
riage. The sireet was packed with other carriages, and omnibusses and
wagons of all descriptions, and somehow or other just as I would get
ready to leap out into road way from the pavement, up would dash an
omuibus, on a wagon, or a butcher’s cart. Those butcher carts were the
worst of any for the drivers were a good deal more reckloss. I don’t
know how many, blocks I ran in this way and finally I am that were was
no use in my wrying to get-te the carriage I wanted, for if I attempted it,
I would get run down and killed.

Next I ran shead of it till I saw a policeman and going up to him ¥
said ; .

t Mister policeman don’t you see that handsome carriage coming up -
the street there with grey horses, and the tall, red-headed coachman.
There now it is just erossing on to tbis block.”

“Yes, madom,” said he, bending down over me, for he was a large
man.

“Well, I want you to stop it and arrest the man who is riding in it.”*

“What for ¢ what did he do to you? Didn’t run over you, I guess.” .

“Nog, but be'd like to run over me first rate if he could.”

*Couldn’t arrest him then, madam mthout at least he tried to run
over you.”

“What are you good for then? Aint you put here to arress people?”

I expect that fellow thought it was comieal, for he langhed right out in
my face and said:

“Well, yes, madam, I am put here to enforce the law and protect ladies
especially from injury or ingult.”

“Well but that man did injure me, or at least he injured my daughter
Mary, for he married her and shut her up in a room and chained ber like
s dog.”

“0h, that's what’s the matter is it, well, my dear madam, then you
must get out a warrant for him in a regular way and have him taken le-

gally you know. I could not help you about that.”

I did not waste auy more words with that useless officer; for, just at
that instant, Gordon in his carriage passed the spot where I stood, and
away I put after him,

I wes nearly done over with fatigue before he stopped in front of &
palatial-looking brown stone house upon Fifth Avenue. And when he
did and got out of the carriage to go into his splendid house I could not
say a word to him for want of breath. But I just seized him by the arm,
and motioned to him that he must stop and wait till I would be able to
gpeak to him, The lady with him stood still also, though she nearly
stretched her neck off looking round him at me.

At last I got breath, and I do assure you -gave it to him—not in gny
loud or low language, for I ahominate anything like that; hut I let him
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bavé/;t in the severest style. [For several minutes he appeared not to

recognize me, Whether it was all put on or not I don’t know. But
hardly think it was, as he changed color when I told him who I was and

slso that Mary, his wife was in the city, and that she intended to pros-

secate him to the fullest extent of the law.

“Upon my honnor, Mrs. Lesley,” said he when I told him this, “1 did
not know ycu, or I would have invited you into the house. Come in,
and sit down, and we will talk this matter over. I am willing to do
what is right for Mary. 'There has been greal exaggeration shout it by
interested pa.rtle% "

I wasn’t going to let him talk in that kind of way about my Mary,
because I knew she would not tell a falsehood, and I mighty quick snap-
ped him up by saying:

“Liook here, Mr. Gordon, as you call yourself, if you mean to say that
Mary bas exaggerated—whatever that may be—I say she didn’t, nor
vever did. And I won't stand and listen to such a villain as you are talk
about my Mary so. Unfortunately her poor father’s dead, or you would
not be living twenty-four hours to deceive any othér young girl, like yéu
did her, I can tell you, Sir, But her mother’s not dead, and that’s me.
And I am just going to push you as far as I can.”

“Won't you come in, Mrs. Lesley ?”" begged he, “and not make a
seene here on the street 2%

“Yes, to be sure T will come in; and I’ll stay there till you do what is
right for my poor girl.”

He went up the steps leading the lady, who bad nothing to say but
" hurried away out of sight as soon as she got into the house.

““Just step info the reception room,” said Gordon to me throwing open

a door which led into a gorgeously-furnished parlor. But all this splendor

did not frighten me nor make me feel the least nervous. I marched my-
self in, and sat down in a velvet covered chair. He drew up a chair
close to mine and said:

“Mrs. Lesley, T bad intended all along to do what was right by your
daughter; but I have been surrounded for years by a set of harpies who
make me beside myself sometimes.”

‘“Now, look here, Mr, Gordon; that won't do with me!” said I inter-
rupting him, “beesuse my Mary wouldn’t tell a lie. And the tale thas
poor girl has given me about your treatment to her is perfectly horrible,
Yet you come and try to bamboozle me with you talk about enemies and
such nonsense as that. What had your enemies got to do with your
brutality to 2 good wife like Mary was? They wouldn’t cause you to
nearly murder her by slow tortures like you did. That is 2!l nonsense.
But I don’t eare to waste any time talking with you. I just want to
know what you want to do about it.”

“Well, I will take care of Mary for all the rest of her life and will

s
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gettle so much money on her every year. And to make an earnest of it
I will give you here in your hand fifty dollars. And give me your ad-
dress that I may call on you to night. I would like to see Mary, and
have a long talk with her.”

“0Oh, you needn’t bother yourself about her. She wouldn’t look at
you if you'd go down on your knees. All we want with you now, is
that you support her as you ought to do. She is your legal wife, and
you kanow it very well. You thought, I expect that may be she had died
in London, or that if she did survive and got back to the United States,
she would never attempt to eall you to account for your villany. But, I
tell you, her mother is alive! That's me! And T don’t intend you shall
eseape =0 cagy. Ob, no! you have got to pony up, vow.”

“Well, well, my dear Mre. Lesley

“Don’t vou dare to dear me! I won’t be deared by such as you! I in-
terrapted him.

“Very good, Mrs. Lestey, I do not wish to dear you in reality. That
is only the way real gentlemen bave in addressing themseclves to ladies

in conversation,” replied he. “But, excuse me, take this money to Mary,

and let me have your address, and I will come and see you this evening
as [ said.”

“ 1’1l take the money,” said I, “but T won’t let you come {0 see me.”

“Then, pray, will you come and see mé again, this evening 77

“{lertainly I will, and T will bring my lawyer along with me, and then
we can settle matters in a lawful way, and have no mistakes nor catches
about the business.”

