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CHAPTER 1.

FII¥ OLD SAYLOR AND IIIS PROTEGH.

Ww%%@i‘vwas a bright, beautifal mormning in early

5‘ sammer. From out the gently u i
£ bosom of the Hnglish Cha-xinelg theyge?;efadt;?
‘ king aroge in all his splendor, and away danced
: the. sparkling beams, gilding the wave-tops with
o rich, moulten vermilion, as they leaped and
frolicked on their westward courss. At the
entrance of the Channel, between Brost and
j,:r,.inggi’s End, a cluster of the happy sunbeams
ere saddenly stopped in their wayward eourse
by the towering canvass of a British frigate,

" "y iwhose wake was soarce yet obliterated from tho-

" fbosem of the broad Atlantic. Those sunbearns

j Iwere weleome messengers to the ship’s crew

- jseeming to beckon them on to their old home;
m “ Merrie England,” but the wind that came
;down with them would bave been more wel:
fcmfne from another quarter, for it came upon the
{ship from the exact point towards which she
;wouh.i have gaﬂe&, and in 2 moment afler. the
émommg heams tipped her spars with their light,
| her hexd was tuined upon the French coast.

{ For Lalf an hour the frigate stood on upon the

i]arboard tack, and then she put about and stood

:
2 .

a “long log” towards her native coast. Asg -
soon as the starboard iacks were aboard, the
sheets hauled snugly aft, the yards braced ;ha.rp
b? the wind, and the backstays set up, the crew
disposed themselves in small knots about the
deck, or huddled togother about the bow ports

watching with eager gaze the dim outlines ~-0;'
the bold: headland of Devonshire. When, a
short fime before sunrise, the magic ory of :,

“ Oho! oho!? Old Bngland's coast, oho!”
had sounded from the foretopgailant crosstrees
and went echoing through the old ship, hundre&;‘
of hearts had leaped joyously beneath the rover- -
berations of the shout, and rouls that had boen
long pent up within the narvow confines of shfp—
board began to swell with the bright hope ‘that
already painted to the imapination the forms
and features of kindred and friends. *Twere
an easy mabter now to see who were those whose
h:aarts wete bound to Hngland by the tios of
kith and kin. Upon the coast of France they
had hardly bestowed a single thought, and if
they looked at it at all, it wag merely with i;hﬁt

sort of a glance which the anxious traveller gives
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steer ;”” he had horne him in his atms from many
a bloody deck, and he had nurtured him when
none else cared for him, and yet the proiege
had now gained 2 station far in advance of his

foster parent.

Sixteen months previous to the opening of our
story, two of the Dunkirk’s boats had been sent

9
“Well, .Osmond, T do’ know ’hout that,”
returned old Paul, in a tone and manner that

seemed strongly to indicate a tendeney of thought

and feeling that geldom ventured beyond the
sphere of his own lken.

reckon your lifelog, you was born somewhere

s : : in the Bay of Bengal—t any zate, you was a
in pursnit of a Bengal pirate. The officer who

smell fish when you ran thwart my hawse, not
commanded the launck was killed at the first
fire of the buceancors, and as the dismayed men
were about to pull back, her young ecckswain,

more 'n 4 year old,”

¢ But even if T were born in the Biy, Paul,

it is very Iikely that T must have had parents 9
Osmond Maxzwell, scized the fallen officer’s

sword, and urged the boat’s crew on to the chaso

The presence of such a spirit nerved them again

remarked the young man, with a smile.
“Why, yes—in course you had a father, an’

] a mother, too, but then that’s no reason ag they
to their duty, and the launch moved on, over-

hefore hiz ship left the Indian Qcean he had
padsed a most thorough examination, and now
only awaited his arrival at Portsmouth for a
lieutenant’s commission.

“ Paul,” said the young officer, turning to
LM“""’ e i 01, boatswain, ¢ 50 that is the coast of Hing-
land 7

“Yes, Osmond (ihe old man had not yet
learned to handle his protege’s name with a
mister), thab is the coast of Old England. See
that peak there, loomin® up like a floatin’ gull,

? anf é
II 11—33 11 as an 9 Of h 1 f y p ' or g‘ll
o Was ta ta a al 1 ) F TENC! S aﬂish and ]E bﬂ LR

Just over the cathead 7"’
“ Yes.” :
o St That'y Rddystone.””

¥

house thus pointed out-to him, and after run-
ning his eyes again albg the coast, he uttered,

took, and capbured the pirates erc the other boat |
came up. For thisheroic act, the admiral rated | might be in the spirit world.”
young Maxwell to a midshipman’s berth, and | - ]

shoald be in England, you know?”
“ No, Panl, I did not think so. I said they

¢ Spirit world,” iterated the old man, with
abalf vacant and half inquiring look sb his com-
panion. :

* Heaven, Panl—I mean in heaven.”

““ Ah, now I understand. Well, it’s more™
likely that they be in heaven. But, Osmond,

whoever they was, they loved you as well ag I |
have,”

Here the old man’s mind seemed to be diving
back into the ‘past. Gradually his still bright
eye grew brighter with the thoughts that work-
ed. within, and wiping the cuff of his,
across his lids, he continued :

““I can’t help but thinking *twas your mother
hats ' who got the last look at you afors I found you,
Mazwell gazed a few moments at the Light-

jacket

You was lashed.on to a r'yal yard wi’ a piece o’
fomale dress. There's. o mistake about that,

: Then there was pieces of hair caught in'the nip
in a sort of meditative mood, but yet half diveet-

ed o his companion :

o’ the foof-rope that was too long for a man’s

hair. The yard was too small for both, sn’ she
#0ld England! And perkaps upon her

soil breathe those of my own blood. Perhaps
beneath the sunshine of her heavens my own

let go rather than have you—?

“There, there, Paul,” intenupfed Oé,mond,

. as the hright drops began to gather in his ayes,
kindred* were born and lived ; and ‘mayhap,!

too, her green sod-eovers the earthly remains of

“ you needn’t tell it to me again. . I know how

7 kind you have been to me, and I shall'yet be
those who may even now look .down from the

spirtt world upon me, and recognize in poor Os-

able to retarn it, if my life is spa.l_-ed. But of

one thing I am assnred : Tam Enphish born.”
mond Maxwell ore whom they knew not in this

world.  Perhaps a brother—perbaps & sister—

. *“In course you is. Did you ever know a
gull to sing liko a Jark " -

~ and perhaps a parent.”

* No, Paul, I never did.”

“Asnear as I oan -

B T T S I T o
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“‘Then did you ever know of one’s bein’
larned to sing 7

£ NO 3?2

¢« Just so a Frenchman, or a Spaniard, or any
other outlandisher, never talked king’s English
like you.”

The young officer smiled at the perfeet assur-
anee with which the old boatswain drew his
simile, and being unwilling to cross his old
guardian’s argument, and, moreover, feeling
inwardly assured that he wes English, he made
no further remark on the subjeet.

“ Ready about!” at this instant sounded
from the quarter-deck, and in a moment more
the old boatswain’s wkistle was piping “all
hands to tack ship.”

The reader is already aware of the main fea-
tures in the present position of Osmond Maz-
well. His entrance upon the staze of active
life had been under the carc and guidaace of
old Paul Marline. Ahout nineteen years pre-
vious to his introduction into our story, Paul
Marline, then a quarter-master on board a
seventy-four, had been sent, in company with a
Heutenant, to take the soundings off the western
shore of Fdmonstones, in the Bay of Bengal.
They had 2 heavy Ganges lighter, and after
soundiug along the shore, they ran around the
southern point of the island.  Paul was heaving
the lead, snd while in the act of gathering the
line in his left hand hiz cye Lappened to eatch
an object, a quarter of a mile to the southward,
which attracted his attention. Fe laid the coil-
ed line back upon the rail, and placing his hand
over his eye, so a5 to form a more contracted
focus, he gazed off upon the fleating mass.  He
was convinced that there was something human
about it, and after a little persuasion, he obtain-
ed permission to lower the boat and piek it up.
The wind had been seiting strongly up the bay

for several days, and whatever the object might
be, Paul was assured that it had come from some
distance at sea ; but when he ab length reached
it, his stout heart beat more guickly as he found
it to be a male ehild, not over a year old, lash-
ed toa royal yard with a knotted strip of female
dress. The thick garments of the ehild had
kept the light spar from rolling in the water,
and life was yeb clinging to its throne.

By dint of much cxertion the infant was res-
tored to consciousness, and as the old sailer
held it in his lap, it put forth its liftle hand to
his neek and smiled a sweet smile upon him.
In that single, simple smile, there was a sun-
beam that never faded from Paul Marline’s
beating heart, and from that moment his every
affection was centered in the Jittle innocent be
had saved from the cold grave of Bengal’s Bay.
He had nurtured it with a father’s and a mother’s
care, and whatever ship he sailed in, must enter
his protege upon jts ration books. Paul had
gailed under the brave Maxzwell, and for that
old admiral he named his child, and as it grew -
in years it promised a fame as enduring asnﬂmt,
of its departed namesake. It mind grasped
after knowledge, and the officers took pleasure
in ministering to its wants, and during the three
yoars that Paul had been on board the Dunkirk,
young Maxwell had had overy opportunity for
advancement. Captain Bt. Moorey took a pecu-
liar fancy for the youth, and the circumsthnee

of the capture of the pirates to which we Iggvg,,_,

already alluded, had brought him into the favor- -
able notice of the admiralty.

Paul Marline had been so long on the India
station, and had become so expert 2 pilot among
the rivers and harbors, that he had been ‘retain-
ed there, 50 that now he was returning to Eng-
land for the first time, gince Osmond Maxwall

had been taken under his charge.

e S R

_ come a passenger from Caleutta, and two stran-

*in the nexghborhoed of fifty years of age, rather

CHAPTER IL.

TUE BROTHER'S MISSION.

N houx after the fiigate had droppeﬁ her

&, anchorin the harbor of Portsmouth, young
Maxwell was sent for to attond the captain in
the cabin. 'When Oesmond entered the cabin,
he found his commander in company witk a
gentleman, named Sic Philip Hubert, who had

ger officers who had come off from the shore.
Thig Sir Philip Hubert was a man somewhere

stout, but not corpulent, in his build, with s
broad head, and a face not vory plessing, mor
yet very forbidding, in its expression. Perhaps
the suns of thirty Indian summers had given a
harshnessto his face which was not natural to his
heart, or perhaps that apparent harshness was
only the result of some recent trombles that
had worked his soul up to 2 sort of habitual,
eold resexve. But, be thet as it may, hjs title
of baronet did not make him a true gentleman,
nor did his general tone of feature present any-
thing that would tend to 2 degire on the part of
a stranger to court his friendship.

young man had been introduced fo the twe
officers from the shore, #T believe this is the
first time you bave ever seen the shores of Old -
England ??

“Ttis, sir,”” replied Osmond, at the game
time casting a furtive glance at Sjr Philip Hu-
bert, whose restless eyes had heen fistened upon
him from the moment on which he bad entererl
the cabin.

¢ Ah, do your parents reside in [Ild.la m
asked one of the officers, a Captain Fitz Roy

“No, sir,” replied the young ma, in a
slightly embatrassed manner. ‘

Captain St. Moorey saw his young officer’s em-
barrassment, and turning quickly to Fitz Roy,
he remarked ;

“ Mr. Maxwell, sir, has but little idea of
any pmrentage. When he was first found by
the man who has proved atrue father to him, he
was being nursed upon the cold, rough bosom
of the Bay of Bengal. That was nineteen yours
ago. You know.old Paul’ Marline, who was
for so long a time Admn-ai Maxwell’s sxgnal
quarter master ¥ f

¢ Mr, Maxwell,” said the captain, aftor the
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 Yes, T remember the old sca-dog well,”” re-
turned Captain Fitz Roy.

«Well, he it wos who found the ehild, then
not over a year old, floating upon a royal yard.”

+ Not over a year old, did you #ay 7’ utter-
ed Sir Philip Hubert, with a sudden start.

«8o old Marline says,”” answered the cap-
tain, gazing with surprize at the strange expres-
sion that rested upon the baronet’s features.
* Did you ever hear of any eircumstance cotem-
porary with that which might throw any light
upon the matter ¥ Bt. Moorey continued, as
the idea suggesicd by his question flashed
through his mind.

(), no, no,” Sir Philip quiekly answered,
while he strove hard to Xoep back the expres-
sion of his real feelings. I wag only wonder-
ing that an infant could have lived for a mowient
in such a situation.”

« It was strange, that's true,”’ the captain
returned, ‘‘but the child’s clothing served to

your kind consideration,” Maxwell returneg,
¢ and now, I would ask afavor at your hands ?”

“ Name it.”’

“Tt is, that Panl Marline might secompany
me ¥’

“Well, I don’t know about that,”” mused
Captain 86 Moorey. It should he the boat-
swain’s duty to see tho ship stripped before . he
leaves her.””

(), let the old fellow go,” interposed Fitz
Roy. * He’s been knocked about zo long in
the Indian Chcean, *twould be too had to keep
him here to stripship. Lot him go, 54 Moorey,
and you shall have one of the deck boatsweins
for that.” ‘

* Well, Osmond,”” said his comsmander, ** you

may tell old Paul fo pack up.”
“ Thank you, sir. And now when shall I
start 1 ' ’ :

“To-morrow morning. You will take the

post-route to Winehester and from thense on to

i
. I Il
53]

keop its head rbove water, and thus the spar| Windsor, where you will find Lord Wilten, for
bore it along.”” Then turning to Fitz Roy, he|whom you will take letters. Trom there you :
continued : may take the river. So you may make yosp..... J

o

¢ 8o you will sec, sir, that Mr. Maxwell owes | arrangements as soon as possible.  Sir Philip,

his preferment solely to his own mankood and
seamanship.”’

< Tt’s o pity our navy had not more such,”
Fitz Roy said, as ho instinetively put forth his
hand and grasped the youth a second time in
token of his esteem. ‘' There is no navy in
the world where the officers are hetter seamen
than in our own, bat at the seme time there i
need of reform.”

Mazwell bowed politely at the compliment of
the post-captain, and then 8t. Moorey sodd :

« T have sent for you, Mr. Maxwell, to inform
you that you may make your preparations for
an immediate visit to London. Captain Fitz
Roy informs me that your eommission has al-
ready been filed by the admiralty, and you
will be drawn, for serviee in a month or two at
the farthest. I have despatches to send to the
Yords, and you }E.;n take them along with you,
get your commission, spend a few weeks in the
 great metropolis, and then await orders.”

«§ am under the deepest obligations, sir, for

here, will be your fravelling companion. Re-
member, Osmond,” the captaln continued, with
asmile, ¢ this ie to be your coup d’eseas, and I
hope it will be a favorable one among the lords
of the admiralty.”

The young officer bowed low in response to
his commander’s kind wishes, and in a memoaty

afterwards he withdrew from the presence of his \..,

saperiors,

“That’s o fine looking fellow, St. Moorey,”
emphatically remarked Fitz Roy, 2 momont afte
Qgmond had gone. o

“ Yes, he is,”" returned St. Moorey ; “and
Lean assure you that his leoks do not bhelie
him. A truer gentleman, or a more thorough
peaman, does not tread the king’s decl, and
your own eyes must hgye told you that his arm

is befitting the best sword in the kingdom. I -

tell you, Fitz Roy, young Osmond has good
English blood in his veins. From the mément
that he began to comprehend the nature of
things about him, his mind has betrayed a stamp

Osmond Maxwell, the

'

Clild of the Bay, and old Paul Marline~~See Chap. T, p. §
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of nobikity that belongs not to the cormon herd,
and though kis parents were probably lost with
the ship in which he was wreeked, yet, could
the truth be known, I am confident he would
turn up the seion of a noble stock.”

“Did you say it was nineteen years sines he
was foumd ¥’ asked Sir Philip.

« Yes, about that.”

<« And he was then only a year old ¥’

¢t He could not, from old Paul’s account, have
been far from that. - He could not stand aloze,
at any rate.”’

“ You have no clue to the name of thc VeE-
gel in which he was wrecked, I suppose ¥’ con-
tinued Sir Philip, with an anxiety that made it-
self manifest above all his apparent efforts to
conceal it. .