«That is it exactly 1”” answered he, “that {s it exactly. Really, Mrs,
Lesley, you are the most practical woman I ever came across in all my
travels, You arc an honor to yeur sex, madam.”

“Never you mind about the honor to my sex,” said I, not wishing to
have any compliments from such a man as he was, “just tell me what
hour you will be here this evening, and you will find me here punctually
I assure you.”

“Well, say eight o’clock, That will snit me if it will soit you. Will
that be convenient?”

“Qh, yes, that will be convenient enough, and I shall be here sure.”

«Very well, [ will be here to talk matters over with you and to see
what is to be done.”

He got up off his chair as he said this, as much as to intimate to me
that he wanted me to go. T knew there was no necessity, nor use to re-
main any longer, and so I left at once. As quickly as I eould, I made
my way back to Mary, and detailed all that had passed between (Fordon
and myself and gave her the fifty dollars. At first Mary was very angry
that I had taken the money. But I soon convinced her of her folly, and
showed her that it was not only hers by right, but that she ought to have

ece:




44 THY CHAINED WIFE.

that many hundred, or that many thousand; wnd, that, if she would
only fight the thing right, the opinion of the whole publiz would be on
her side.

Not only this, but I persuaded her at last to make up her mind to go
with me that same evening and see the villain, and to lot him know, from
her own lips, that she intended to insist on the fullest legal reparation for
the tortures he had inflicted upon her. . &

During the afternoon she and I went down town to eoasult a lawyer
about the case, for we were hoth afraid of some trick being played upon
us by Gordon, which would clear him from doing anything: for Mary.

We were obliged t6 wait at the lawycer’s office almost an hour before
we could sec him, and when he heard what we had to say, the first
rematk he made was: _

“Do you mean to tell me, Mrs, Lesley, that this man is the notorious
Lord Gordon Gordon, as they call him, who was mixed up with Jay
Gould in those stock operations lately,”

“Really, I don’t know, Sir,” replied I, “but if it's any rascality he’s
been mixed up in, I’ve not a bit of doubt but that it’s him.”

- “Liet mo see,” said he, “is this Gordon living up on Fifth Avenue, and
is this his personal appearance 7”
~ Then he described Gordon to a T.

“Yes,” quickly said ¥, “{hat is the villain!”

“Well, madam, my advice to you is to secure him before tonight; for
if he made an appointment to meet you at eight o’clock, you will find that
when you go there to see him you will nof see him at, all.”

“Why, do you think he will run away ?” I asked in astonishment.

“Oh yes, I not only think it but I know it,” replied the lawyer.

“Yes, no doubt that’s a fact,” remarked I, “I might bave suspected it
myself, 'What must I do first to prevent it ?” ,

“Well, the first thing you must do is to go at once to a magistrate’s
office and have him issue a warrant for Gordon’s arrest on the charge of
desertion ; then we can change it when we get hold of him to something
else that will make it more formidable to the gentleman, and cause him
to rue the day that he ever set foot here in the United States.”

“That suits me, exactly,” said I, “but 1 will not waste any more time;
but go right off and get the warrant. Who’s the nearest magistrate ? 7

He gave me a name and direction, and I with Mary went off rizght
away to swear out the warrant. This being duely attended to, a eon-
stable took a carriage and with ns proceeded directly to Ctordon’s house.
The officer rang the bell; and, after some delay, a servant appeared, who,
to the former's inquiries for Glordon, replied that the latter had Teft the
house an hour and a half since. He had also left word that he would not
return for sometime, several weeks ab least, as he had been suddenly
called off on a business tour. The constable, suspected what the real
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truth was, and bowing himself quietly out he came round the corner where
he had left us in the carriage, and told us the cireumstance.

«] left him a card with a fictious name on it,” said the officer “ and lefy
word that I would call in the morning and leave a lettor that they might
give bim whenever he should return or send then to his address. I
also left word that I was an old time friend of his. Al this was only to
enable me to get away without his knowing that I suspected he was then
in the house.” ' '

“Do you think he is?? I inquired.

“Yes, madam, I believe he is.”

“What will you do then?”

“Well, by that ruse I have just mentioned to you, I hope if he < there -
to keep him there, and in the meantime I will remain up at the corner ;
while you drive kack to the office with this note. 1t is to get a detail of
several officers whom I will post in such positions that Gordon cannot
get away without showing himself, and being captured. You see, if I
were to demand admittance, and begin to search the house, it would be
the casiest thing in the world for him to quietly slip out at one door
while 1 entered at the other,

“So, you take this note, as I tell you, and hurry the men back here as
quickly as possible. And while you are gone, I will see that the gentle-
man we want shall not get off in this direction at least.” -

The officer put the note into my hands and the driver of the carriage
applied the whip to his horses quiie lavishly, T assure you. The con-
sequence was that we were soon back at the office. Fortunately the men
wanted were there, and on reading the note they jumped into the car-
riage and we immediately returned at as great speed as we hg.d gone.
The constable was waiting for us,
~ “No one has appeared yet,” said he, “and I guess we shall catch our
bird now sure.” .

e then posted his men in such a way that it would be impossible f(?r
any person to leave the house without eoming into some one of their
vi(;ws, and 80 being captured, Then he went to the door himself and
rung again. Again there was considerable delay before the servant
opened it, and a8 soon as he did so, the constable strode into the hall
withoit waiting to be invited. Not only that, but turning round he closed
the door himself and locked it, and putting the key in his pocket said to
the astounded servant: :

“Tg this Mr, Gordon’s own house2”

“No, sah, dis is de house whar Mr. Gordon boarded. It gint his
house no how.” ‘ .

“ Well just lead me to the gentleman or lady who keeps it.”

«All 1ight sah, 'l call her down.”
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And the gervant was on the .point of going upstairs. But he was
restrained by the officer, who said :

“Oh, no, if you please, not so fast. [ wish you to take me to the lady ;
but I cannot permit you to leave my sight.” :

“Oh, sah, can’y do dat ar! no how. She’d sack me right off, for such
a thing as dat.”

“I'll take care of that; you just do as I tell you, I am an officer.”

“0h del' [ ”

This was all the servant said, and ho led the eonstable at once to the
room where Mrs. Tuylor’s, the boarding ‘house lady, was. Tapping on
the door he heard that lady say:

“Come inl”

He obeyed and to the sarprised lady he stated the natare of his busi-
ness.  Said he: ) ‘

“You must cxcuse me madam ; but I have quite a disagreeable duty to
perform. 1 have here a warrant for the arrest of & person who benrds at
your house, a certain Lord Gordon Gordon, he calls himself T believe, on
a charge of felony.  If you can show we this man’s room and be is in it
80 that T can take him, than I shall not be obliged to makes any search
of the house generally, Otherwise that will be my painful duty.”

Mrs. Taylor became quite excited and said : ‘

“No, Sir, I shall not! How dare you come unbidden here in this man-
ner. I shall see that you are punished by the law, Sir.”

“Pardon, madam,” replied the constable, I have come in obedieace to
the law. IHere is my warrant.”

He pulled the document from his coat pocket and read its mandatory
language to the incensed lady in a forcible style.

When he had concluded ho retnened it to his pocket and then said:

““Madam I will now proceed to my duty.”

Finding that thore was no help for it, Mrs. Taylor succumbed with ae
good a grace ag possible, and rising, said;

“Well, I suppose I must submit to this inquisitorial prying into my
house, though it is the most outrageous thing I ever heard of,”

“I regret to acknowledge that it is a disugreeable business, madarm,”
replied the officer, “Dbut you must sec that at the same time it is my duty;.
# duty that no sentiment can permit me to evade, or even to slightingly
perform. - Will you accompany me in the search, or shall vour servant
here do so? .

*“Oh, John, there will show you round, 8ir. T suppose the majestic
law does not eompel me to do that myself, does it 77

“ Oh, no, not at all,” graciously unswered the officer, not in the least
ruffied by the snappish, insulting tones of Mrs. Taylor's inguiry, for, in
the course of his exeention of just such duties continually, the ¢¢ nstable
had become case hardened to it.

T e T
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“'Well, madam, I will take this room first. John, please come in here
and stay with me.” .

Phis latter remark was addressed to the servant, who was in the' act
of moving off, a proceeding the officer did not wish. Not that J{ohn might
not be thoroughly honest in his intentions; but the constable did not trusé
to average humun nature. .

Tt did not consume much time to search the apartment and when he
had doune so the constable said: ' _

“Come along, John,” and to Mrs. Taylor, ¢ pray madam will you do
me the favor to remain in this room until I returng”

Without waiting to hear Mrs. Taylor’s ungracious reply of *‘Yes,
anything to be out of your sight,” he went out on the passage.

“Now, John, the first thing I want to do is to fasien all the back doors
of the house up. Come be lively, now let us see where they are.l",

“Vaag, sah!?” exclaimed the servant, “yaag, sah, I’se gwine right fur
dat now.” Anud he hopped down the elegantly carpeted stairway closely
followed by the offfcer, who, in a few minules later, had all the Imeans of
exit from the rear of the house secured. e first took the precaution,
hownver, to examine the alley, and one or two onthouses in the yard, be-
fore be locked the doors of the house itself. Tle made a quick note also
from the outside of such windows as were convenient to the lower roof’ed
near- buildings. These he fastened down with handy litile scews which
he carried conveniently in his pants’ pocket.

«Yous'e didn’t fasten dat dar front door, sah,” said the servant.

«Dh, no danger from the front door, young fellow,” rejoined the con-
stable, with a knowing twinkle in his eyes. It’s not likely that'th'e
gentleman I wish to sce will attempt to leave by that door, even if it
stood wide open. Now, John, I want to go straight to the roof. Come,
lively now, let’s see how guick you can get to the scuttie.”

Upstairs both ran three steps at a tiwe, till the scuttle was reached.
Tt was fastened on the inside. And the keen eyes of the oflicer guw that,
as the hook was thickly covered with dust, in which no finger marks ap-
peared, the trap had not been opened for a long time. Therefore no person
could have recently passed ount to the roof. Another one of tlfe handy
little pocket screws fixed the hook firmly and the officer, having then
stopped up all escapes began his search;of the house thoroughly: No
room, not even a closct, nor an empty box in the cellar, es%-a.ped his ex-
perienced, prying eyes. Lord Gordon Gordon was not in the house,
e had evidently gone away, as was represented.  The constable, there-
fore returned to Mrs. Taylor’s apartment, and, begging the lady’s pardon
for the confasion and disagreeable sensation his enforced appearance had
made, bade her good day and left. )

Going round the corner to where he had left his companions, th
i ' 4
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eonstable stated to them the fact of his r m-success, and also his convietion
that Glordon had really left the house. -

“You see, Mrs. Lesley,” said the officer, “that you moved too fast at
first in this affair. After you first found him out you ought not to have
let him know you bad seen him, or let himn know that you were in the
city. Then, just the very moment you really found ont where he was
putting up, you ought to bave gone quietly and sued out the warrant.
He would have been perfectly ignorant of your being here.  Then you
could have had him arrested just as slick as a whistle, brought him into
court under heavy bail and cornered him like a rai.  Buat now there’ll be
8 good time hunting him I tell you. It iso’t like as though he was an
American, you know. Things could be managed much easier then. But
his being a British subject alters them amazingly.”

'

'MARY’S MOTHER PERSEVERES.