¢ No,” returned St. Moorey, regarding his
'mterloeutor with an inguisitive glance ; *bus if
I am not mistaken, old Paul has a clue to it
By the way, Sir Philip—I never noticed it be-
fore—but I declare, there is somewhat of a re-
semblance between the young man and your-

_pelf,”
“He bear a resemblance to me 7’ uttered

- the barenet.

s T’ faith, he does, most assaredly,” ventur-
ed Fitz Boy, as he cast a sweeping glance over
the features of Sir Philip.

“Well, T never should. have noticed it if you
had not mentioned it,” the baronet said, with
an apology fora smile.  Some freak of nafure,
1 E)resume, for he cannot be connected with our
famdy, as I never had any children, and my
brother Walter only had one, and that was a
daughter.””

*¢ No,” said Fitz, Roy, **he cannob then of
vourse belong to your family, for I keow Sir
Walter’s family affairs well.  But I declare,
the more I think of it, the more I can trace the
family resemblance in the youth. By the way,
Sir Philip, how did you leave your brother "

¢ Ah, eaptain,” returned the baronet, witha
melencholy look, *“ poor Sir Walter is dead;
and I—7, am the sole cause of the sad event.”

»”

«You, Bir Philip?”

“Yes. Two yearsago I was taken with the
tropical fever, and having no relatives to settle
up my affairs, I gent for my brother to come
out. He came., My own long residence in the
Indies had so inured my constitution to the eli-
mate that I weathered the fever, but, alas ! my
poor brother took it, and fell a speedy vietim to
its malignity. For that reason I am returning
to my native country, after 2n absence of over
twenty-four years, to take charge of his estate,
and be a father to the orphun daughter he has
left to mourn his untimely death.”

“Poor Sir Walter I murmured Captain
Fitz Roy, in a tone of real sorrow. ¢ He wag
a good man, and his king has lost a noble seul
from hig realm, while in his circle of Immediate .
friends has been left a vacaney that will not ea-
sily be filled.”

“Your eulogy isa justone,” Sir Phlhp said,
as he wiped 2 tear from his eye; *“and I, who
have been go long away, can hardly hope to fill
his place. I forwarded the news of his death
to his daughter a month before the Dunkirk
sailed, so. the painful duty of breaking the me-
lancholy intelligence to her is at least spared
me.”’

For some time after Sir Ph111p ceased speak-
ing there was a dead silence in the eabin. : Sir
Walter Hubert was extensively know, and the .
news of his death cast a shade over the officers’
gpivits. He had rétired from the navy soveral
years before, and aceepted from his govereign
the lordship of Colford, and: up to the time of
his departure for the Indies he had held, and
filled with ability, & seat among the lords of the
admivalty. The family was originally from the
North Riding of Yorkshire, but ‘shertly after
Walter entered the navy, his brother Philip re-
moved to India, and the death of an elder sister
without fssue, left the two brothers the only
surviving members of o once powerful family.
Now one.of the brothers had gone, and the old
barony had bub oné representative, and how the
honers set on A¢s shoulders, the readers shall
ere long know.




CHAPTER TII.

OLD PAUL’E

FEVER waz taeve @ prouder man, or one
I, more happy and thankful, than was old
Paul Marline en the next morning, as he stood
by the side of his generous protege on the quar-
tor-declz.  Ilis Dbostswain’s uniform was most
elzborately neat, and it was donned with a scru-
pulous exactness that well became an old naval
disciplinmian,  His golden ‘“eall,” a present
from old Adwiral Mazwell, was tucked half way
into a small pocket on his left Lreast, and se-
cared 2bous his neelt by a chain of the same
me.al, sald chain being a gift from the foromast
hands of the Dunkirk.  Nezt to his noble pro-
tege, old Paul looked upon his whistleand chain
as the laurel wresths of his life; and well he
might, for while one told how highly he was
estecmed by his saperiors, the other gave proof
of the love which was borne him by those who
were under his immediate control.

« Paul, what ave you looking at so earnestly 1’
asked Osmond, as he noticed tho. old man’s
cyes flashing with a steady, but anxious gaze.

“ T'm just takin’ an observation o’ that fel-
low under the hreak o' the peop,” answered

SUSTICION.

Punl, in a low tone, without even vemovinmhis

gaze,

“What ;

“Yes.”

“3Well, do you sce snything particulerly in-
teresting aboub him 27 . ,

“ Maybe yes, and maybe no. ’t any rate,
T've zcen that foller’s top-hamper afore,” rephied
Paul, in o meditative mood ; and, after 2 yno-
mend’s silence, he continued, as he removed
gaze to the fuce of hiy companion :

T tell you, Max., the cub o’ that chap’s jib
looks kind o’ familiar Iike.”

“ Very likely,” returned Osmond ; *for Sir
Philip has resided in India 2 good many years.”

¢ An’ he’s the brother of Rear Admiral Hu-
bert, aint he 97

¢ Yes.”

Again, Paul Marline turned his gaze towards
Sir Philip, and after a few moments’ pause, he
satd, in 2 sort of puzzle& manner :

«Phere’s somethin’ in his buntin’, Max., that
I can’t make out. Iknow it’s Sir Philip Hu-
bert, hut blow me if he don’t look like somethin’

af Sir Philip 7’
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"t I've got laid up here (the old man tapped
his head), an’ just now I can’t overhanl it.
Yer gec, Max., I've got two sep ‘rate lockers in
my old top-piece. One on ’em is where T keep
everything kiled away reg’lar shipshape, an’ 1
can overhaul znything that’s in there afore the
ball ’d come oub of a thirty-two pounder after
the primin’ was bwut. In t'other locker T
throws evérything in kind o’ careless like, *canse
ye see, I don’t care whether I ever find it agin
ornot. Now that Sir Philip’s number I've
throwed in to this careless locker, an’ smash
nry top-lights if I can make it out.”

“They say he looks like me, Paul,”” eaid
Osmond, in a kind of suggestive manner, for
though the young man had reasons for being in-
terested on account of his own observation of
Bir P’hilip’s manner, yet he knew that questions
would only ‘tend still more to puzde his old
friend, and s0 he determined to Iet the ‘matter
work out of the ‘“ careless locker * as best it
might, feeling assured that he shonld see ihwhen
it did come out.

* Looks like yom!” uttered the old sailor,

' és he gazed upon the youth with a beam of fond

admiration. *“ o does a Bengal junk look like
the king’s yacht—"cause why? ’Cause they’ve
both got sails, an’ hoth get in the water, that’s
all. Be sure,” continued Paul; in a regretful
tone, ** the turnin’ of his figger-head is a leetle
like yous, bat that aint anything. *Taint that
at s in. my noddle, Max.”

“ Then you can’t malke it eut, Paul 7

* Ne, not now ; but p'raps it’ll turn up afore
10]10‘ ”

Youpg Maxwell turned his eyos towards the
spot where Sir Philip stood, but he found that

gentleman’s gaze bent fizedly upon himself, and

turning away, he took a turn forward. In Sir
Philip Hubert’s appearance there wasnothing to

- attract his attention, or exeite an anwonted ero-

tion, but it yas in the baronet’s strange manner
towards hrﬁaself and in Paul’s unaccountable
1&9&5, that Osmond found food for pointless sur-
mises. But of one thing he was satisfied, not
only by Captain 8t. Moorey’s assurance, given
to him half an hour before, hut by the instine-

tive ressoning of his own soul—that the ob_]eet
of his'somewhat ansious curiosity was no rela~
tion of his, either by blood or ecircumstance : ;
and with this convietion he tried to dismiss the
matter from his mind, leaving it for Paul to
fathom the mystery, if any there was.

““ Mr. Maxwell, the captain wishesto see you,
sir,’”” said the orderly, who had just come from
the cabin deor.

Osmond nodded a silent assent to the ma-
rine’s messago, and followed him aft. When
lic entered the cabin, he found the captam
alone. '

“Mr. Mazwell,” said S, Moorey, © the
boat for Southampton will be ready in half an
hour. Is your ‘baggage ready ¥’

“ Yog, sir.

“ Then the second cutter will take you ashore
at once. . Here is a package of lotters for Lord
Wilton, a,t- Windsor. You will find him at the
castle;" which will give you a good . opportunity
of seeing the noblest: structure in Fngland. This
package is for the admiralty, and Lord Wilten
will give you full directions for finding its des-
tination. Now here,” eontinued the captain, .
a8 he took from 2 heap of documents ab his side

a small, neatly folded package, “is a parvel for

the Lady Rosalind Hubert, the daughter of the
late Sir Walter, Lord Colford. Ttis from the
Governor General of India, but why he did not
send it by Sir Philip, the uncle of the lady, I
cannot tell.  The governor knew that Sir Wal-
ter's brother was coming in my ship, but yot
he gave the package to me, with the request
that T would see it safely delivered. Perhaps
it contains something which the lady might wish
to keap private, even from her- uncle, and as

that uncle is now her guardian, it may be that

the governor feared he might take the liberty,
ex gfficio, of opening it, had i been entrasted
to him. At any rate, I shall place it in your
care, and you can cither deliver it in person, or
procure its safe delivery in some other way.
Fitz Roy tells me the lady is handsome, Max-
well, 5o you had better look to your heai"t.”
The captain smiled as he spoke, and passed
the packages over to the young officer, who also”
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smiled as he teok them, and then immedistely
replied :

¢ My heart is preity secure, sir—at least
against the charms of the daaghter of Lord Col-
ford. However, aslong as T have the privilege,
I believe T shall make her acquaintance.”

A few more romarks were passed, and after
receiving moro full directions for the manage-
ment of his business, young Osmend took his
leave, und made preparations for starting on his
trip to Londop. The sccond cutter was scon
called away, Sir Philip Ifubert, Osmond, and
Panl Marline saw their lugeage safely in the
boat, and then tock their zeats in i, and ina
moment more they were rowed swiftly away
from the ol frigate.

It was Jheauhf‘ul morning, and Snmhampton
water was literally alive with the many winged
crafi that dotted her fair bosom. Sailboas,
pleasure yuchts, bumboats, and lumbering lug-
gers were pessing to and fro in rapid suceession,
ard the small lighter schoomer in which our
friends bad taken pas:age from Portsmouth was
surrounded on her way by bhor aquatic eompan-
ions. 'The wind was favorable, and the lighter
went merrily on hor way, now laffing almost
into the wind to avoid a heavy brig that was
coming down, and again keeping away to clear
some heavy lugger that wns running across the
bay.

* Aint that fellow astern makin’ a si'nal for
us to heava-to ¥ asked old Panl, who had had
his eyes turned towards a emall yacht that was
right in their wake.

The captain of the lizhter cast his eyes to-
wards the yzcht, and after 5 moment’s examina-
tion, he quickly uttered, as he shoved his helm
down :

* They be. Bomsbody wants to speak ua.
Shall T heave-to 7”7

This Iatter question was ad¥ressed to Maz-
well, and having heen assared that they should
reach Sonthampton in time for the post, the
young officer gave his consent. The lighter
was aceordingly brought up into the wind, and
in ten minutes the yacht had thrown a line on
board.
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T3 thore a Sir Philip Hubert on board 7

asked the skipper, of the yacht.

** That’s my name,”” roturned Sir Philip, as
he stepped to the rail, and in 2 moment more a
man whom he at onec recognized, came up from
the trank eabin of the yacht.

« Ah, Sir Philip,” exelaimod the stranger,
as ho cxtended hishand over the r‘ul . you are
the very man.’

“Lucival ! Well, that’s fortunate,” said the
baronet, as he gragped the extended hand. * 1
had expected to have found you in London,”

 Yeg, and that’s where I expscted to meet
you,” returned the man, whom Sir Philip had
ealled Lucival, and who, by the way, wasa well
dressed, dandyish-lioking fellow, with an im-
mense whisker and mustache above which could
only ke seen s broad nose, a pair of sharp black
eyes, and the lower portion of 2 contracted brow.
“ But you see, Sir Philip,”” he continued, “T

found amuscment in Portsmouth, and s I re-

mained to wail your arrival there, but, egad, 1
like to have missed you, after all. T saw the
boat put off this morming
posed you were coming csshore, nor did I dis-
cover my mistake till the lighter was ubder
way.”’

Here the converaation beuween Sir Philip and
Hr. Morgan ILmeival took a lower key, so ‘las
not to he overheard by those around, and onke
the quick, keen glance which the latter gentle-
man ezst towsrds Maxwell, showed pretiy con-
clusively that part of their Gcnvelﬁtzon, at leasv
wag concerning him.

‘01d Paul Marline stood by Osmond’s side,
and when Mr. Lucival. cast thut glance towards
the young officer, the old szilor canght his eye,
and for a moment the two—Paul and Lucival—
regarded each other with startled interest. Mr.
Morgan Lucival evidently experienced a cortain
degree of uneasiness beneath the eye-shot of the
old man, but with an effort he threwpff the per-
turbation, and very ealmly strokzed baek his glossy
mustache as he turned towards Sir Philip. "A
few moments more they conversed in a low tone,
and then, Sir Philip having aszented to some

proposition made by his compavion, they separ-

, and of course, LS!J;P .
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ated, and the yacht’s line was cast off, while the
lighter filled away and stood on her comrse, the
vacht, meanwhile, falling sHehity astern, and
then keoping along nemly in the lighter’s wake.

Por full five minuiss after the two vessels
had eeparated did old Paul Marline Leep hiz eye
fizod upon the yacht, and then, with » slight
motion towards his young protege, he lexsurely
walked forward. Maxwell caught the o}d man’s
meaning, and with an apparent unconcerned-
ness that might not awaken the curiesiiy of any
one elge, Lie followed. ‘

“ Max.,”” eaid the old boatswrain, leaning over
the rail, and working 2 plaited kuot in the end

. of the jib-dowmhaml, ©there’s romethin’ in the
wind, d’ye know it ¥

“ What now, Paul?’ zsked Maxzwell, who
gaw by tho ¢ld man’s manmer that he had some
new suspicion on his mind.

“D’ye notice the look o that wonkey,
“board the yacht, when he clapped his eyo on
yoa go sharp ¥’

“Yes, and I ﬂuppma Sir Philip was saying

.. something abont me.?

* Very likely, bat d’ye sce how he shivered
in the wind when o cmght sight o° my old
fig'r-head 7”7

4 Was thatit 27 xﬂtmned Oamond,’ with con-
gsiderable interest. I noliced him tremble,
bat I didn’t know what was the matter.”’

+ “ Yes, he paw me.”
=L Ard do you know who he is 7’

o T think I know him, sn’ i his name {y Mis-

ter Morgan Lucival, ‘then blow me £ I blieve
mine i3 Paul Marline, that’s all.””
* Bub who then is he, Paul?”
¢ There T"'m ran hard an’ fast ashore, Max.,”
returned the old railor, in a sorely perplexed
manner. ‘1 can’t for my life tell who he s,
though if Lo had them bloody whiskers off I
think I could make him out. But there’s one
tbing I do krow, Maz. T've scen him afore,
an’ hig pame wan’t Luedval, neither.”’
* There’s something curions about this,” ut-

" “tered Osmond, in a meditative manner, ab the

game time loohng his efampa.mcn thoughtfully
in the fack. -

¢ Curious I’ repeated Paul, letting go the
jib downhaul, and bringing his elenched.fish em-
phatieally - down wupon the rail. « 1 tén ¥e,
Max., there’s somo bloody willainy goin’ on
undﬂz all this. Now I wont take it on me to
say 'ab Sir Philip knows who he’s ot in tow,
but if he does, then ’taint for no goo&?ﬁg.they
be sailin’ together in this fashion. Thdt big
whiskered chap I seo’d in Calouita less "n two
years ago, I'm gartin of it, an’ he come here in
the Wongfau ’at got ju from Indiz a for’night
ago.—Tallo ! Laff, there " : )
Paul’s last exclamation was cauged by a heavy
sehooner which was just tacking in, the line of
the lighter’s course, and 23 some of<the ecrew
came forwerd to flatten in the head sheets, our
two friends suspended their convcrsatmn and
walked aft.
Young Maxwell thought long and deeply
upon what he had heard and scen, and he folt
agsured thob there wag indesd somothing mys-
" | terious, to say the least, in the position of Sir -
Philip Hubers. What it might be he could not
divize. Ol Panl would never have entertain-
ed a suspicion, without just grounds for it, and
the youth gave mwmch weight to his opinions,
however vague they might be. He knew that.
the baronet was of a noble family, and that his
standing in the kingdem was good, and slso
that ha bod come to England to suceeed his

| deceased brother in the administration of his

nffairs ; but yet he could nof ayoid the sugpicion
that aIl waz nob a9 it should be. Perhaps, Sir
Philip was a dupe of this Lueival, withont uny
evil designs of his own.