Not withstanding the chagrin of her disappointiment, Mrs, Lesley was
by no means disheartened; but at once set about the almost hopeless
task of ascertaining the whereabouts of the fugitive Lord Gordon.  For
fully two months she labored faithfully at her self imposed task erce she
got a clue to the object of her hate and vengeance. But, at last, her in-
domitable perseverance was rewarded, by her discovery of a place whors
Gordon was in the habit of frequenting. This tiine she exercised all, the
caution of which she was capable and she managed so well that she as-
certained exactly when he might be expected to be there. This mueh
settled, she next obtained an officer to serve the warrant, which she had
already caused Mary to swear out. She accompanied tbe officer to the
house; but unfortunately this very fact upsect all her caleulations; for
Gordon’s servant recognized her. Now this fellow had been previously
instructed by bhis master in regard to what he should do in ecase of her
appearance on the scence at any time. It is almost certain that Gordon
would have been captured this time had it not heen for his servant’s
shrewdness. The latter the instant he saw Mrs, Lesley, hurriedly warned
Gordon who slipped quietly away only a few minutes before the officer
entered with the warrant. 'This was a far more bitter diéappointmcut to
Mprs, Lesloy than the first escape of her intended prisoner had been, be.
cause she thought that this time she had been so careful as to certainly
have Gordon captured.

Bat for all this she did not entertain any notion whatever of giving up
the chage; and accordingly she set about concocting new plans of oper-
ation. Quite by an aceident she came across a card photograph of
Gordon, and of this she had a number of copies made These copies she
distributed around at the various depots with the offer of a reward to any
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oue who eould tell her if that man had at any time recently passed theres.
One duay she received a note from an employé of one of the offices that
jost exaetly snch a lookiug man had gone through toward Canada that
very day. The traveller had bought a ticket through to Montreal. As
she was constantly expeeting to be obliged to start at a moment’s warn.
ing, it was not more then a few hours before she and Mary were seated
in an outgoing train for Canada.

“Now then, Mary, this time we shall get hold of that villain as certain
as my name is Lesley.” ’

“Oh, well, mother, T do wish this were all over. Really I think you
are only wasting money, and worrying yourself till you will be sick and
poor beside. 1 really do. 1 will go this onee; bur, if we do not succeed
in getting Gordon this tiwe, you must prowise for my sake to give it ap
as o bad job.”

“Not a bit of it, Mary,” curtly rejoined the mother. <1 tell you, jgil
have that wretch if I am obliged to seil the last house I have, and spend
the last cent I can raise. I've still got a pair of hands and I know how
to use them. Fve made my living before, and T can do it again. But
cateh that Gordon I will. 8o now don’t you make any more objections,”

“Well, but mother, it is quite likely that you will always miss your
design exactly at the moment whieh you think is the most propitious,
because, you see Gofdon has so much money and can therewith employ
80 wany friends to watch you and his other foes, that it will be imp{le-
sible to arrest him.  You have seen how easily he avoids you. Another
thing that I begin to be in dread of, which is that be may hire some of
these obscquious belpers of his to kill you. I do assure you he would do
it in an instant. He would like to have us both silenced forever, and I
know him too well to suppose that he would hesitate for one instant to
have tho atrocious deed done.” ‘

“Ob,” replied the mother, “I know he would not stand at killing us;
but dow’t you frighten yourself about that, he's too big a coward in the
first place to do such a thing himself, and he knows that the officers we
employod are after him all the time. He knows, too, that if either you
or I were murdered, then he would be the first suspected party and he
would then increase his trouble by a thousand fold. Oh, no, he will
atbempt nothing of that sort, yon may depend.  He would not be so apé
to get out of our road if he contemplated that.”
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ACROSS THE LINE TO CANADA.

It is not to be much wondered at that Mrs. Lesley found it a difficult
task to instil into her daughter Mary’® mind courage enough to keep up
the pursuit, of the cruel renegade of & husband. ‘The poor wife’s expe-
rience of the excessive, wicked brutality of Gordon eaunsed her to have
an utter dread as well ag an utter abhorance of him. And it had only
heen by reason of the mother’s indomitable bravery, that she had been
induced to keep up with the latter in her relentless pursuit of the fleeing
monster. By herself Mary , would have shrunk in terror from coming
near Gordon, And now it appeared to her as though he were drawing
her mother and herself farther and farther away from iheir own homes
into a land where the Inglish government would be more like]y to pro-
“ect ber husband, than either herself or her mother, This was of eourse
a mistake, as the Iinglish goverment would give her full protection did it
but know the villany of Gordon, And it wotld have been equally prompt
in punishing him had his conduet been brought to its attention. Another
thing—unlike the United States, his money would not have afforded him
the slightest opportunity to evade his respousibility to the law, He
could not there get bail and run away, and have the indietment against
him quashed as he could in America. 'This is a glaring fault of our

. government. Here a villain with plenty of money is almost sure to get .
#cott free from punishment for whatever offense he may commit, as his

.anoney heips him out. This is a fact that mo one can deny.  Peopie talk
about Tweed and such cases as showing a different state of affairs. We
.say that if it had not been for political reasons, Tweed and his fellow

thieves would never have been brought to justice. And even as it is,

«does he not still hold on to the bulk of his enormous, ill-gotten wealth,
"T'he city has got none of his stealings back again. No, he has divided
‘with the legal fraternity who tried to help him, but the people never get

“back a cent, nor they never will.  Let us not digress, however, from our.

Bubject.

~ Mrs. Lesley, though she at first really thought lightly of Mary’s fears
‘and suspicions of Glordon, soon began to regard them with more serious-
‘ness; and finally she concluded to keep a sharp look out that nothing
should bappen either to herself or to Mary,

Being recommended to the detectives of Toronto as the best in the
Dominion, if not in the world, she employed two of them to work up the
ease for her; stating to them the facts from beginning to end exeept her
own disastrous pursuit. These officers at once began to search in con.
nection with Mrs. Lesley herself, who, instead of pursuing her owa
hitherto, head strong way of doing things suffered her experienced com-
panions to direct all her movements, and even those of her daughter to
suit the plot that they bad laid for the capture of the fugitive, Gordon,
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The consequence was, that very soon the detectives informed her that
the latter was living in Montreal, and that it would be necessary for her
and Mary to go thither at once. They gave her the direction of o house,
however, in a retired suburb of the city to which she and Mary were to
make their way and remain concealed until they received a note Wheh
and where to come to. .

Had the officers known all the circumstances and incidents which had
already transpired, they would not have allowed either of the women to
precede themselves. Because they would have been aware that Gordon
kept a servant to stay coutinually at the depot, and wateh the incoming
trains and give him timely warning of the arrival of his persevering
enemy. .

The conscquence of their ignorance was that within an hour after Mrs,
Lesley’s arrival, Gordon was told of it, and be at once left the city.
Strangely enough be stepped into one end of the train just as the two
detectives stepped out at the other end, they baving arrived in the city
in the next train to that in which Mrs. Lesley and Mary had arrived.
Had he delayed a half minute later he would have heen seen by the de-
teetive who knew him. This officer lingered also on the step of the ear
and glanced scrutinously along the cars, not so much with any ides of
seeing Gordon, or even any other eriminal that he knew of; Lut merely
because his peculiar profession had given him the habit of doing so. Of
course, if the detective had seen him, he would have instantly taken him.
But both the officers were sure, of course, that, as yet Gordon had not
the slightest intimation of their coming, and thercefore, they were just as
sure that they would take him that, same evening at supper time. Getting
a catriage they drove over to the house where Mrs. Lesley and Mary
were, and had an interview with them in which all the details of future
operations were arranged between the four, or rather between the three,
because Mary had too much dread of the villain, Gordon, to be of much use
in aggressive measures against him. So, as we say all the measures and
dotails of the pursuit were talked over and fixed among Mrs. Lesley and
her two deiective friends, though of course it was essential that Mary
be at hand when wanted, as, without her after the arrest might be made
nothing could be done with Gordon. She was the aggrieved wife, and
it was to be her testimony that would fix the erime upon the fugitive,
bogus Lord, After a moderately long conversation the detectives left
Mrs. Lesley and Mary, telling them that quite likely about seven or cight
in the evening they would take Gordon, and that as soon as they did
they would send post haste for them. _

(Going to the boarding house at which Gordon lived the officers inquired
for him, and were told that he would most likely be in at tea-time, which
was between seven and eight. The detectives were perfectly satisfied

_that their intended prisoner koew nothing of their coming. Indeed so
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certain were they in this belief, that, for the rest of the day.they aid’

nothing except amuse themselves in a billiard hall. Taking an early
supper, they ordered the hack, and, lighting their segars, told the driver
to take them leisurely to rordon’s address. Upon arriving they alighted,
went up the steps, rang the bell and composedly awaited the appearance
of the servant. '

“¥s Mr. Gordon home yet 7" asked the officer who knew him.

“No, Sir, not home yet; but no doubt he will soon come. Won't you
walk in and wait for him 7"

“Certainly we wilil” laughingly rejoined the officer, “ Won’t us, old
fellow 7’ he continued, turning to his companion as he entered the d-oor’way
and speaking in o serto-comic tone thai made the latter laugh heartily as
he replied. “Us won't do nothing else, if us can help it!”

Then changing his manner to one of less familiarity, but equally off-
hand, be said to the servants T

. “Sa:y, young woman, as soon as Mr. Gordon arrives, ask him to step
right in to see us before he goes down to supper, because we are old
friends of his, Have not seen him for many years, and he will be so
happy and surprised to see us. Don’t forget this, will you pleass 27

“Oh, certainly, gentlemen, I'Il be quite sure to tell him what you say,”
replie.d the girl ag she showed the officers into the parlor. ’

Eight o'clock struek, and still no Lord Gordon came. Ten, twenty,
thirty, forty minutes went; and now the detectives began to get tired 0;’
waiting, though not in the slightest suspicious of the real state of the
case.

When ten o’clock sounded, however, the vision of, success vanished
from their sight, and they rose and took their deparfure. Before going
‘out they inquired and obtained from the other inmates of the bouse a list
of places at Which Giordon might possibly be found in the evenings.

“*I do not understand what keeps him away, however,” said the land-
lord’s daughter, who, at this moment, made ber appearance, “because he
promised fo come home particularly tonight to tea, so as to take me to
the Baring Concert. Something must certainly have happened very
unexpecedly to cause him to disappoint me.”

The detectives hurried themselves out of the house, and, as soon ag
they got well away from the door, the eldest said to his comp;a.nion

“Bold! Aleck, ag sure ag fate!” ' '

“Faith Tom, I believe you!” replied the other. “But, how, in the
name’s sake couid the scoundrel get wind of us?? ’ '

“Ob; essily enough. I see it all now. That old woman has been
following him around from place to place. I am certain of it from what
si.ae herself has told us, and he has kept somebody to watch her and let
-inm know whenever she makes her appearance. As soon as she goes
in be goes out and leaves her stuck in the mud. She’s terribly enthusinstic,
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out she’s too green to catch an old bird like Gordon. If she don’t take
care that fellow wiil get some of his tools to knock her in the head.”
] think you are sbout correct in that view,” rejoined the other de-
tective, “‘and our next steps had botter be taken independently of her.”
(b, yes, we must leave her behind and pipe Gordon by ourselves.”
#Tut then, she is such a suspicious old lady, that, if we do the slightest

" thing without consulting her or telling her abont it, she will set us down

as being in league with Gordon. And that won't do.”.

“Well, T tell you,” said the other, “ what I would do. T would go and
tell Mrs. Losley exactly what the matter is, and then Jeave it to her own
judgment whether we shall continue the pursuit by ourselves or give it
up altogether and let her do the best she can for herself. Because, I tell
you what it is, if we keep her round us all the time we will never get
hold of Gordon, and after awhile she, of course, will become tired of pay-
ing us and having him slip away continually. Beuides, she will blame
all the failures on to us.”

Early the next morning the two officers called upon Mrs. Lesley told
her unreservedly of their failure, and explained to her with candor why
they had failed, and stated at the same time firmly that if she expected
success 1n the future, she must suspend entirely her own enthusiastic, but
mistaken efforts, :

“But, gentlemen,” said she, in an argumentative way, “did I not give
up all my own ideas in this affuir in order not to hamper you? Have I

" not done just exactly as you instracted me? If Gordon has seen me, I am

sure he saw me because you sent me on to the eity ahead of yourselves.
You must acknowledge that at any rate.”