But of one thing Osmond ere long hecame
convinced ! He should never make out any-
thing by his surmises, and trying to feel uncon-
corned ahout the matter, he thought to let it drop -
until cireumstances shoutd afford him an oppor-
tunity of sifiing it out.. But the sabjeet was
not 80 easily dropped, for ever and anon as the
young man would turn his gaze casually towards
Sir Philip, ke would find thet gentleman’s eyes
fastened wpon him with a degree of meaning in-
terest that started afresh all the mystified pur

mwiges he wounld have stilled.




CHAPTER IV,

A STARTLING

?HE Kghter arrived ab Southampton over

half an hour before the post-coach started

for Winchestor, so that Osmond had plenty of
time for the transmission of his baggage. There
were but fow passengers in the coach, and they
arrived in Winchester in scason for an early
dinner. Mr. Morgan Lucival was one of the
number, but as he took a sest on the inside,
while Pasl and Osmond rode with the guard on
the box, thers was but lLittle chance for the old
gailor to * take an observation.”” At the hotel,
however, whero they took diner, Taul had an
opportunity to take a good look at the man, and
though he was more than ever convinced that
he kuew hLim, ycb he cowld by no manner of
means clear up the fog that coveloped the affair.
The old boatswain had finished his meal, 2nd
wos standing beneath the pinzza, having just
stowed away a generons piece of ¢ pig-tail 7 in
his mouth, when he felt some one touch him
rather daintily upon the shoulder. With a
kind of shufiling waddle, the old man turned
upon hisheel, and on easting up his eyes he be-

DISCOVERY.

« Ah, venerable seilor-mwan,” uttered Mr.
Morgan Tawival, in an oversirained voice, as
he pulled up the point of his starboard mus-

the old naval veteram ; * perhops you . have
something to-—ah—communicate. T hove—ah,
notieed yoier looks, and youar conduet, ser,
geoms—ah—io indicete that you know me.”
 Can’t say as I do, sir,” returned Paul, at
the same time coeking a peeuliar look ouf ot s
starboard eye.
Tooked 2 leetle kind o’ familiar, but that's all
though T wont say for sart’n bat what if you
had that ere top-hamper cleaned off 'm your
faco T might know ye. Can’s eall ye by name,

geen ye afore.”

¢ Soilaw-man, your advanced sge---ah—en-
titles you to my—sah—consideration ; but you
are inclined to be—ah—gomewhat impudent.
You can eall me Lucival, sar, and T think it is
highly probable that you have seen me in—ah—
Tnjaw. I've been in Calenttaw, sar.”’

held the massive whiskers and mustache of Mr.
Morgan Lucival.

¢ Yes, an’ it’s more "n likely ’at T have seen

tache, snd looked vastly condescending wpon

« Fact is, sir, your fig’ r-head -

now, though I'd bet wy dinner’s grog "at I've

B e S sk NS
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you there. You eay I may eall you Zucival,
did y2 77 asked Paul, with one of those pe-
culiar winke that mean 2 great deal more than
words ean express.

 Ah—yes.”

“ Well, "spose’n T was fo call that stageconch
a ship, would it be a ship

* Ah—sailaw-man, I don’t comprehend yonr
inesning.”

Mr. Morgan Lmeival elovated his eye-trows
as he spoke, and it did not cscape the keen ob-
servation of Paul that he was somewhat startjed
by the dubious simile.

¢ Well,” roturned the old man, with the ut-

... mast coolness, T just do comprebend yowr

meanin’. You mesn ag I ghould think your
name is Lucival 2" .

¢ Ab—ryour deduetion i correct.”

“Yes. Well, I hope you be all correet,
that’s all ; but blow me ’f T blieve it.”

The whiskered gentleman cast a searching
glance at the old man’s features, and seeming to
withhold half a dozen exclamations that rose to
his lips, he at length said: ]

* I see youden’t know mo. You—ah—per-
haps mistake me for some gentleman—gh—you
have seen somewhere. Coincidence of feature,
probably—or-—ah—-else you. Yes, I see itw
you thought you recognized some one else.”

Mr. Morgan Lucival turned daintily away as
he spoke, but ere he did so, Paul Marline caught
the. flash of his dark eye, as a wicked light beam-

d forth from it, and at the same moment a pass.
ing gust of wind parted the whisker on the left
chock, and the old man’s quick glance detected
a deep, broad sear, just below the ear. Paul

brought hia huge handa nervously together, and |

Yent his head in hard thought.

“Hal now I've ovcrhauled him,” the old
boatswain exclaimed, as he raised his eyes, and
followed the departing form of the Busplcmus
individual. ¢ Oho, Mister Lucival, so you've
been soundin’ me, have ye? Now I can make
out your true colors. You wanted to know
whether I knew yo. Well, I'm glad I didn’t
just then, for T cert’nly should ’a blowed if I
had. You feel safe now, I #’pose, "eause you

2

think them hairs cover up your bloody ph
Well, go it, my sweet 'un” These old hands
"ave Iaid ome sweet thirty-six ’¢ross your back,
an’ blow me ’f I don’t'b’lieve they'll lay along-
side o’ ye agin afore long.””

Thus muttered old Paul to himself, as the
object of his meditations walked out of sight, |
and it was not until quite a crowd had collected
about near him, that he recovered from the
effect of the discovery he had made. The old
gailor was somewhat nettled when he saw the
people gazing so earnestly upon him, but in a
moment he observed the respeetful deference
with which their gaze was blended, and he felt
prond of the mark. Twenty hands were in-
stinetively raised to the respectivg hats of their
owners as Panl lovked up, and with a grateful
look he returned the salutation.

The old veteran’s heart beat with a thrill of
pleasure, as bhe saw that his vory appearance
commanded the respect of his eountrymen, and
turning towards some half dozen respectable
locking tradespeople, he said :

“Tgive ye a good day, my masters.  It's’
been a Jong time since I've set foot in Old Eng.
land afore to-day, an T'm Just tekin’ an obser-
vation hke ye see. )

 seen some service, I should judge,
aid one of the tradesmen, in & res-
pectful manner.

 Atween fifty an’ sizty yoars, sir,” replied
Paul; and then, with 2 leok of pride which was-
certainly - pardonabls, he “continued: ¢ The
French, the Duteh, the Spanish, the Dane, an’
the bloody Tark ’ave allhad a shot at my old
hulk, but it’s good for Old England yet, an’ ia-
likely to be for a good many years to come.”

““Three cheers for the eld boatswainl’’
shouted .ome of the crowd, and three hearty,
whole-souled huzzas rent the air.

. They came from the very hearts of those who
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‘uttered them, and as old Paul gazed upon his

countrymen, he drew the sleeve of his jacket
aerosy his eyes to wipe: away a tear, and then,
in his deep- -toned voiee, he cried : '
“Now three for ‘Ola England I

The shout went up, and jts tones brought Os '
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ond Mazwell to the door. He soon compre-
bended the matter, and letting old Paul have
cut his burst of national enthusiasm, he approach-
ed him and laid his hand on his shoulder.

* Ah, Max.,” uttered the old man, forget-
ting everything clse in the thoughts of the dis-
covery he had made, *“ you are just the msn.
Y've made him out, from truck to kelson.”

v Made him out ?  Who, Paul 77

“The chap witk the whiskers.”

*Aba! and who is he 7"’

¢ Just what T thought.

“ And you know bim 77

“Yes, Max., just like 2 si'nolbook. They
aint a goin” any further wi' us, be they "

“ No. 8ir Philip takes the Surrey post from
here, and 1 guppose Mr. Lucival accompanies
him.”

**Then you just come out o’ the way =z bit,
an’ 1'l tell you about "im.”

Old Iuul turned to the people who still stood
around, and taking off his cap he seraped a sort
of silent farewell, which was answered by a fresh
burst of huzzas, and then he followed Maxwell
into the house.

“ Them's English hearts, Max.,” said the
¢ld man, as they reached the reading-hall.

*“Yes, and true ones, I should judge.”

“ You may say that. Ah, Max., yeu'll find
s gr}od imany such in old England.”

* And a good many nll':ms, Paul.”

4 That's the truth, an’ that Lucival's one of
‘em,’ said Paul, while s shadow flitted across
his open eountenance,

* Now, Paul,”” said Mazwell, as soon ag they
were out of carshot from those around, **what
have you learned about this fellow? for, to tell
the truth, since Captain Bt. Moorey gave me
that package for the young lady, Rosalind Hu.
bort, 1 have begun to have some strange sus-
picions.”

 Let's see,”” commeneed the old man, run-
ning over his fingers by way of certainty in his
chronoluzical ealeulation, ** there's three years
T’ve been bo’sn o' the Dunkirk, then there was
four years I was si'nal quarter-master o’ the Sux-
eex. It was seven years ago, Max. I was

-

A reg’lar Willﬂ.? ’

1

chief bo’sn’s mate o’ the old Thundersr. Ad-
miral Beauchampe bad his red flag at our main
truek, an’ & botter man, or a better sailor, never
hi'sted the British buntin’. - Well, we'd been
on a eruise down to the south’rd, aw’ had just
cast our moorin’s &t the mouth o’ the Heogly,
when a boat come off, with a dozen officers from
the Gov’nor'General, arter a man as had been
doin’ up a murder ashore. Tt scems there was
a half-pay s0’gor o some kind "at kept a kind of
a moored bumboat at one o’ the lighter piers,
an’ his wife lived and bunked wi’ ’im in the
boat.
bumboat no, he want a sailor, Max., for all
he wore the king’s frock—he was a willain, a
sneekin’ willain. 'Well, he went abonrd the
boat, an’ murdered the old so'ger, an’ theu he
tricd to murder the woman, but she jumped
overboard and swum ashare. The bloody thicf

knew "twas no usc to give chase, so he just took

all the money-—ye see he knowed where “twas,
"eause he'd seen 'm have it—an’ then ke haunled
his wind an’ run. Well, these shore officers
come aboard as soon as we had got our hooks
down, an’ there was alet o’ so’gers an’ a women
wi' 'em. Old Beanchempe knowed in 2 minute
there was somethin’ to pay, sn’ so he teok the

wistt kind o’ eivil like, an’ axcd the officers into

his eabin,  Arter they’d heen in therea little

while, the old admiral eome out an’ had all -

hands calied to muster. T wae stationed on the
forccas’le, yo koow. I allers prided mypelf op
my call,
fleet ’at you could. hear further nor mine. Well,
a8 I was sayin’, just as I passed the call for all
hands to muster aft, I happened to cock my
starb'rd eye down the fore-hateh, an’ what should
I'see but one o the fore-to’mast hands just
skulkin’ away under the water-tanks.
first idee, Max., was to take a rope’s end an’

rowse 'im out o’ that—then thinks I—ye know,

Max., second thoughts is best?”
“ Yes,” answered Maxwell.

t#And old Paul Marline don’t think for

“noth’ n, neither.””

** That's true, Paul,” the young man reiurn-
ed, while a smile, in spite of his anxious curi-
osity, lit up his features.

Well, one night a sailor come aboard the

’causo there wa’nt & whis'le’ in the'.

Now my
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«Well,” the old man continuved, as he cast
bis eyes about to see that no one was overhear-
ing them, *‘I knowed ’at as long as the sweet
'un was in there I had 'm, =0 I just let him
be an’® reported all up from for'rd. Then the
purser’s stew'rd began to call the roll. The old
*ooman stood cloce to the capst’n, an’ as the
men, one arter another come ‘round, she took
an obserwation o’ their faces, but she let ’em
pocs wi'out any trouble. Bime by they called
for Bunk Wulland, but there wa™mt no Bunk
Walland come. * Where s he ¥ says the ad-
miral, “T'il find bim, sir,” says I. * That's xight,
Paul,” says he. Ho allers called mo Paul—
kind o’ familiar Yike, ye sce. Well, T just put
about an’ steered for the fore-hold, an’ ye'd bet-
ter believe, Max. ., ‘at Mister Bunk Walland

come out o' that quick—an’ no sooner ’d he put
his foot on the guarter-deck ’an the old 'coman
give a jamy rite upin the air like a shot porpus.
¢ That's the man !’ says she, in 2 reg’lar scream.

©

Mister Bunk Walland tried to come the into-
cent, but ’twan’t no go. P'raps if he hadn't
sneaked nway go he'd stood a better chance, but .
'twag all over wi’ ’im now. They knowed be
was the murderer, an’ so they lugged ’im off.”’

“Bpin it quick, Paul,” interrupted Max-
well, ** for the coach is at the door.””

“Well, go I will. ’Taint bat a few words.
Mister Bunk Walland was put into the boat,
an’ till he got ashore he acted as docile 2s a
chicken, but just as they shot up into the dock
he parted the laghin’ on his arms an’ jumped
overbonrd. One o’ the so'gers struck “im wi’
his cutlass, an’ cut 'im right across the jarb’rd
cheel, but the willain got elear by swimmin’
under the wharf. Now, Max., that Mister Mor-
gan Lmcival is nobody but Bzmk Walland&l )
There!”

*¢ Are you sure of t.his, Paul 7

< Just agsure as Fam ’at I’in Paul Marlma "

5 Ab, there’s the coach.”




CHAPTER V.

A VILLAIN ON

THE route {rom Winchester to Windsor, |

at the time of which we write, was some-
what tiresome and tedious. Not that the scene-
ry lacked interest, or that the way was destitute
of objects caleulated to excite the admiration,
and even veneration, of the traveller; but the
mail contra®igebliged the post-coaches to romain
at Winchester, three days in the week, till after
noon, and then the route to Windsor had to be
made that night.

When the coach Jeft the hotel there were only
two passengers inside, both strangers, and Max-
well and Paul on the outside, togather with the
mail guard and driver. Sir Philip and Mr.
Lueival had remained bokind for the more
direct route, as they said, throngh Surrey.

“ How happencd you to discover that ihis
man, who calls Lirazelf Tuaival, was the villain
who murdered the bumboat man ¥ asked young
Maxwell of the cld man, &3 the coach ruached
the open country outside of Winchester.

* Why,” returned Paul, ** you see the bloody
~ seamp mistrusted ’at T knowed ’im, an’ g0 ho

put on a bold face an’ hailed me. Ho talked a

THE CIIASE.

sort o' outlandizh jargen, an’ made all sorts o’
strange idecs, "eanse I'd locked at "im so sharp.
Well, he turned away wi’ the idee "at I didn’t
know him, an” just at that momeont I'Rgtehed
his eye, an’ the wind blowed open his wh slter,
an’ T seed the scar on hig lab’rd cheek ’at the
so'ger made wi' the cutlass. But I Enowed
him, Max., afore T sced the scar, for the look he
give me wi’ that eye o’ his’n was just croagh tn

nab him. I knowed them colors llke a8t nal-u ‘

bock.” : .

*¢ There’s something strange about this affair,”
uttered Mazwell.
Sir Einhp kaows the real character of his com-
panion T :

' Well, T don’t know ’bout that,”’ returned
Pzul, with a dubious shake of the head. ¢ It’s
more nor likely ’at he don’t—Wbnt then what can
he be doin’ wi’ such a feller, any how 2

¢ Perhaps he has contrived to ingratiate him-
self into Sir Philip’s good praces by palming
himself off a3 some travelling gentleman,” sug-
gested the young man, morve by way of advane-
ing a possibility, than by expressing an opinion.

4 Can wk*be possible that '

- .
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.“You mean, he's beenr tryin’ to ‘come the
#o’ger over Sir Philip ?” ' *

“ch Paal.””

“Yes——-weﬂ——maybe 80, # fall from the old
man’s lips, in o tone which plainly indicated
that it came from an unwillingsess to dispute
Mazwell's ideas, especially as he could not con-
fidently do so. *‘But, look here, Max.,” he
continued, * what was all that whisperin’ an’
ai’nalizin’ about?  An’ then what is Sir Philip
go alkulky abous 1"

These were questions that Maxwell could not
answer, and he did not feel that he could even
hazatd an opinion, so he thought, rather than to

- spoak.

At this moment the driver turned in hlS aeat,
and venturcd a remark to old Paul, and ina
fow moments the veteran was in his element, ex-
patiating upon the ascendency of the royal navy

" .over everything else in the world.

Maxwell was thus for a few moments left to
his own thoughts. e dwelt with an unwonted
degree of interest upon the circamstances that
had transpired, and at length he found himself
pmpoundmg to his own mind the query as to
the manner in which the affair could affect Hitn.
He knew not how o explain the matter to him-
self. He could only tell that it Aad stirred up
his sou! with an exciting anxziety, and that he
would, if possible, reach the bottor of it. Not
enly was there a certainty of Lucival’s being a

: ld not only was thes
his cqnnection with e 1hp, but sbout- the
bavonet himself there was a suspicion, which,
however dark and dubious it might be, was a
buspieinn still. Teo be sare, it wass rmere neb-
ula ip the sea of uncertainty, but 3ét “the
thowght, the ides, had fastened itself upon the
young man's mind, and nothing short of 4n en-

suspicious in

" tire clearing up of the mystery could throw it

off. Whether such an évent might ever hap-
pon remained yet to be seen.
Magwell would have preferred to  remain

" master of his own reflections, at least, for a while

longer, but the mail goard evinced a decided
penchant for conversation, and 4t length the
young officer threw off his selfish mood and
joined with him ; nor did he repent his conde-
seension, for th@ guard was thoroughly: mquamtr-
ed with English life and manners, havmg been
for 'many years 4 police officer, and in his eon-
versation, Maxwell found much to intercst and
instruct. The various points of interest on the.
route were as the pages of a primer to the guard ;
und to one in our hero’s position_ his _explana-
tions and remarks were not oniy timely, but
they were really sérviceable ; for ome who felt
himself an Englishman, and, yet, at the age of
twenty years, was entering the kingdom for the
first time, most assuredly necded a thoroughly
versed traveller for his own information.

Thus passed the time till nightfall. A light,
flecey vapor, that had been gradually gathering
and working ity way up from the vales and mea-
dow lands, now reached its shadowy curtain into
the heavens, so that the gentle stars were shnt
out from their vigils, and though not really
gloomy in its aspect, yet the night was darker
than usual. The coach.had entered the con-
fines of Berkshire, and the driver Wwas urging
his horses on, so 2s to reach the inn wlwxa he
was to change horses, and allow hig p#sssengers
to obtain their suppers, when the mail guard,
who had talien a seat by the side of Maxwell,
above the driver’s box, suddenly stopped in his
conversation and bent his ear towarqls the road

‘over which they had eome,

A npoise which woul cely bave fallen
upon the ears of the cominl traveller, wag sure
to atouse the ever wﬁbehful vigilance of the
guard of the English mail, for ere the raﬂways
began to gird the kingdom with their iron
bands, there was no point towards which the
cupidity of the highwayman was more attracted
than towards the mail- -bags ; but the mtrordue-
tion of Mr. Palmer’s plan of. contractxrg with
the regular stage coach% for-'its conveyance,
under the immediate care of a guard had some-
what obviated this danger, though not efitirgly.
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““Do ye hear that, sir 7’ asked the guard,

after listening for several moments.

“To what do you allude ¥ asked Maxwell,
who had heard nothing in particular.

“ Do you not hear that curricle behind us ?”

¢«] hear a wagon of some kind,” returned
Maxwell, as the sound of distant wheels for the
first time foll upon his ear, *“ but I am not abls
to tell what it is.”

* Ng, I suppose not,” remarked the guard,
with a swile. ‘¢ You, whose only accent to
awaken alarm is the sound of the waking tem-
pest, or the roar of the ememy’s cannon, can-
not be cxpeeted to know the nature of our shore
contrivances from their mere sound.”

“ Don't ye let that go so, Max.,” interrupted
old Pavl, who had caught the remark of the
guard, and who had thereupon turned gquickly
in bis scat.  * Tell "im the roar of the enemy’s
gans is music to every true English sailor.
There aint no alarm in them things, no more n
there is in the pipe to grog.”

Maxwell smijed at the old man’s sensitive-
ness on this partieulas point, and turning te the
guard, he remarked :

“ The old man has faced the ememy’s guns
for over fifty years, sir, and of course, you will
yield bim that peint?”

“ Certainly, and with pride,” roturned the
guard, as he raised his hat respectfally to the
old boatswuin,

“ Somctimes, p'raps,”’ gaid old Paul, rather
apologotically, for he was moved to a sense of
his whimsieality by the guard’s affability, * there
be a fuw hearts ‘at beat rather quick time when
they sec an enemy's line-o’-battle ship loomin’
up to wind'rd, but when the first broadside
comes there aint no more fear.  Ev'ry English-
man’s a lion arter the ememy burns his first
powder.”

Prul turned, after this explanation, to resume
his eonversation with the driver, and Maxwell
remarked to his companion :

“ You allud:d to the sound of those wheels;
what is there strange about them 7"’
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“Why, I have been listening to them for
some time back, and there is romething curious,
to eay the least, in their movement. 1t isa
curricle, as you can observe by its gound, for it
has only two wheels, and 8 evidently drawn by
two horses. For the last half hour it has fol-
lowed very near to. us, and though perfectly
able, yet it does not pass, but contrives to main-
tain just about such a distance in our rear.”

+ And what do you judge from that ¢ asked
Maxwell.

« Simply that some one is dogging the eoach,”
answered the guard, as he again bent his ear
towards the point from whence the scund pro-
ceeded. ¢ There, do you notice that? They
are walking their horscs now, though you are
aware that they bave level ground on which to
travel.”

The stage-cozch was now ascendmv a gentle
eminence, and the driver had allowed hls horaes
to come to a walk, and now that the cireum-
stance had been pointed out to him, the young
man could easily perceive that whoever were

following them had also hauled their animwals ..

up to a walk.

« What’s the matter aloft, there 7"’ asked old
Paul, again turning towards -those who were
seated above him.  ** Anything hove in sight
astern 7’

*“ No, nothing in Purtxcular, ” returned Qs
mond. " We only heard a carriage of some
kind, and my ﬁ-ﬁd here has been explaining
to me what it is/ N\

st Larnin’ to make ouk shore si'maly, eh?”
uttered Payl, with a chuckle, aguin resuming
his look-out ahead.

« Never migd,” the % id, as he settled
bachmto his seat,  we “ahalt ];aul up in the
course of fifteen minutes, an :
ricle passes, we can make it out.™ e

Although tho guard had ev;denﬂ;c’resolved
upon bestowing no more attention 3
lowing sounds, yet his mind, habit
to sach watchfulness, would bend in that Hirec-
tion, and his conversational powers wére propor-
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‘tionally ernshed. The vehicle still fllowed, at
about the same distance as when first noticed,
and while yot the young officer listened, a sud-
den suspicion flashed across his mind, and it
came, too, in a somewhat tangible shape. The
image thus called up in Osmond’s brain had a
form and feature, and it also—a circumstance
yarve with sudden Busplelon.,-——-ha.d somewhat of
reason upon which to rest.

route thus far, and then turning towards his

eompanion, he remarked, in ag careless a tone|

‘as possible :

* You said that was a curricle behind us.”

“Yes, sir”

* With two horses?”

“ YVog”? :

“ And have you any 1dea. of where such a
vehzcle might be obtained ¥’

“0,; nnywhere in the laige villages through
which we have passed,” answered the guard,

and then placing his finger’s ends upon his fore-

head, as if to aid him in concentrating his
thoughts, he continued, to himgelf : -

“Let's see—Bingle had no curriele in his
stable. Wyman had one, but %e had only one
horse. . Withers hpd no carriagea atall in. Al
gone to tlie race at White Church It roust
have come from Winchester.”?

¢ Winchester, did you say?” quickly aslced
Osmond, as he eaverly caught the guard’s Jast
mm-zrk
P « Yes—it must have come from Winchester,

‘ronds, which is very probable—though at all
eventa, I think 1t 1:3 somebody following the
eonch.””

Again Maxwell sank back into his own
thoughts, which- segmed to have been rendered
“mote pointed from the information he had just
obtamed ‘but in a few moments more the twink-
hng hﬂhts ahead announced that the village was
néar, ‘and ere Io_n the coach came to 8 stop in
front of the inn where the passengers were to
take suppor.

4 Driver,” asked Maxwall “how long shall

A few moments he.
reflocted upon the circumstances attending the

¢
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“ Well,” replied the functionary thug ad-
dressed, in his peculiar matter-of-fict manner,
“ got to change the mail—take supper—eee to
the horses—pick up two passenpers.
over half an hour.”

“ Aud how far i 1s it to Windsor 27 .

¢ Eight miles an’ a half.” ‘

Mazwell took old Paul by the buttonhufe of
his jacket, and led him one side.

* Paul, we are followed by some one.”
“ Followed, eh?” roturned tho old man,
gazing with wpraised eyebrows at the face of
hlS protege, just revealed by the light of the
coach lamp. *“'Lhen there was somethin?
astern 77 :
- Yea, Paul, and T have reason to helieve
that it iy us they are after.. The guard thinkd
the carriage that has been in our wake must
have come from Winchester.””

¢ Blow me, Max., ’f I don’t believe you're
right. That Mister Morgan Lucura.l aint et~
isfied wi’ his look at me.”

* Yes, and there’s something more than that,' .
you may depend, Paul,” returned Maxwell, a8
he bent his head a moment in deop thought.

“Tt's me they be after, if anyhody, for cer-
t'nly nobody wants you, Max.”

¢ Perhaps not, but nevertheless, who over-
hauls Paul Marline, must weather Osmond
Mazwell's broadside first.” o

¢ (tod bless you, Max.,” exclaimed the old
man, 3 he grasped his companién by the hand.
“ We'll sink or float, just a3 God's willin’, but
it "Il be alongside o* cach other, wont it 2"

“Yes, it will, Paul,” Mazwell said, from the
bottom of his heart. ¢ Yes, it will. The gale
cannot blow that shall separate us, till the Al
mighty’s eall shall summons one of us to heaven.
But supper i3 réady——now you go in and eat
yours, while I stand and watch outside ; and
when you've done, you can relxeve me. If Sir
Phthp or his wllanous compamon, one or hoth,
are following us, wo chall have the weather-
gago of them, for the quick ear of the guard
has detected them, when no one elsa on the
face of the sarth would havé noticed that there -

we stop here 17

was any one atall in our wake. Go, now, and

I be :
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bear s hand, Paul, for T'm as hungry as a half-
rationed foretopman.”

With a characteristic ** Ay, ay, sir,” the old
gailor obeyed without further remark, and as
soon: a8 he had disappeared within the honse,
Iaxwell set himsclf upom the watch. The
young man listened attentively for the ap proach
of the carriage he had heard behind the coach,
but thourh he waited patiently for over ten
minutes he hesed nothing from it.  This eir-
eumstance more than ever confirmed him in the
suspi-ions he had entertained, and whon Paul
came at length to relieve him, he stated the
weight which the non-appearance of the eurriele
had on bis mind, but left it to the old sailor's
own judgment to follow such a course as he saw
fit.

For a few moments after Mazwell had gone
in to his supper, old Panl remained standing
just where his protege had left bim, but ere long
he muttered to himself:

“*Taint no use stan'in’ kers, ’cause ’f them
fallers bo follerin’ us they wont be likely to
ghow 'emselves. I know what it is. That ere
hlondy willain, Mister Bunlk Walland, or Luei-
val, as he calls 'imself, is just afeared o’ me,
*cause I knows 'im, an’ he thiuks to clap a stop-
per on my tongue. L'll just haul my wind out
o’ this an’ git somewhere =0 a8 to take on obser-
vation, that's what I'll do.”

About s hundred rods from the imn, from
which point the village lights had first been dis-
tinguiahablc to the travellers, there was an abrupt
curve in theroad, where it swept around a small
wood-crowned knoll. Qld Paul had noticed it
as he came along, and towards this point he
turned his steps.  Kre be reached it, however,
ho clambered cver the hedge and took his way
slongthreugh the fi:ld beyond, keeping as near
in towards the hedg> as possible, until ho came
to the foot of the knoll. Here he listened a
moment, but hearing nothing, save the light
moaning of the wind through the follage above
him, he crept up to the summit, and turned his
head towards the road. To eyes so inured to
dorkness as were Paul Marline'’s, the present
sable curtsin precented no inswrmountable ob-

stacle to his vision, though of course he found
eome difficulty in following the course of the
road ata distance of more than one or two rode,
The otd man placed his open hand above his
eyes, contracted his brows till the lids almost
wet, and then began to define the abjects ahead
of him. Two or three minutes had ke remain-
ed thus, and was upon the point of giving up,
when he deteeted o dark objeet just looming up
above a clump of shrub-caks which grew by the
roadside, and presently he made out a second
object like the first. Movitg the branches gen-
tly on either side, 50 as to make as little ‘noise
as possible, Paul erept down the opposite slope
of the hill towards the shrub-oaks. '

As the old man neared the spot, he settied.
upon his hands and knees, and at length found
a place where he eould peep through the hedge,
and it required but a moment to reveal to hig
gaze a light, open vehicle, to which were at-
tached two horses, and containing two men.
One of them, in a voiee which Paul had never
before heard, was just asking a question, the
gist of which the old man conld not gathet, but -
the other’s answer assured him :

0, no,”” returned the second occupant of the
enrriclo, in & voice which Paul at once recogni-
zed as that of Mr. Mergan Lucival, ¢ that
wouldn't do, for the old bo’sn knows me, or at
any rate, he suspects me, and if I ghould show
myself he'd baul his wind and run.”

“Vell, "t don’t matter,” said the first speak-
er, in a careless sort of a tone ; * spose I Ga\.,
tip his vink alone. I've tip'd.a Bow-street
afore now ven I hadn’t half the chance. You
pay.an’ Pl vork. You'll.be salisficd an’ a0
vill hi~~that’t the hidee.”

*Yes, £o that you stop his glab. I've got
business on my hands, and if he does know me,
and I'm sure he does, he’ll blow, and I’ll e
nabbed.”

“JAn’” that 'd be a finish, vouldn’t it 9" rath-
er consolingly remarked the cockney. < But
don’t be honeasy. I'll dowse the bo'sa vile yon
goes on to Lunnun, an’ 7 vont blow, FOU 1may
be sure.” ,

Here the conversation settled into a common-

P
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place monotony, and untl the post-horn an-

. hounced that the ecoach was about to start Paul

heard 1o more of interest, and ereeping back by
the way he had come, he reached the inn Jjust a8

‘the mail-gnard was clambering up into his

Beat.
* Sce anything, Paul 7’ asked Maxwell, who

. yet stood upon the ground,

“Yes, an’ heard, too. But you'll have to
wait till we drop anchor in Windser, ’eause ye

gee that puard man's got his own seat agin, an’

we can't talk.  It'llbe werry pleasant when you
hear i, Maxz.” '

The coach sfarted on its way, and once or
twice during the remainder of the route, the
sound of follow_ing wheela were: heard. Max-
well was taciturn and thoughtful with anxiety
and doubt, but old Paul, who was saloge the
present object of threateﬁing evil, went again
into his yarn-spinning with the driver, as though
nothing had happened.




CUAPTER VL

AW ENEMY BOTH SUBTLE AND YTOWERYUL.