¥ Yes, ma'am, we do acknowledge that point,” was the reply, “but
had we known those very facts whieh you did not communicate to us
until we suspected and asked you concerning them, we most certainly
would have been exceedingly eareful not to let you be seen by Gordon,
and, therefore would not have sent you ahead of us. You must perceive,
without our arguing the matter with you, that Gordon has seen you, or af
least heard of your arrival by some means or other, or he would not bave
slipped away so quietly, and thus escape us. You will recollect that he
did not, and could not, know that you had employed us to trace and
arrest hiim; and that therefore even if he had seen us, he would not have -
thought it necessary to get away from us.”

She acknowledged all this and then said:

«Well, gentlemen, I am willing to do exactly as you say in futurve if
you will but certainly catch that scoundrel.” '

¢ A1l right then we will continue on with the gearch. We may lose
some little time in getting a clue again; but if we get on his track at all
we will very shortly afterwards take him. Then we will telegraph you
immediately, bocause we shall need you at that time.”
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Soon afterwards the officers found the desired clue to Gordon’s where-
abouts. He was then in Manitoba,

HUNTED DOWN AT LAST.

Relieved of the presence of the two women the officers made their way
rapidly but cautiously to Manitoba, so as not to excite the suspicious of
their intended prisoner. Au additional precaution they took was to leave

-the train at the second station outside and 1o get a countryman to drive
them into the place by a round-about road. Once in, it took them but a
very short time to ascertain the exact residence of Gordon. On the
occasion of their first call he was out; but the second time he was at
home. :

“How do you do Sir, Mr. Gordon Gordon, I believe,” said the officer
extending bis hand to the “nobleman.”

The latter, from his constant dread and expectation of heing arrested at
some time or other, had given himself the habit of extreme caution and
reticence, with strangers especially, and so when' the detective spoke to
him he merely replied, without taking the proffered hand :

“Ah, Sir, you have the advantage of me. I do not know you. I think
you must be taking me for some other person.”

His manner wag so perfectly eool, polished, and collected, that, had
not the second officer been so well acquainted with his personal ap-
pearance, they would have been most afraid to take him. But there
being no doubt, be answered by pulling from his pocket the warrant of'
arrest and serving it at once on Gordon, with the remark :

I am personally sorry to be obliged to disturb or incommode you Mr.
Gordon. But you know duty is duty, and so, I must request you 4o
aecompany us, without further demonstration either by us or yourself.
It will only make a scene and excitement without the slightest benefit.””

Gordon was fairly cornered. Ile stood for & moment irresolute, and
then said with a sort of relieved sigh :

‘“Oh, well, gentlemen, this brings me to the end of my rope, and
might as well give up. The struggle is over. It is useless for one man
to struggle egainst such overwhelming odds, and so, I might as well go
back and worry the thing through to some kind of settlement, I do not
refor to this particular case or charge; that is a mere excuse to get me
into the United States, or rather to New York where that Yankee crowd
of Jay Gould’s wants to put me through what they call a course of sprouts.
I will do. everythmg that is right about this particular affair with my
wife. She is & noble, good woman, snd I treated her very badly I know.
That bad treatment I intend to make up to her by leaving her all myr
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possessions at home. Now there is only one favor I ask of you, and I
ask it as one English subjeet asks it of another!”

“Anything we can do for you, Mr. Gorden,” said the detective “con-
sistent with our ducy, we pass you our words shall be done.”

“Well, the favor is this. In taking me back with you do not take me
into the United States but keep me in the Dominion where the Yankees
wont get me for I've got a mortul dread of those fellows.”

‘It shall be as you request” was the reply.

“Thank you, gentlemen, then I am very well contont to go with you.
Pray be seated, and 1 will get ready at once.”

“Duty, of course, you understand, Mr. Gordon,” explained the detective,
*prevents us a,Ilowmg you to go from our sight, so yon will not feel
grieved, we hope, at onr insistance on your preparations being made in
our presence.”

“0h, my dear fellows,” laughed Gordon gaily, “I am aware of all that,
and I do not intend to leave the room at all.  All I do shall be done in
your prescnce.”

The peculiar emphasis which Gorden, laid upon these words was fully
explained by the subsequent tragic denoucment. This we prefer to give
in the officer’s own words as he detailed it in the Coroner’s Court:

“1 told Gordon that I had come to arrest him and that T had a ware
rant; I showed him the warrant; he said it was all right—just glanced
over it; don’t think he read it ‘I.t all—and he said he was ready to go;
gave hlm a few minutes to put on warner clothes; he wanted to know if
I intended taking him through the States; I told him I did not; he got
dressed and was all ready to go, with the exception of n Seoteh capy he
called for it; he mado a sort of vush into the bedroom; where he got the
revolver I do not know; I was standing in the door within four feet of
him; the next thing T saw was his turning around with his back against
the wall, with the revolver in his hand; I made s rush towards him to
prevent his shooting; I expected it was meant for myself, and as I was
about getting held of hlm the gun went off; he made gome remarks while
holding the revolver in his hand, but I dul not ¢atch their meaning; he
sunk down against the wa.il just as I got hold of him; 1 saw the blood
coming out of his lefi car; ; that was the firet I noticed; afterwards saw
the wound in his right temple; I believe he was dying fast and was dead
immediately ; [ intended tukieg him out of Winnipig that night, and had
made arrangements to that effect; the particular object I had in view in
making the arrest on Saturday night was that Gordon eould be got out
of the country without his gefting any legal advice; am not aware that
Gilbert McMicken knew that our intention was to take Gordon out of the

© eountry in the way we intended; was acting all through Hardy’s advice;

Hardy, I understood, was & lawyer from New York; don't know who
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Reid was except that he was from New York, believe these were their
right names, but don’t know; I have only their word for it.”