. T the botel in Windsor, Maxwell obtained
& a double-bedded apartment, into whick
both himself and Paul had their bagzage carried,
and as the night was already far advanced when
they arrived, they soon sought their room. The
cld man seated himsclf in a chair, and placing
his broad hands upon his knees, be rolated to
his protege all that be had seen-and heard from
his hiding-place behind the hedge. Maxwell's
eyes snapped and eparkled as his compunion con-
tinued, and over his face swept & variety of un-
wonted emotions. Had the meditated evil been
simed agoingt himself, he would have only been
nerved to a feeling of utter defiance ; bub that it
was meant for the head of the old man who had
been to him a father and constant protector,
roused the tiger in his bosom, and the moment
Paul had closed his narrative, the youth ex-
claimed ;

# 'l not see Lord Wilton, till this villain is
in my clutches ; but I'll not spill his blood——the
earth sholl not be cursed with its noizome
stream. The hongman’s rope shall be his
death.”

€

¢ Don’t be rash, Max.,” said Paul, in & tons
and manner that showed his course of action was
laid out, **for this Mister Lucival will be off for
Lunnun afore ‘you or I can clap a stopver on
‘im, an’ ag for “tother willain, I shall know "im.
afore he can hurt anybody. 'The best thing we
can do, is to let Tuecival go, ’cause maybe, by
keepin® sight o’ him, we may make out some o

the rest o’ "em.  Heaint alone, Mux you may '
depend on "’ . \km
“ No, 1 think not,” roturncd Machll ina

thoughtfal mood, but seeming to have coinecided
with the old man’s ideas.

I know he aint. I tell yo, Max., there’s
a reg’lar plot~a real W1llanous plot, in this ere
aﬁﬂlr 1 i

+ There’s one thing T'm glad of, at any rate,”
Maxwell said. ‘

“ What’s that 7"’

s 'l‘hnt Sir Phlhp has nothing to do with this
matter.”’

* Then you thmk he hasn’t?’

+ Certainly I do, Paul. TLwucival hasevident- -

ly excused himeelf away from the barenet, in

m?c} es.:
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order to get you out of the way without his

. knowledge, for though there is something strange:

about Sir Philip, yet I think that as far as his
oonnection with this villain is eoncerned, he is a
dupe rather than an accomplice. Probably
Lueival is afraid that you will inform Sir Philip
of hig real character.”?
01d Paul gazed at Maxwell for a full minute
without speaking, his mind, the while, sceming
to dwell with his own thoughts, rather than
with what his componion had said; but at
length he uttered, in slow, measared, and pecu-
liarly emphasized nccents
-4 Yes——well—hope you be correch, Max
At any rate, I shan’t argufy on that p
Bir Philip be innceent I shall be--——glai that il
all.”?
“8oshall T, Panl.  But we'll turn in now,
and in the morning we'll talk over the matter.”
The old man knew that his protege was fa-
. Higued, and without furthor remark he proceed-

" ed to divest hims:If of his clothes, and ere long

the two shipmates were locked in that sweet
slumber, the bars of which no sin can shake,

“sad no guilt-heaved consclence unloosen.

¢ The-morning dawned, and with the first
streams of ydlow light, old Paul was * on his
pegs.” His movements aroused Maxwell, and
it was agreed that they should take a walk be-
fove breakfast. After Paol had got his morn-
/ing’s grog be tock Maxwell under his guidance,
‘and together they took & turn down by the
Everything in that old city possessed
such interest for the young man that little was
smid on the subjsct of the events of the preced-

ing evening, and wuntil the hour for breakfast|

he feastod his eyes on the grand® spurces of curi-
osity that everywhere met his gazg.

After breakfast the young man made inqui-
ries respeciing Lord Wilton, and from one of
the gentlemen in the reading-room, he learned
that bis lordship, having had company from

London, had left Windsor Castle, and taken|
~rooms at the hotel near the park. Maxzwell
. felt'a little anzious about leaving Paul, and

would the old man have econmsented he would

- have had his company ; but Paul was no hand

for high assoolations when not particularly in-
vited, and assuring his protege that there was -
no danger, and cven langhing at the bore idea,
be persuaded him to make himself easy on his
account, s at =9 early an hour as he judged
would be expedient, Maswell left his old friend
and toock a eoach for Lord Wilter's hotel.
Having been set ‘down ab the door of the
hotel, our hero entered the hall, and having'
sent his card up, soon received a summons from
one of his lordship’s own servants to follow him.
Maxwell was ushered into a sumptuous apart.
ment, through the windows.of which flogted the .

fragrance of a thousand sweet scented flowors,

wh;le around upon the carved walls were sus-
ponded some of the choicest paintings of the
day. Lord Wilton arose from a deep-seated
lolling-chair in whieh he had been reclining,
and received the young officer with an air of
cool politeness. L
< Mr. Maxwell, Lord Wilton is b your gexr-
vice,” paid the gentleman, as he' extended his
hand. ! ‘

“And I at Lord Wilton’s,” replied- the
young man, not at al abzshed by the stern, and
somewhat austere manner of his lordship. I
bear despatches, sir, from the Governor Gener-
al of British India, and also & note from Cap-
tain 86 Meorey.”
© * Aha,” uttered his lordship, as he put forth
his hands tc receive the documents, his face ro-
laxing somewhat of its sterimess as he found
his visitor entrusted with matters of such im--
portance.  ** Be seated, Mr, Maxwell. Thore
are books and papers.”

Lord Wilton pointed to a tabIe as he spoke,

but ere Maxwell took the prcﬁ'ered seat, he had -
discovered that there was a thitd party in the
room, snd while his host was reading St
Moorey's lstter, he could nof but allow . his
eyes to rest for a moment upon the object that
had so unexpectedly met his gaze.

Upon a low ottoman, in one -of the deep al-
coves that let in 2 gothic window, ai the oppo-
site side of the apartment, sat a female, whe
held wpon ker lap a large gilt-hound volume,

the leaves of which she was busily engaged in. -




By ]

turnize over, 23 if zcerehing out some pertienlar
poge. T her aze bod keps paee with the wo-

munly developiients thet were visible in her

ace, then ghe must hiave been somewhere ip
the neizhborhood of eighteen or nineteen years
of age.  The falling eurls that swept down in
surny ringlets over her shoulders. partially hid
the check nd temple, but yet in the slightly
(irecian profle the mein features of the face
were visihle, and a man mere deeply skilled in
physiognomical beanty than was Osmond Max-
well would Lave hesitated ere ho passed that
face withont bestowing upon it the second look.

There was at tho prosens time a shade of pen-
give melancholy overshadowing the fair features,
hut it detractzd nothing from the life of the pic-
ture, but rathcr gave more soul, more depth,

to the brow that gat Tike a regal gem above the
benuties beneath. In form, the lady was neith-
er small mor large, neither tail nor short, but if
one might judge of tho whole by the revealed
parts, as she sab upon the ottoman, she would
appear to possess one of those forms in which,
health Jeads graco by the hand, bold enough to
command reepect, and yet roliring enough to
repel undue familiarity. 8he was avrayed in a
gimple black satin robe, in the bosom of which
aparklﬁd a diamond brooch, the enly piece of
jewelry that essayed to vie with her own person-

al charms, exeept we notice a small emerald
that encircled one of her white fingers.

Tpon this fair hoing, Maxwell might have
gazed for an hour without realizing the presence
of aurht clee, had not a motion of the lady’s
head brougut her face to’vardr:hzm He canght
the soft tight of ker lustrous eyes, however, be-
fore they aatus.l]y vested wpen him, and then he
tarned his gaze towards Lord Wilton.

As his lordship read part way threugh St
Moorey’s letter, the lines of his countenanes he-
gan to recol.e themeelves into a more kindly
Taol, but be raised not his eyes from the sheet
t1 he had read it to the end.  Then the gentle
feelings that hod been gradually growiag upon
his features warmed to a look of generous friend-
ghip, and a3 he laid the letter upon a table at
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ing his visitor, he extended his h.nd zaying, a8

he did so:

My dear siv, T am under obligations to St.
Moorey, for sending you to me, and I deem it
on honor, sir, to make your regnaintance.”’
Maxwell’s eyes grew moist beneath the pon-
erous kindness of the old noble, and his nother
lip trembled as he retwrmed :

I know net the outward forms and expros-
siona of your titled cireles, my lovd, but believe
me, your kindness makes warm a heart that X
trust will prove worthy eof it.”

“You have already proved yourself worthy
the %mdncqs of every Englishman, sir,”” Wilten
replied.  ** 8t. Moorey has given me in his let-
ter an epitome of your lifo, and you may rest
assured that you will be .received with respect
by the lords fo whom you are commissioned.
If it so please you, you can remain in Windsor
for several days to eome, and during that time
you may consider my hotel your home.”

T should be happy so to do, sir,” Maxwell
said, whilo hiz heart swelled with gratitude,
“but T foar my business will call me away.*

“ 0, no,” geturned his lordship, I know
the nature of the despatehes you bear, and any
time within a week will answer for their delivery;
and besides, I will be respomsible for your
delay.”

Lesides those to the lords of the admiralty, and

would be of little avail.”
“Q, yes, yes,” Lord Wilton mtered whilo

perhaps T ean help you out of that, too—at
least, I will make the attempt.  Rosa,”” he con-
tinued, turning towards the Ia{}y who sat in the
aIcove

" The lady arbse {rom the low ottoman at the
gound of Lord Wilton’s voice, and Inying ket
book aside, she advanced towards the gentlemen.

¢« Tfr. Maxwell,” =aid his lordehip, allow me
the pleasare of introducing to your acquaintance
the Lady Rosolind Hubert. Rose, this is an

his side, ke arose from his seat, and approach-

officer of our navy, just arrived from Caleutts.”

“ Bat, gir, T have another packags to deliver said Rosalind, as goon as they were Qnee more

I fear that in that guarber your exeuse ‘f(f%{_’i

a peeuliar light overspread his countenance.
¢ 8¢, Moorey mentioned the circumstanees But -

may not spenk without prejudice, but yet T can
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¢The danghter of Lord Colford?” uttered
Maxwell, as he advanced a step.

“ The game.”

In the breast of Osmond Mazwell there were
sonte strange emotions, as ho folt the warm hand
of Rosalind- Hubert ‘laid with a modest, yet
frank grace within his own, Had his expecta’
tioms prepared him for the interviow, he might
have counted upon the cost of his emotions, but
as it wag, they came whelming over his soul,
with a power that utterly debarred him from con-
conling or mlmr"nbmg them, and foremost among
them all stood the image of that man who was
to take her father’s place as her earthly guar-
dian ; but the young man quickly guelled his
éxterior embairasgment, and in 2 tone snd man-
ner of open-hearted, gentle frankness, which a

life on the gecan’s cradling bosom gives to her|

noblest sone, he Welcomed her to his acquain-
tance.

Rosalind Hubert gazcd up into *the face of
the young officer as she heavd the sound of his
voite, and ever her own fair features there swept
a shade of some sudden thought. She did not
tremble, nor did she hesitate in her manner, but
there was an carnestness id her gaze—a sort of
inquiting look, that marked her comport, which
could not eseapo the notice of Osmond.

“ Youare from India, then, Mr. Mazwell

seated..
¢ YE;,&* lady. My shxp anchored in Ports—
g;j ih only the rhy before yesterday.”

“ And did youknow my father P” asked sho,
while a bright tear trombled in her eye.

1 did know him, l=dy, as one who was be-
loved by all his acquaintance, and kis memory
I know to be embalmed in hhe hearts of 2ll who
knew him.”

“Yes, M. Maxwell, T believe . A ohild
g2y from my heart, that 1 have lost a_noble,
generous and doting father. Hoaven bless
him, and give i 2 better home.”

The fair girl wiped the tear from her cheelk
as'she spoke, and though she thus let forth the
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not of that kind that intrudes itself, A month
liad passed since she had, first lesrned of her
father’s death, and the sorrow that had ab first
broke open the deep fountains of her soul’s most
bitter grief had now settled down into that
calm resignation that marks the meck spirit of
the Christian woman. The sllusion to her de-
parted parent had brought forth the tear, but it
had now performed its holy mission, and the
calmness of her soelal bearing was restored.

In an instant the yoang men marked the
change, and in a tose now freo from all com-
straint; save such ag his nalive modesty imposed,
he said:

, #*Tiad I known, lady, that you were here, I
rn”ight have takenadvantage of the ciretmstanoe,
for I have a package for you.” :
“ From my uncle ¥’

¢ No—it is from the governor general. Your
unele hag already arrived.”

“Bir Philip arrived 17 uttered Rosalind, in
a tone half of surpriee, and half of disappoint-
ment, but without any manifestation of satisfac-
tion. :

“ Yes,”” returned Mazwell, * he came in the
coach with me 'as far, 28 Wmchester, but there
he took - the more direst route through Surrey.”
“ And he goet divectly to London?”

¢ Yes, lady—so he told. me.”’

¢ Then, my lord,” said the'lady, turning to
Wilton, *“I ghall have to leave you at once, for
it is abgolutely necessary thaq'I should be in

| London to reccive my uncle, for you know he

eomes with the power of attorney, and much of
the business, in its detail, will require my
presence.”’ -
Lord Wilton remained in a deep thought for
a moment, and then, in w kind of caleulating
manner which marked all his business, he s2id :
** Yeg, T think you will have to go, Rosn; and
did not cireumstances prevent, I would accom-
pany you. Chapplebar and Morduant artz}"bﬁth
in Bath, and T know not that it weuld be* 13750-
per for you to wait their return, se——Al, A
had like to have forgotten—here is Mr Max- E
well, just in season. If you will accept hxs e

silent messenger of her soul, yet her griof was

cort, I will let you'go at once.”

"
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Rosalind sniled a silent asscnt to her host,
and then tarning to the young man, with the
smile still upse her face, she sald:

“Tf it wonld be no inconvesmiende to you,
gir ’

*{n the enntrary, lady,” relurned Mazwell,
with a <dght tamultaousness of the bosom, but
in an o~y und graecful ton2, meverthcless, < it
weald wfford we a pleasure to be thus honoered.”™

“Anl now, when chall we go, my lexd ¥
asire ] T aliord,

“ That may be as it suits your eonvenicnes.
My yachs b5 at your service at any time.”’

* Then lev it ba aftor an carly dinner toanor-
e, sald the lady.

< That Wil do,” replicd Lord Wilton, ** pro-

There were some curious emotions in the
bhogom of Osmond Maxwell, as he turned {rom
Lord Wilton’s hotel.  The imsge of Rosalind
Hubert floated through his brain, and with it
came a host of others. Ilvr almost hoavenly
loveliness, her mild and charming manner, ber
soft welancholy, and her orphan situstion, were
points that dwelt upon Maxwell's heert with a
peentiar power.  Then his thounghts roveried to
Sir Philip, the man who was, for a time, at
least, to sway the parentsl sceptre over her des-
tinics. His mind, already wrought up to sus-
picion, now lest itself in a sort of doubt and
anxiety that fuirly surprised himseif” when he
realized its full power; but however strange it
may geem—and, indeed, we know not why ib

wilid the windand wentherave favoralle.  You should be strange ab all—he resolved that, if it

wil dine with me to-morrw, Mr. Maxwell, and
then wy erew will tuke you to Lendon; and,
by he-way, St Meorey tells me in his letter,
thot old Puul Murline is with you.”’

“Yes, my lood.”

* Then les hin ewae.
poet for that ol sea doyg.”

Thus marters were arranged Letwoon oue bera
and hix new acquaintmees, anl after an hoar's

T Liave a poonliar res-

. . . 1
conunon-place conversation, dwiing which Lard

Wilten grew warmer in Lis adwiration of the
youny officer, and dufing which, alzr, the st
restraint of raturad tizddity between Maxwell
end the ludy had worn off, tha youth took his
leave, promizing to call the noxt duy, bring old
Poulland the puckagze fiom the governer gon-
eral, take dinner. and then start for London.

1aid in his power, he would protect her,

Toar Osmond Mazwelll When he told St.
Maorey that his hears was strong, be knew not
what subtle cnemies might tesct is.  He had,
from a vague suepicion, imagined » giant evil to
be arrayed against Rosalind Hub-rt, cod Ae had
resolved to be her pro‘ecter! o asked not
himself whenee came the fecling, but he prob-
lally thought it was only the natnral vesult of a
desire to befriend the lady, as he would have
done tawards any one else !

Bavh Is the feeling which a man experiences
't onee in & life-time. It comes in the darck,
fandd must kindle its own flame ia the heart, and
“tis not until the flame mounts to a gwjng

| dizeavered.

.
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light, that the miseheivous incondiary is ‘faii)i‘fy"- -~4igeged in reading a newspaper which he held

CHAPTER VII.

J

ﬁ‘?\\ FTER Maxwell had loft for Lord Wilton's,
m& old Pau] remained sometime in the read-
ing-room, engaged in conversation with an elder-
ly gentloman who had managed to work himself
into the old sailor’s good graces, Nearly an
hour was passed in this way, when Paual’s at-
tention was avrested by the appearance of a
dashing looking fellow, who sat on the opposite
gids ofitle apartment, and who pretended to be

before him, but over the top of which his eyes
would oceasionally peep towards himself. The
old man - thought there was more meaning in

£ THOE MAN-TRAT.

The old gentleman with whom Paul had been
conversing had left, and, one after another, the -
people arose from; the- tables and went out, il
at length the old man and the individual with
the goap-locks were left alone. Tn a few mo-
ments the latter person folded his paper noatly
up, and, perhaps in a state of mental abstrac-
tion—for the paper bolonged in.the hotel—put
it in bis pocket. * Then, rising from his seat, he
approached the old man, and with a. cool, self-
possessed assurance, remarked : ‘ :

““ Mister Paul Marline, T believe?”

** No, sir,” returned Paul, not taking 2 fan-

ey to the fellow, _
*“ Vell, then I'se hit the wrong ’un, that’s

all.” . '

Paul started in his ¢eat as he heard that vojee.

“these glances than mere ecuriosity could have
excited, and therefore he began to inspect said
individual with some degree of interest. He
wore a light joekey hat, laid over on one side of

3
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the head, and inclining to cover the left eyo,
a light blue cont with bright buttons, and a pair
of checked pants, which were strapped down to

He could not be mistaken, He knew that *twas
tho same gentleman whom he had heard in con-
versation with Lucival. He betrayed not a

rather an antiquated pair of gaiters, while the
face, flanked on either side by the well greased

soap-locks that eovered the ears, was of that] ¢ My name’s Paul Marline, eir, but there
kird which betrays no expression, no feeling, | aint no méster to it.” .
"l save the entire absence of heart or soul, , m

shadow of Bis knowladpe, however, but pithily
returned : , : '
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“Yell, you s a queer "un,””'said the cock-
ney, at his eyes slightly sparklsd.

* And do you want anything wi’ me ¥ ask-
ed Paul, rather erustily.

“Vell, cun’t say as 7 does, but thereis aman
down by the river as does.”

** Has he got any name ¥’ the old man asked,
while u ook of indignaat contempt mantled his
face.

115 snys 'is pame is Moxwell, an’ T should
gay a5 he was a bolficer o the navy. He's
aboard a yacht in the river, Lord Wiltea's, 1
take it, an’ he wants you to come down.”’

““Bo he sent you, did het”

“In eourse ko did, else I voulda’t *a come.
I vas comin' up to read the news, then goin’
right back, an’ so he thought I could tip the
messzge an’ show yer the vay.”’

This story mizht have secmed plauzible to the
old man, bad he not known with whom he wes
eonversing.  But as it was, he felt confident
that the scamp had by some means lorrncd that
Maxwell had gone to Lord Wilton's, and deem-
ing that no other pame would command his
more imwediate attention, lie had usced it o
trap to get him out of the way; but he ‘:csolved
to go, at sllevents, for ke felt confident that he
had thoe upper hands of his encmy, and, more-
over, the spirit of adventure had not yat grown
dim in his bosom. e felt confidont of his own
power against sueh a puny offair as was the
cockney cut-throat, and he determined to let
him show his colers, and then boord and eap-
ture him, and hand him over to the law.

With :,uth thoughts, Paul went up to his room,
first huving ’mdt]m the pretended méssenger to
wait for kim a fow moments, while he made pre-
parations for the wall, Tle opened his chost,
from whi-h he took a ball of strong Lwnyard stuff,
and baving cut off two pleces, each abouta
fathom and a kalf in Jength, ko placed them
carcfully in his pocket, and then opening the
till ke took out a brace of pistols, which he load-
ed and placed inside of his vest. Thus zrmed
and equipped, he relocked his chest, and then
descended to the reading-room, where he found
the messenger awaiting his coming.

* Now, sir, if you be ready ve'll go,” said
the wadog man, as he arose from his seat, and
cocked his hat over upsn the other side of his
head,

“P’m ready for most anythmg, 50 you ean
heave akead as fast as you please,” roturned
Taul, as he propared to follow.

The cockney cast a furtive glance around

him, ag if to sce that he was not observed in the -

old man’s company by any one about, and then
started towards the door, As they reached the

sidewall, Paul came up alongside of his eon-

duetor, but he had no remark to make, and so0
they walked a long distance in silence. The
woy led towards the eastern part of the town,
and when they at length reached the river in
that direetion, the guide struck off as #f to follow
tho water down.

* Bay, my fine feller, how much. furuher d’ye
intend to run afore ye heave-to?” aslked Paul,
who had no desire to risk too much. .

 Yeor seo that sharp mast, vith a red flag,
just over the swell there, doomn’t ye 17

“ Yes,” roplied Paul, looking in the diree-
altion pointed out.

“Vell, that ere’s Lord Wilton’s yaeht, an’
it's there as Mr. Maxwell is.”’ !

st fleave ahead, then,”” snid Paul.

During the remosinder of the way the old
mzn kept a Tittle back of the cockney, but by
the time they had reached the suburban pler,
to which the yacht was made fast, the wl);man

really began to feel that ho might be thistakivs,

with resr:lrd to the chavacter of his companion.
The eockney had walked on so easily, soevolly,

and #o utterly carcless of evérything but his own

meditations, which hod heen interspersed with
snatehes from flash songs, and then the yacht,
which wns & perfect maritime beauty, looked so
like tho pleasnre-craft of an Hnglish lord, and,
above all, 28 Panl know that Lord Wilien did
own 2 yacht, he began to think that afier all
Maxwell might have sent for him. But yet he
could not get over thut voice, that pecaliar tone
he had heard the night before, and he resolved
not to give over his suspicions nor his vigilance.

The yacht was seoured to tho wharf by a stern

ductor’s Yips ;

- cockneys telk so elose alile,
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and Dow-fast, with her head down the river.

The tide was just on the flood turn, and the

wind, which blew pretty strong, was fram the
westward.  Upon the deck of the vessel there
were three men, dressed in 2 mongrel garb, who
wore standing by the larboard quarter rail, vne
of whom stepped over to the. tiller as thl, two‘
men hove in sight.

“ Right hover the plank, sir,” seid the guide,

+ - a3 Paul stopped upon the wharf.

“ Just you go abeard an’ call HMr. Mazwell,
’f "u please,” returned Paul, casting a scarch-
ing glance at the covkney.

“ Vell, you ¢ skittish,” fell from the con-
““but howsomever, 't don t mat-
ter.  Just you vait, an’ TN eall *im.’

s« Well, now that ere looks kind o' homest
like, I'm blowed if 't don't,” murmured Paul
to himnself, as the fellow went on board the
vacht and decended to the cabin. ** These ere
ot arter all this
ma'n’t be the chap.” ’

In a few moments the cockney returned to the
deck, and stepping to the rail, he said : -

“ Mister Muxwell suys, ask Mister Marline if
he vant siep down into the cabin.”

“Woll, T don’t b'lieve ’at Max. ever puta
siister on to wy mame, —but here’s what
goes.” ‘

8o ‘muttering to himself the cld man stepped
apou the plank and boarded the yaoht. 'The
entrance to the cabin was protected by a trunk,

L @&M he companion-wey abaft, and towards this

zpot Paul made his way, but ere he placed his
foot upon the ladder, an idea strack him, and
‘bending over the companibn-way, he called aloud
for Mazwell. No answer was returned, and
aguin he called, but with the same result, and
he ‘wis upon the point of turning to confront the
~man who had brought him hither, when 2 heavy
push, from both the cockney and the man who
had taken his stand at the tiller, gent him head-
long down the Jadder. The cld sailor had both
hands resting on the sides of the trunk at the
time he received "the push, so that his fall was
considerably broken, but yet it was several mo-
ments ere he could fully realize bis whereabouts.
3

When he did come to, hov@réfer, he found thab
be was safely in the cabin of the yacht, with a
slight pain in the baek of his hoad for a compan
ion, and the way of egress locked against him.
Dsul heard the grating of a’ rope over hig
head, and he knew that they were takmg in
their shorefasts, and it was viot many moments
ere he heard the rattling of hoope along the

masts, and the fapping of loosened canvass, and

then, while yet be listened, the slight heeling of

.the vessel .to port told him that she was off

down the river.

“ Well,” murmored Panl to himself, “I'm
blowed ’f *u didn’t do that up kind o’ cool.
But, my sweet sons o’ thunder, you've got Paul
Marline down here, an’ T rayther think you'll’
find you've caught a turtar afore you git through
Wi im.”

Paul examined the door of the companion-
way, without making any noise, and found it
bolted wpon’ the outside, but the ' panelling
plainly showed that it would not take a very
heavy blow to tear it from its hinges. He did
not dare attempt this with his fists, however, for
that would give an alarm bofore he could effoct
his purpose, end he was just turning to descend
the ladder again, when tho sound of his friendly
eonductor’s voloe struck his ear, aad he stopped
to listen.

“Q, said that worthy, < I foll in with *im in
Winchester vere I'd gone, you know, to pad
some of our swipes. I know'd 'im for all he'd
been gone so long. It seems this ere old cove
knows "im, en’ as Bunk’s got a bit uv a prig in
chance, he don't. feel anxzious to be nab'd just
yet, 50, ye see, he pays me vell to put the cove
out o the vay.”

“ Vell, Nip, ’at’s all right, but vere’ll we
drop 'im 7 said another.

“ Somevers atween ere an’ Chertsey,” re.
plied the first speaker. ** Soon ’s ve shoot past
Btoines, ve'll put a junk o' lead through ’is
*ead, na’ then sink ’im in the river.”

« Werry kind in you, Mister Nip,” uttersd
Paul, s he crept down the ladder, ““werry
kind, bat we'll see whe'll gii the lead thmugh
the head.”
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The light came into the cabin threugh o sky-
lightin the deck, and the 0ld man began to look
sround him.  The only moveahle thnw he eonld

., of suffisient weight for his purpose, was a
])m paken hench *h‘lt gat benesth the Lerths on
dahoard side.  ITe took held of it and moved
it and found, to his extreme satisfaction, that
he eould not have hit upon a better instrument.
[aving moved the bench to the ecntre of the
cabin, he examined the priming of his pistols,
and being assured that they would not fail him,
he replaced them ready for immediate use, and
then turned his attention towards the companion-
way.

The eonversation at the helm hed coased,
and steps were heard of some one going forward.
Afier listening for severnl moments, and hear-
inz no more conversation, Paul becamsz convine-

ed that there was only one man abafb and
thinking he mizht not have a better opportunity
he prepared to put his plan into exeoution.

He loosened the pistols in his bosom, and
had just placed his hands upon the beneh, when
he was startled by the sound of some one un-
locking the door of the companion-way. Quick
as the lightaing’s flash went the best eourse of
action through the brain of Paul Marline. With
a noiseless wovement he slid the beneh back to
its place, and then coiled himself wp on the
floor as though st°11 insensible, with his pistol-
hand clear, and his eye upon the door. Hard-
ly had he thus disposed himself, when the door
was slightly opened, bt ’twas only for 2 mo-
ment, and then, with a low * All's right,” he

vergation was resuamed ot the helm,

who had opened it shut it again, and the eon

CHAPTER VIIL

THE TRAGHDY ON BOARD THE YACHD,

¥ AUL might have experienced a little dis-

M. aoppointment sy his operations were thus
for the time stopped, and he sorely blamed him-
self for having been o foolish 28 to be thus led
into the cockney’s man-trep: but he.did not
fear for the rosult, though he could not but eon-
foss that he felt somewhat nncomfortable, for he
might be & mark for the villain’s bullet at any
moment, ‘without kvowing from what point he

- rheald roceive the attack,

For ten minutes the conversation was kept
ap at tho helm, and then it ceased, and ina
moment oftervards Paul heard some one go for-
ward. A minuts he listened with his ear turn-
od towards the companmion-way, but he heard
nothing save the rippling water, as ib eddied in
ander the counters. '

“ Now; my sweet coves,”’ muttered the old
man to himself, ‘¢ either 'l pilot this eve craft,
or else I'Hl ship for “tother world, that's all, but
blow me ¥ I'm hardly rigged for heaven yet.”

‘While he thus mused, Paul moved the onken
bench back into the centre of the eabin, and
then pmsmg it in his hande, he levelled it to-

wards the door. The old man Lnew his owa
strength, and he looked upon the locked door,

not as a thing upon which he was to try that
girength, but merely to stndy the most expedi-

tious mede of doing that which he knew he eould "
perform.  Paul balaneed his weapon, and then

gatherieg all bis muscular power for the blow,

he drew back, and with one bound he planted

the end of the bench fall upon the door. A

strongar thing than that bar might not withstand

such & blow as Paul Marline dealt, and with a

single crash it flew bodily from both its belt

arid its hinges, and would have been hurled over

the low taffarol had it not brought wp against

the logn of Mr. Nip, who chanced 1o have tha

helm.

Quick as thonght Paul hurled back the bench
upon the calin floor, and then seizing 2 pistol,
he sprang upon the deck. o had left his cap
biehind him, and with his hoary locks streaming
in the wind he confronted the vﬂIam who had
thus entrapped him.

*Bay your prayers, you ungadly willain I”?
shouted Peul, a9 he landed upon the deck.
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“ Say your prayers, for you'll never }ive to trap
another man !”’ '

Nip was startled by the suddenness of this
unespected movement, hut with a presence of
mind that showed him to be used to emergencies,
he let go the tiller and drew a pistel from his
pocket.

“ N you don't,”” uttered Paul, as he saw
the wovement, and, suitine the action to the
word, he soized the seanp by the arm and placed
the muzzle of his pistol against Nip's temple.

¢ That's to free the world of a murderer, an’
to save an honest man's life,”” said the old man,
as he pulled the triguer. ' )

The sharp report rang over the deck, and the
murderous villain, without a groan, fell side-
ways across the tiller.  His soul had fled, and
one murder, at least, was kept back from the
catalogue of bis crimes.

All this had pazsed so quickly that the three
men who were forward had not yet reacked the
quarter-deck, but as Paul turned, afier he hal
released the furm of Nip, Le saw that they were
coming towards him, but & quick glance assured
him that they had no weapons in their hands.
Instinetively the old men cast his eyes about

him for a defensive weapon, for he would not !

trust his remaining pistol against three men, and
his glanee fell wpon a stout musket leaning
against the trunk.  The thought flashed through

him to the deck. The old man had only aimed
for a stunning blow, however, having no désire
to take -more life- than was necessary for the
preservation of his own, o

¢« Now,” said Paul, turning te the remaining
villoin, at the same time drawing his pistol,
« this ero’s for you if "a move a peg.”’

“ (), for merey sake, sir, don’t kill mel I
didn’t—""

¢ (Jome, clsp a stopper on that glab,”” inter-
rupted the old man. “ Lhaven't got time to
ergufy the matter, so just you lay yourself down
on the deck. Down, I say, or I'll pu‘h this ball
through your head I
eyes of the old man, and then at the muzz-le of
the pistol, snd then, with 2 cowering ciinge,
he sottled upon the deck.  Taul seized him by

i the shoulders, and turning him over on his face,

he drew the lines from his pocket which he had
eut for the benefit of his compzuion-guide, and
proceeded to seoure his arms wnd legs. This-
having been accomplished he fook the end of
the jib-halyards, and in like mmanner secured
the man whom he had stunned, and then, cast-
ing his eyes about to notice the position of the
yacht, he ran aft to the helm. ‘
The tiller had been kept steady by = comb
upon which it rested, and the yacht bad not
yawed from her course. Paul found himsclf

his brain, that that contained the death-warrant
which had been intended for himself, aod
quickly seizing it, he drew back the hamrrfer,
levelled it upon the furemost of his enemies,

ahout half way between Windsor and Siaines,
tand though on both sides there were nunwgrous

%dwcllings, and thm}gh there were several eraf
ifurthcr down the river, yet no one scemed to-
and pullud the trigger.  He had nut been mis-  have boen attracted by what had ocenrred. At

taken in his eonjecture, for a sharp report fol- 'first the old man thought of running the yacht

lowed his movement, and the man at whom
the weapon wes aimed clapped his hand quickly
to his bLreast and t.ttered against the rail.