The only other important witness, Thos IL. DPentland testified as
follows:

“T walked out of the room, and think Mr. Gorden followed me, but am
not sare: T walked inte the dining room, and on returning saw Mr.
Gordon in the hedroom; the policeman was standing between me and
Gordon, at the door of the bedroom; I saw Gordon then standing facing
the policeman, with the pistol pointing very near the policeman, I eried
“don’t,” or somecthing like that, and he turned the pistol round very
sharply and shot himself in the head; I do not know him as any other than
Gordon Gordon; I know nothing of his past life, except what he has told
me of his sehool days at Cambridge and his caveer in New York; I do
not know that he has any bounds, stock or serip here, but he said that he
had a large amount locked up in the Ameriean eourts; be has given most
of his jewelry away; he has not made any investments to my knowledge
in this country; he has spoken of having a sister somewhere in Hurope;
he has said that both his father and mother were dead; I am not aware
that he left any will; he has now some silver plate which he gave {0 me
when he was going out on the prairie; he had very little jewelry left;
the silver is solid silver; he had no money in his pocketbook except
thirty-seven cents, and which he handed to me in presence of Mr. Bain;
when he first came in from the prairie he had $1,600, and that he made
spin out until now; he had written a letter on Friday night to a Mr.
‘Westfal, banker, Minneapolis, the contents of which I am not aware ofy
the lotter is in the house now; he very seldom wrote to any one; I do
not know that he had invested any amount in lands by way of mortgages;

I have heard him say if he did die he had no one to leave his property
{0, ag his brothers were all dead; I have no idea what the value of the
jewelry left may be; he had no diamonds or watehes; he was working
Mrs. Corbett’s land for her, and had a good crop in; he had in his pos-
session three horses, one of Dr. Brown’s, the other two were mine; he
gave them to me a year ago or thereabouts as a free gift, as T had been
kind to him and served him; there are different coats of arms on the
silver, but only one motto that I know of; he has no buggies or wagons;
has a cutter and harpess.”

Tur Verbror.—That Gordon Gordon, at the parish of Headingly, in
the county of Selkirk and province of Manitoba, on the night of the lst
day of August, in the year of our Lord 1874, at about ten o’clock, after

_ having been arrested by a police constable from the city of Toronto, under
two warrents said to have been issued by Alexander McNabb, Police or
Stipendiary Magistrate for the eity of Toronto, in the Province of Ontatio,
and while laboring under the excitement resulting from said arrest, did
€oramit sujcide, by shooting himself in the head with a pistol, causing death.

pRR

SRR W g e e O e R L LTSRN I

THE OHAINED WIFE." 59

Of course the sudden and violent death of Gordon did away with the
wecessity of the detectives telegraphing to Mrs. Lesley and her daughter
to come immediately to Manitoba. Bub they at once wrote a long letter .
to the ladies giving the full details of the tragic event and in concluding
requested Mrs. Lesley to telegraph them at once on receipt of the letter
whether she and Mary would start for Manitoba or whether, they, the
defectives, should return.

SUNSHINE AFTER STORM.

As soon as Mrs, Lesley received and read-this letter she said to her
danghter:

“To be sure; we'll go right off Mary hand me that time teble and
let me sce when the next train starts, Ah, here it is; half past two. Get
things ready and away we'll go. You get the travelling bag packed
and meantime I will ruri out to the telegraph office and send & message
back. 1 won’t be long.”

Mary was so excited and astounded by the terrible and unexpected
news that she could not make any reply; but rose up mechanieally and
proceeded to obey her mother. The latter put on her bonnet and shawl

“and started to the telegraph office.  On her way thither she had an ad-

venture that wmight have proved quite disastrous to herself at least had it
not been for the good nature and forbearance of the gentleman concerned
in it,

As she turned round the next corner from the house, she happened
to look up and there just a few yards ahead of her she perceived a man .
who it must be confessed would have passed for Lord Gordon himself,
The moment her eyes lighted upon him, she instantly rushed at the con-
clusion that he was the veritable Gordon, and that, having deceived the
detectives in some way or other, he had come straight back to the city;
knowing that she and Mary would be there alone. At the same time
the idea of his wishing to murder both of them flashed upon her, That
was enough for Mrs. Lesley. S8he made up bher mind that she would be
beforehand with the diabolical villain, The gentleman looked 2t her and
she gave him a fearful scowl; at which be looked astonished, and then
laughed. She was now eertain it was Gordon and grasping her umbrella
firmly in her right hand she dashed at him like o flash of lightning, and
before he could defend himself, his hat, crushed and broken with furious
blows of the umbrella lay sadly in the gutter, while his bare head, hack and
shoulders seemed turned into a sort of anvil on which the old lady fiercely
kept up a rapid ten-pound-ten hammering with the formidable gingham,
All the while also she screamed spasmodically between the blows:
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“Help! police! police! take this man! villainl the scoundrel! help!
help! police!™
Though two officers and several c1tuens ran forward to interfere in the

assault, as quickly as they eould, the gentleman was thoroughly be-

labored by Mary’s mother ere the latter’s arms were secured.

“Why! my good woman ! exclaimed one of the eitizens “ what is the
matter " why matter encugh! Thig Gordon Gordon here,—a‘Liord,’ he
ealls himself forsooth! has wronged my daughter, ‘my Mary, whe's the
best girl that ever lived. e married her and shat her up in a room, and
chained her like a dog, and then he run away and left her to starve to
death. I've been chasing him all over the world, and, till now, he has
always give me the slip. But I’ve got him now! Oh, you dirty scamp!
you dirty scamp[” :

As she uttered these words, the irate woman broke from the two
citizens who were holding her; and, swinging her umbrella again aloft
would have hammered the stmugu’s head once more had not the 1m-
plement been caught by one of the officers.

Here wag a terrvible | dilemma for the policemen. They did not know
what to do. The old lady was so awfully in earnest, and so positive;
that they suspected the man had been guilty of some frightful crime
against her and her family. And yet se was evidently so surprised and
so overcome, that he did not at al[ resembie a really guilty man, Finally
one of them said :

“Madam, if this gentleman ”

“Out upon you!” intetrupted Mrs. Lesley, “don’t youn dare to gentle-
man that scamp to me! Don’t dare to do it.”

“Well, if this man then, has daone anything to you,” resumed the po-
Ticeman, “it was your place to make charges against him and bring him
before a magistrate, in a regular way. DBut you ought not to have as-
saulted him in this way. As it is, without he says no, we shall have to
arrest youn for breaking the peace in assanlting him.”

“Arvest your granny!” exclsimed Mrs. Lesley, most vigorously, “I
dare you to arrest me! I say you shall arvest him. What did I get a
warrant out for him, if it was not to have him arvested 27

“Oh, ah! you have a warrant for him, have you? Where is it?”
inguird the officer.

“Why, the detective has got it.”

'The policemen looked at the gentleman in a quizzical kind of Way as
much as to say, “what will you do now 7

“There is some horrible mistake here, it is quite evident,” said the
gentleman to the officer, “I do not wish to do this old lady any harm.
But, as you witnessed her attack on me; I call on you, Sir, to arrest her
and bring her with me to the nearest magistrate.”

Mrs. Lesley was at once made captive, notwithstanding her numerous
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fierce denunciations, and threats of vengeance. Her captors, during the
progress to the court kept a close watch upon her umbrella. The moment
the magistrate heard a statement of the affair his-experienced judgment
told him it was a clear case of mistaken identity, and, by a few well
directed questions, he bhnwe& Mrs. Lesley the dreadful error she had
committed.

When the dumbfounded woman recognized this she scarcely knew what
to do with herself. She asked to be allowed to converse with Mr. Edwards
—the name of the gentleman she bad battered so—and this being gravted
she narrated to him the history of Mary’s unfortanate affair. Aftet doing
this, she drew from her pocket a cavd photograph of Glordon and said:

“There is his likeness, Sir, and you will see that it looks so much like
you that I could not tell you and him apart.”

“Well,” smilingly rejoined Mr. Bdwards, “1 must acknowledge that
is a most capital portrait of me; but if that is the style of Lovrd Gordon,
I do exceedingly regret that I so closely resemble such a villain.”

“QOh, he 45 a villain, 8ir, and ean you wonder that I am nearly cmzy,
and eould not do anything sane, when 1 saw you ??

This would have been rather a harrassing question, and a most irrita-
ting one to a person of ordinary perception and temper. But Mr. Edwards
was & man of great, good, common sense and discernment.  Thus he was
able to understand Mrs, Lesley properly ; and so, with much tenderness

_he extended the pardon she asked for her assault, even refusing her proffer

of paying for his demolished hat. e further satisfactorily explained all
to the magisirate s who, as he discharged the prisouner, could not resist
the huiorous and advisory remark: -

“Mrs. Lesley, whenever you come across another gentleman who
looks like Gordon, I would seriously counsel you to ask him if he realiy
s Gordon before you begin operations with your umbrella.”

And Mrs. Lesley set every body in a roar of laughter, by the innocent
earnest manner of her reply:

«Taith, Sir, Il be more carcful next time to umberrel the right
Gordon! And I'll give it to him good, 1 tell you.”

After this mis-adventure, which might have proved a real misfortune
to her, Mrg. Lesley hastened bome, and just had time enough lefi to reach
the train with Mary. She was careful to say nothing to the latter about
her morning’s experience. '

In due time the two arrived in Manitoba, where they found the officers
ready to meet them. They were at once taken to the house. Mary re-
eognized the body as that of Gordon, Tt was impossible for her to exhibit’
any grief at his death, though she could not belp but feel bad about the
manner of it. '

And so far from her mother’s feelings suffering, it was just the reverse.
She was glad that her daughter was thus released from so bratal and
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cruel a }msband. "Not only that, but she insisted that Mary assert her
legal rights as the wife of the deceased. Mary was loath to do this; but
her mother had more practical ideas than her daughter, and finally suc-
ceeded in inducing ber to follow her opinion in the matter.

The result wasg, thaf, on taking possession of the papers and effects of |
her hasband, she ascertained that property to the value of about one
kandred thousand dollars invested in IKngland would become her own,
Immediately after the obsequies of the suicide, which were entirely pri-
vate, Mrs, Gordon and her mother sailed for England. They there found,
thdt, beside Mary, Gordon had no heirs living, all his brothers having
died. The whole of the wealth, therefore, came into Mary’s possession.

" 8o, that, after all her tempest-tossed married life, she had suashine at
last; at any rate so far as this world’s goods were concerned.

After settling down, there was one thing that still worried her, which
was the fact, that she did not know where Gordon had buried her baby.
Her mother advised her to advertize it. The result was one, sueh as no
novelist would ever have dreamed of in the wildest romance. A few
days after the advertisement appeard, a woman came to the house, and,
with her brought the baby dtself, for which she demanded three bundred
pounds—about fifteen hundred dollars! The mother’s heart nearly broke
with doubt and joy. In an instant she stripped the child’s back, and
there found a peculiar birth mark which convinced her. The woman
explained the whole mystery in a few words. She had been hired by
Gordon to take the dead child and bury it as her own. On getting it
home it showed signs of life; she applied restoraiives, and the infant not
only recovered but grew healthy and strong.  The woman took the best
care of it—feeling convineed that at some future time it would be wanted
—and the result showed bor sound judgment. Mrs. Gordon handed her
fifty pounds more than she asked, beside thanking her over and over
again. ,

The little creature is growing and thriving splendidly, and repays her
doating mother for all her past sorrows and tribulations,  Mrs. (Gerdon
never speaks of it without shedding tears of jov, and making some remark
of devotional gratitude to God for Iis great and enduring merey and
goodness to her. Grandmother—that’s Mrs. Lesley—says, that, as long
as she lives, she will see that no villain, high or low born, shall inveigle
litile Mary, like her mother was inveigled.  And there is no doubt that
she will be as good as her word. J

This true narrative exhibits in a vivid light the strength of the old
adage, that * Truth is stmnge{' than fiction,”

THE END.