Paul Marline clubbed the now empty mus-
ket and darted forward, but the two remaining
viilaing, having scen the fate of their compan-
jons, were eeized with a sudden panie, and rush-
ing forward to the bows, they turned about and
begged for merey.  Paul was too mueh excited,
kowever, to listen to argument, and he dealt
one of themen a blow upen the head that felled

ashore, but a3 an ohservation of the course back
to Windsor eonvineed him that ke conld lay the
bout up to it, he concluded to jibe the sails and
bring her up on the other tack. All t‘he shests
led afs, and the cvolution was casily performed,
and ere long the yacht started back towards
Windsor. The tide, which had begun to flow
just ag the yacht loft the wharf, was now Settin.g
up pretty strongly, and Paul had it all in hu?
favor.

The man who had received the charge of the

The fellow gazed & moment ab the flashing
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musket had fullen dead upon the deck, while
the one who had heen knogked down had re-
covered from the blow, and wag convérsing with
his companion.  Both the bound men struggled | he had his own designs upon the conrse of Luci-

in their. confinement, but the old hoatswain’s val, he chose for the present o keep that por-
turns and knots were proof against their exer- | tion of the affuir which related te him a seeret,

S
mencing with the interview at the hotel. He
would have told the whole, from the beginning,
had not there heen too many ears about, but as

Y

H

“m;g,g.rze of the throng who had collected. A thril]

~ upon the pier, he turned to two gontlemen who

tions.

In less than an hour the yaeht neored the
wharf where the reader first saw her, and as she

The officers retained Paul in their company
until they had searched the yacht, and at the
first look upon the features of the deid men,

began to pass the docks and piers the appearance | they recognized them as two villains whom they

of ber helmsman attracted the attention of the
people who were gathered about,

There he stood, that old man of over three-
reore yesrs, his frost-seared head bared to the
sweeping breeze, his eagle eye watching the
throats of bis white sails, and his right hand
resting upon the sea-bird’s_helm. With an ex-
perience that never failed him, he ealeulated
wpon the force of the tide, and while yet the
yachb was some rods below her pier he lat go

the sheets and put his helm down, and then
turning his attention towards those who stood

*4ipon the wharf, he called for them to cateh a

line.

Half & dozen men sprang to obey his request,
and leaving the heln he hastened forward, and
gathering up the bow-line, which had been neat-
ly coiled away, he threw it npon the pier, where
it was canght by some of those who were ready,
and in & few moments more the yacht was haul-
ed alongside the landing. Paul went below to
geb his eap, and 28 he returned he met the eager

of horror ran though the crowd as their eyes fell
upon the blood-besmearéd deck, and upon the
corses of the two dead men, Old Paul return-
ed their gaze for o moment, and then leaping

were silent spectators of the scens, and said :
“T s’pose this looks kind o’ strange, sirs, but
there’s.two chaps there in the bows as ean tell
you somethin’ ‘shout it. And now isn’t there
such a thing as a policeman within hail 777
‘While Paul was spoaking, apolice officer, at-

had long had in view, but who had thug far
kept too dark in their proceedings to justify ap-
prehension, and the same opinion was imme-
diately formed by the policemien with repard to
the two other worthies, whom Paul had tied ‘up
for hafe keeping forward.  An introduction into’
the hold of the boat betrayed at once her,real
character, for it was found.to be well stowed
with quarter-casks of French brandy. 'The eyes
of the officers sparkled as they saw this, for they
found themselves in possession of a river-smug-

gler that had long been an annoyance to the

revenue.

- Old Panl gave the officers his name, togeth-
er with the place where he might be found, and
then he was allowed to depart, with the injune-
tion, however, to hold himself in readiness on
the morrow to attend the cofoner. o

The old sailor then left the yacht, but he
found some difficulty in working his way through
the crowd, for all were anxions to behold the
hero of the strange tragedy that had been enact-
ed, but af length he managed to elbow his way
along, and by dint of much excrtion hé reached
2 spob outside of the erowding, pushing throng,
and with a quicl step he started for his hotel,
where he at length atrived in safety.

The moment Mazwell saw his old protector,
he hastened towards him with a glad, beaming
countenance, and grasping him by the hand, he
was upon the point of uttering an exclamation
of delight, when several spoty of blood upon the
old man’s bosom arrested his attention.
“Blood! Panl, what does that .mean?’

tracted by the orowd, had come down upon the | Maxwell asked, while his cheek slightly

wharf, and erc Jong he was joined by two others,

paled.

to whom the old man related his story, com-

* That, Max %" roturned the old man, why,

L]
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that’s a willain’s blood. Taint nono o’ 1nine.
T've overhauled that ere chap.”

“ And you are not harmed ?"

“ Not a timber, Maz.”

“Thank Ged for that,” fervently ejaculated
the young man. I have suffored more, Paul,
within the last hour than T ever suflered before
Something told me that you had

3

in my life.
been entrapped by the villains.

Paul Marline gazed into the features of his
companicn with a look of teaderness that made
his old face, all rough and storm-beat as it was,
as beautiful as the face of the setting sun.  His
whale big heart scomed struggling to leap forth
that it might show its every fecling, and with a
trembling lip, he uttercd :

T wigh somethin’ o' this kind could turn up
ev’rfdny, Max., for it docs my old heart good

to know Low much you love your old foster-
father.”

T love you too well, Paul, to have you rr-
into danger,” Osmond returned. ** But come,
let us go to our room, for I would hear some
aceount of this affair.” o

After the two fiicnds resched their room,
Paul related the events of his adventure, to
which his companion Lstencd with unwonted in-
terest, and without interupiion.  Of conrse the
cirenmstance afforded an ample thiome for discus-
sion, and for o long tima after the old man had
concluded his recital, the two conversed carnest-
ly upon its bearings; but they arrived at no
conclusion, however, other than the determina-
tion thot the end was not yeb, snd also that
they would find that end when it did come.
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CHAPTER IX.

TIE BF¥RANGE PACKAGE

%F there 3s in the ‘world a pardonable pride,
A% it is that kind which Pau] Marline cxpe-
rienced when he received from Osmond the in-
vi‘ation from Liord Wilton, for him to take din-
per with that nobleman. His old face beamed
with an unusual glow, and his English heart
grow big within his bosom, as he dwelt upon the
honor thas conferred upon him,

" At tho appointed time on the next day, Og-

 hond took the package with which he had been
entrustod for the Lady Rosalind, and, -aceom-

panied by Paul, he entered a coach and drove
off Tord Wilton and his fair guest received
them kindly, bat it was some time ere Paul
could feel at all easy in his present situation.
His lordship saw where the trouble lay, and with
that generous familiarity, which at ouce ecapti-
vates the confidence and sets all timidity at rest,
he soon msnaged to draw out the old man’s
conversational powers, and it was mot long be-
fore Paul Marline felt himself almost as much

* at home as he would have done in his own mess-

room on board the old Dunkirk frigate. A
nohleman may sometimes feel a degree of pleas-

urable satisfaclion in the soclety of these who,
without low vulgarity, are yebt ignorant of the
hellow-hearted babhle of fashionable life, for he
can there rest upon the heart of bis eompanions,
and enjoy what he kaows to be a reclity in
life. '

With such foelings and sentiments as these,
Lord Wilton conversed with the old seaman, and
the intense interest with which he listened to
Puul’s homely yarns, showed how much he on-
joyed them, and among other things Paul had
to relate bis adventure of the preceding day;
lrut he had the good judgment not to lisp a
word of the connoction which Bunk Waltind had
with Sir Philip Hubert, nor did he intimate that
Walland went by any other name; but yet,
onoe or twice during the recital, he cast sucha
peculiar, meaning glance upon the fair girl who
instinetively listened to his story, that she eould
not but foel that there were some hidden thoaghts
in the old man’s bosom, the basiz of which he
had not revealed. ‘ :

“ Now I don’t know,”” continned Paul, as he
closed his tale, *“ but what this serape "Il keep
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me here toa long. T was called this mornin’ to
spln my yarn afore sowe kind o* jury.”

“The coroner's,” said Lord Wilten, with a
gmile.

“Yes, yer lordskip, thal’s —an’ now °f
they be goin’ to try them fellers, T'm ’fraid
they 1l want me for evidenee, wont they 7

« Never fear for that,” Lord Wilten replied.
« Tha trial will e on before you leave Lon-
don, and there will be na difficulty in summon-
sing you thers.”

The subject of the adveniare on the river led
to his Jordslip's asking for the yarn about the
circminztances that hud led Bunk Walland to
Jesire the old boatswain's death, and while Paul
was spinning that, Muxwell handed to Rosalind
the package he had brought. The lady broke
the heavy seal by which it wus guarded, and |
Legan to examing its contents.

The first that struck her eye was s small note,
bearing upen its back the seal of the governor
meneral of India,  This she opencd, and read as

follows ;

s To the Lady Rosalind, davghter of Walter
Ford Colrord, K. L,

“The enclosed package was entrusted to
my Leeping some time since by your father, to
he forwarded to you in ease of his death. It
was his request that T would either send it by
Captain 8t. Moorey, or by the hands of one of
that gentleman’s trusty officers.  If there is any
mystery in this affair, perhaps your father’s
package will solve it, for I cannot. Lord Col-
ford (peace to his ashes!) is no more on earth,
and hence I send it.

“* Receive my best wishes for your prosperity,
and believe me one who knows the loss which

not only yourself, but the eountry, has been|

called upon to sustain in this bergavement.

« Bunrey, G G. 1.

There was n strange tremor shook the frame
of Tosalind Huhbert, s ¢he finished reading
this epistle, for it hinted at circumstances which

sven the governor general himself thought to

““What moves you go, Rosza?” asked Wil
ton, as 1*anl eoncluded his yarn, at which point

I he had turned towards the falr glel just as she

rested the open letter upon ber lap after having
read it.

# Tiead it, my lord,”” she said, as she handed
him the letter.

Wilten took the epistle and read it through
threo times before he spoke, and thon, while an
expression of something like wonder resied upon
his features, he said :

* Open your father’s missive, Rosa.”
Roselind broke the seal with a trembling
hand, and found within the envelope a letter and
a folded document. The letter she opened first
zud read, in part, as follows:

[We omit that postion of the letter which re-
lated only to news, fomily affaivs, &oe.]

< And now, my dear child, I come upon a
business which may need from me some explana~
tion. Within I sead you 2 duly exzecuted and

and ffty thousand pounds, that being all the
ready money I have in deposit, and it is my
carnest request that you have it immediately
presented, and that you retain in your own
amount thug drawn. If you require assistance
plebar, and they will aid you.

*“ Now, what explanation shall T give for i

atiil T believe the thing to bo actually necessary.
You know, my child, that I have ever turned a
cold ear to the idea of presentiments, and have
ever maintainod their utter groundlessness.
Then how shall I excuse myself when I tell you

T may call them fears—that T have derived from
such o source T T will atterapt no exvouse, Ross,
for I know you will readily carry ont the busi-
ness I thus give into your hands. Suffice it
for we tosay, that I Aave had such presentiments

Fear an eir of mystery.

as make my soul strong in the belief that the

attested draft wpon my banker for one bundred

hands, at your own use and disposal, the full

in doing this, speak with Lord Wiltton, or Chap- -

P

seemingly strange proceeding?  Perbaps I may™
I be myrelf in a mystery, with regard to it, but -

that a1l this is done from the ideas—or, perhaps, |
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course I preseribe is necessary, and 1 know that
you will do my wishes.

““'T'his, Rosa, may be the Iast time you will
hear from your father, for T foel tho hand of
that fearful disease, which has already brought
my brother so low, but from which he now shows
signs of recovery, laying its remorseloss grasp
on me. # * . * #

“If my brother Philip survives me, he will
retura to Hngland and ske ‘iny place in our
household, and T wish you to e governed by
his eounsel and edvice—saving, of eourse, that
your own moral mind will ever be your gnide
in matters of real moment  But remember, his
presence will make no diffevence with regard to
the draft on my bankey.

“ And
now, my own dear child, furewell! Angels
guard and bless thee, all bappiness on carth be
thine, and peace forever more.

““ Trom your own father,
“ Wanrne Huperr,”
Several times during the pernsal of this lat-

.tar the tears came in such floods to the oyes of
Rosalind, that she was obliged to wipe them
away ere she could proceed, and when she at
length finished it, she laid her pale brow forward
upon her tiny hands and gave way to the emo-
“tions of her re-awakened griof. Ford Wilton
looked upon her with an inquiving gaze, and |i
when she raised her head and met his eyes, she

reeshed forth to him her father’s letter.

1)Wiliton read Lord Colfurd’s lettor through in
a eal, thoughtful manner, and when he had
finished it he laid the cuds of his fingers upon
his brow in earnest weditation.

“Weoll, Rosa,”” sald his lordship, as he Jook-
ed up and met her anxious 'ngze, “T1 know not
that I can offer any explanation of this which
your mind has not abready comprehended, and
of sourse, my sdvice is, that you comply with
your futher’s injunctions.”’

. “ Of course T must,” returned Rosalind, who

had now overcome the first hurst of her pas-

dear lord, what can it 2l mean? Theve iv'a -
strangonoss about it which I eannet esmpre-.
hend.* :
“0f course, my dear child, you would not
cornprebend that which even the writer himself
agknowledges to e a mystery. Your father
wag evidently impreesed. so strongly with a
desire for your welfare, and allowed that thongbt
to take such possession of hismwind, that, under
the idea that ke might never return,this thought,
continually dWLHmO’ upsn his mind, at Ienuth
amounted to a reahty Therofore T should say,
that, instead of thero beiby any extrancous cir-
cimstances connectod with his fears, his pre-
scribed eourse with regard to the disposal of his,
cash fonds was only the immediate result of o
sincerely cheriched desive for your own wolfare ;
for even in the hands of his own brother he
might not wish to place el your dependence.”
¢ That idea is eeriainly in accordsnes with
my father’s regard for me,” returned Rosalind,
as her fentares threw off o portion of their anx-
ioty, * but still it does appear strange.’®
Durig this tice, Mazwell and old Paul had
sabsilent, but yet decply interested, spectators
of the geenc, The young man had endeavored
to appear totally regardless of what was pass-.
ing, but the thing was utterly impossible. Wil-
ton had noticed his manner, and he had also
geen the unaccountable twitchings and chang-
ings of the muscles in the old boatswain's face,
and a man of biy discerriment could not bub see
that in the bosoms of both his guests dwelt some
peculiar sym;ﬁathy, if not divect knowledge, that
bad & bearing upon the subject in hand.
** Rosa,” he said at 1ehgth, “ gur two friends,
here, have been in India for o number of years,
and perhaps, as they have already bocome ae-
guainted with the bearing of your father’s letter,
it might not be out of place to resd them that
part relating to this business.”
“ That is just what T could wish, my lord,”
Rosalind returned, while ab the same time she
cast o glanee upon our hero that had in it such
a degree of confidence that lie could not but feel

sionate emotions, and whose mind dwels anc-

its power penetrating his soul. For a moment

iously on the mystery of the leﬂer “but, my | Maxwell forgot tlk, letter and its eontents in the

'
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inamory of that beaming leck, bub cre he could |
actually losa hinesalf in the mazes of the uud.oﬁ-
nable sepertions that came erawding upen him,
Yo mos vealled to himself by Yord Wilion's
jroparaliens 1o read the Intter, :
Iis lord-hip read those poxtions of the letter
which the resder hus already scen, snd during
the provsaold Pavl seemed to e sitting on f.:}'le
noint of 4 marlinespike.  He grew uncasy in
'th‘].\a sont, gazed first at Lord Wilton, then at
Powlind, cod then his eyer wonld rost upon the
face of Maxwell, and when his lordehip had con-

el

it wes only 1y oan Imperative glance

Tind, and then turned his gazc upon the speaking
foutures of Maxzwell. There was a gleam of
strange light in his eyes as the last remark of
the young man rested upon his mind, and the
tone of his countensnce plainly indicated that
he fathomed its meaning.

¢« That's the werry idee,” at this juncture
uttered Panl Marline, whe had sat i silence ag
long as possible, and who seemed to have taken

! from the remark of his protege a clue of discre-

tion that might keep his tongue within bounds.
«Yes, your lordship, Mr. Maxwell an’ I 'ave
both on us gotsuspicions; but let me tell ye one

froan the yoang offeer that he was prevented
froen miving nticvanze o his thonghts.

s Theove, Mr. Musgell,” sid Wilton, as he
folled the paper, *fyou }‘.a,ve the swmnum
b of Colford’s letter. Do you not think
iy idews of the walter are corvect

¢ Undoubtedly, sir,” roplicd Maxwell, © they
are—thonsh da truth, T think there is some
Riddea canse for his desive that the monay should
Ye deswn other than the one you wentioun.”’

o Then porbups yea avene atuted with sone
parvtivilars et wey huve a Learlag on the mnk
tor ¥ rowaarliod Lexd Wilton, wih sowe cain-
eotn ss of wanner.

“No, sht—no patticulurs, though T must
confess that T hate grounds for thinking that
Tord Colfrd enterinioed some fears that all
saight not be vight; and, wy lood, T knmlv you
will pardon me if T oxpiess this opluion withaut

huinge alle to expluin ub prosent my reasons for

C g
entortaining .

Ta P

SO courog, »iy

ihing—un’ T know yo wont blame me for the
i bit o prido T fecl when T say it,”" the old man
comtinued, as he cast upon Maxwell a Jook of
fond admiration, ‘¢ there aint nothin’ to fear for
wy leddy, sir, for T know ’at Mazwell’s heart
i in the right place, an’ ’f he goes down to Lun-
nun wi’ her, she'll be sure to have a friend as
wont desert her, sir ; an’—Ldon’t want to boast,
sir—T think I’ve got a bit o’ knowledge stowed
away in my old head 'zt "Il make this matter
all right aforo long ; but till T do overhaul that
ore old locker o mine, my leddy may feel per-
foctly sufe wi' Mr. Maxwell. Excuse me, gir,
an’ you, too, my young leddy, "f I've been too
for'ard, but T'm old, an’ T've scen & good many
things afore now “at might make even a lord an_d
leddy glad to git the lift of an old man, e*f'en”lt'
he aint only a be’sn in his majesty’s service.
Lord Wilton smiled at the simple framkness

produced a different effect. They sent the rich

Lo said,  you are blood mantling to his ehecks and temples as the
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oasnnd, andio ol COurse, L 3, 5013 }snO\F thc fOlm- &-Unnc(atlen “‘Itvh I{«Oﬂahnd, nor dld he date to
drrifys, .~ »

dation of your suspicions.

T aw too well uware | ruise hig eyes lest the emotions he could not

itua- | ek iced ; aw the fair
of the delicacics end intricacics of such situa- | keep back should be noticed ; ;m; upon o fur
' i g : a m
tions to uestion you beyond what you feel pre-) eirl, too, the words had operated in

paved fo explain.”

“ Poyond whas T am «ble to explain, you

: : i s for. to saeak D
might huve sail, my lord ; for, o spea Plainly

{which might have convinced o student Qf phy-
siognomy that her keart went deeper for its feel-
, | ings than the mere wordsthat had been spoken,

[ fon wi - idea their speaker had meant to convey.
T could not utter one werd of explanation with- | or the idea their spo

cut compromising a character with which I bave

at present nothing to do”’

But old Paul, in the simplicity of his whole~
couled natire, saw nob the havoe he had been

. . I di seriously he had
Lord Wilton et @ sidelong glanse at Ross- | making, nor did he know how 8 y

=3

of the old man, bt upon Mazwell his wof&-?.'r

i
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““ cracked the ice " that lay hebween two con-
genial hearts, only he knew that he had ad-
vaneed an' **idee,” and seemed anxions to know
how it was received. His old face was lighted
up with an intense satisfaction, as his lordship
gaid : ) -
“Tknow that the lady will be safe under
Mr. Maxwell's protection, and perbaps even
you sy be of service to her.  Bus, at all events,
there is a chance of your having the henor of
escorling her ag far as London.” -
As Lord Wilton epoke he drew out his waich,
and alter gazing at itg faee rather longer than
was necessary for a mere observation of the time,
he rewarked, as he returned it to his pocket :
“ Dinner will be ready in half an hour. Mr.
Marline, T would like to see you in‘my library
& moment.””
As his lordship spoke,. he arose from his scat
and advanced towards the door; while old Paul,
struck all aback by the movement, cast a half
mquiring glance at Maxwell, as though he
would be sure that it was himself who was ac-
tually wanted ; but a nod from his young pro-
tege secined o assure bim, and with a nervous
movement he followed Wilton out of the apart-
ment. .
As Wiliou .entered his private library, he
moved 2 chair for Paul, and then, with a serious,
thoughtful air, became seated himself.
“ Marline,” seid he, while the old hoatswain
gazed mpon him with a wondering expression,
“yfou mustexeuse me if I scem inquisitive
enough to question you rather particularly con-
cerning this affair which has just turned up.”
“ Anything as your lordship pleaséd to ask
I will answer, sir, if I can,” replied Paul,
seeming somewhat proud of the eonsequence
that was being thus heaped upon him,
“ Thank you, sir,” said Wilton ; “ and. now
I would ask you if these suspicions whieh you
express have not some connection with Sir Philip
Hubext ¥ ‘

“Yes, sir—they have.”

" Wilton’s countenance betrayed the interest
with which he reeeived the answer, and then he
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“Thave a deep interest in all that concerns
Rosalind Hubert, for her father and myself were
old and long tried friends ; and now, if you have
no serious objections, I would be pleased to
bave you explain, if you can, in what manner
these suspicions are founded 7’

Paul dovoted a few moments to an arrange-
ment of his idess, and then he delivered, in as
clear and succinet manner as possible, the im-
pressions whieh the appearance of Six Plilip hud
upon kim, as well as the effoot which the ap- -
pearance of Maxwell had scemed to cxercise
upon the baronet’s emotions.

** You say, Sir Philip left youat Winchester 7
said Wilten, who bad listened with the 1108t in-
tense interest to Paul’s homely, but yeb st.m%ht
forward story. ‘

“ Yes, sir.” : :

“ And if I remembor rightly, you said that
the villain whom you shot yesterday followed
you from Winchester 7’

 ““Vos, sir,” rveplied Paul, with a slight de-
| gres of kesitaney in his manner.

“ Now tell me, Marline,” coutinaed bis lord-
slip, with somu carnestness, ** hag not the man
who hired this ent-throat to wurder you some
connection with Sir Hubert ¥

 Why, ag to that, sie—"" _

“ Never mind the wiys, Puul—only iell mé
what you kiow of the matier,” interrupted his
lovdship, in 2 kind 20d affible manner.

“ 'Well, then,” said the old sailor, *¢ there
was some intimacy atween ’om, bub this Wal-
land goes by thd name of Morgan Lucival, now,
en’ Osmond don’t think as how Sir Philip
knows his real ¢’facter.”

“ Lucival, did you say ?”

“Yes, gir.”” :

“* Laeival—Luecival—Morgan Lucival I’ mur.

mured Wilton to himself; and rising from his

seat he opened his secretary, and taking from

thence a package of letters, he sat down again-
and began to look- them over. At length he

came to one that he seemed to recognize, which .
he opened and read. - '

*“That’s it,” he sdid, 28 he refolded tlie let-

said «

ter, and placed it back among the rest, -and then

\
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turning to Panl, he continned— That letter is
gne which T received from Lord Colford shortly
after he arzived in Caleatta. In it, he speaks
of this Lacival as Sir Philip’s private secretary,
whom he bad had with him then about sixteen
monthe, and whom, also, he thought to be aj
grear segundrel, hut wham bis brother still kopt!
in his serviee nn acconnt of his extensive knowl-
edue of the interior of the country, and the facil-
ity with which he spoke scveral of the native
fanguages.  Bir Walter desuribes him as a tall,
impudentlocking fellow, with huge whiskers
and mustaches; and somewhat of & deep sear
on his lefr cheek.”
M oyttered Panl
“ Yes,” returned his lordship, “and it was
vour deweription of him under the name of Bunk
Walland, that fisst 1o my inind to the Idea of
his eannection with the Laronet; but why he
whould bring bim to England is more than Tean
tell.  [eavens ! T hops it 15 not possible that
Sir Philip ean — No, T will wot hmbor such
2 thought till [ have mme evidence. Yet,
there is a deep mystary about the whole afluir

a5 the man, exaetly !

that puszles me.”

“Roit does me, sir,” Paul sald, “but I
Wlicve T can fathom it yet.”

“Ifyou can do so, Marline, you will eonfer
upon we one of the greatest favors imaginable.”

T shall keep a studyin’, sir, and I think 1
shall be allo to weather it yet.”

“That's right. Andnew,” said his lordship,
while his features assumed again their carmest
tone, ** I have one more subject upon w.hich 1
wish ¢ question you. Itis with regard te Os-
ond Mazwell.”

“ Then go on, sir,” uttered Paul, while a
sudden five lit up his bold eonuntenance, * for
there wint a single tack in his whele life-log that
1 wonldn’t tell with pride.”

“¥Yes, T believe you, Maline, but I have
heard the particulars of his life fiom Captain
8t Moorey. It i3 of the circumstanees eonnect-
ed with his infuncy that I would ask. St
Moorey writes me that it is nincteen years ago

since you found him—now can you tell me the
exact date 7’

“ No, sir,”” replied Paul. ATl T can re-
wember 18, "ab it way in the month of Anguast,
but T ean't tell the date.”

* Te was floating on 2 royal yard, was he?”’

“Yes, sir.”

“ Was there any mark upon the yuwrd, by
which you could discover the name of the ves-
sel in whish he was wrecked ¥

* Yog, osir, there was.”’

“Ah! and what was it?’ asked Wilton,
with sudden earnestness. o

“The ship’s name was burnt on the stavhoard
yard-arm——the Ajaw.”’

‘Wilton turned suddenly away from the old
boatswain, seized the letters, which lay by his
side, with a nervous grasp, and folding them
up, he replaced them in his seeretary. When
he returned to his seat he was as ealm as ever,
not did Panlkuow that he had been apirated.

¢ Marline,” said bis lordship, as ho re-seated
himself, ““ have you ihe clothes in which the
child was dressed when you pieked it up 17

“ Ty'ry rag of ’em, sir. I rolled ’em up in
a bundle an’ tied 1t up in a nice Canton belcher,
an’ they're safe in my chest yet.”

« And you will keep them safely, will
you ¥’

“Tn gourse I will, sir, so long as I live, an’
when Max., an’ I parts company—-an’ noth’n’
but dcath can do that, sir—1 shall give ’em to

him.”

There was a tear in the old man’s eye as he |

thought that he must, at some time, ‘purt '\J'I,.“V
the object of his soul’s most powerful afection,
2nd as Wilton saw the glistening drop, he grasp-
ed the veteran by the hand, and ewrnestly ex-
claimed : ]

“ You are a noble, generous fellow, Paul,
and if the heart makes the man—and even a
king is no man without one—then you need no &
high-born  noble tb give you the course for
heaven. But come, we must join our friends,

for it lacks but a few minutes of dinner-time.

Keep your eyes open, Paul, and I shall be in
London in the course of a week, when you can
communicate to me the resalt of your observa-
tions, and in the meannwhile you need not say

o
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aaything to Mr. Maxwell about the conversa

tien we have bad eoncerning him. You wil

accomiiodate me in this, will you not 17
“ Cert'nly, sir 7’

When Lord Wilton and Paul returned to the
apartimwent where they had left their young
iriends, the former butrayed no emotions that
coubd indivate that he had been engagred in a
coaversation of more than passing interest, nor

did the old sailor, unie.s:s, indeed, it might have
been seen in the pomewhat meaning glance which
he over and anon cast furtively at his protege,
Of vowrse, Lord Wilton did not decm it prudent
to expluin to Rosalind the suspicions ho had re-
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- | eeived, but he concluded to let the mabter rest
Houmtil it ghould develope itself,

Osmond Muxwell and Rosalivd Hubert had
spent half an hour together, and whatever may
have béen the sabjech of their conversation, they
had thrown off all stranger feclings, and when
Lowd Wilton found them they were in very truth
converiing through a double medium, for not
only were their tingues busily employed, but
from their eyes, too, there was sparkiing u lan-
guage that could not but leave its impre;s npon
the memory of those who gave and reecived it.
The head spoke from the tongue, but the heart
uttered its mentiments from those keener orbg
which lend silence to ity advances.

&




CHAPTER

TIE BANEER'S TN

W was three o'elock in the efternoon when
{E Lord Wilton znd his party tock the coach
for the yacht pier. The wind still continned
westerly, and the tide was just upon the point
of turning its full flood back into the Cerman
Ocean. Everything being thus favorable for the
trip, there were but a fow moments pas.ser'l in
parting adieus ; and bidding the fzir Rosalind all
good fortune, and promising to sec her as soon
a9 his business would permit, Wilton resigned
her for the time to the cate of Maxwell, slmply
remarking, s he tarned to step back on to the
pier i ‘

s Go directly to your father’s banker, Rosa,
and draw the money. Show him your fother’s
letter, and then, if you soe fit, you had better
deposit it back in your own name, being care-
ful to have it suhject alone to your own order.”

The fair girl promised so to do, end in a fow
moments more the shore-fasts were faken in-
board, the sails hoisted, and ag the yacht's head
swung off, they started swiftly away. Leord
Wilton stood upon the pier as long as he could

an
X,
EXPEOTED VISIT.

she was rounding the point that was to bide ey
from his vision, he waved his handkorchief in
token of his fervent god-speed.

Menrily sped the beantiful bost on her tourse
down the Thames. Rozalind was not entirely
happy, nor yob was she sad, but her heart was
enveloped in one of those elonds which, though
they shut out tho rays of the sum, yet tell by
their golden edges that there is a sun bayond.

which had been lately poured into her Yife-cup
sarved to keop her mind in a state of anxiety,
and the more so, because she knew there were
somo things the knowledge of which had not
heen entrusted to her keepinz: But though
this latter consideration somevhst influenced
the workings of her mind, yet she kmew that
those who held such knowlodge were her truc
friends. Wilton she knew to bo a frietd, and
then, a9 she cast her eyes upon the bold, kiad
fontures of Osmond Mazwell, something wore
than anything that had been spoken in words
told her that Ae, too, was o friend in whom she

keep the yecht within sight, >nd when, at length,

con}d trupt.

The thoughts of the strange circumstanciy.
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There was a fecling of peeuliar satisfaction in
the bosom of Rosalind Hubert as she came to
thig latter conclusion, and the thrill of gratifi-
cation which ske experienced, when she felt that
Mazwell was her friend, even made the warm
blood rnsh somewhat unwontedly to her brow,
and for some time she dwelt in silence upon the
emotions thus called up ; but ere long she over-
oame the feelings that made her thus thoughtfal,
and entered into a conversation with Maxwell,
whish at length grew so deeply interesting, that
all -other thoughts, save those called forth by
the remarks of her companion, were banished
from her mind. -

The young man told hor of his esrly life, of
his trials and his troubles, of his sunshine and
his pleasures, and a3 he went on, from scene to
gcene, painting with a free touch and powerful
hand the events of his life, his fair hearer be-
gan to find her heart being led away by the
charm of his words. Her heart was one made
for sympathy and for love, and where the soul
of purity leads such a heart, its sympathy is sure
to he only excited for the good and the noble,

" and then, if & love can follow, it seldom stam-

bles against 2 worldly consideration. The aim
of such a love is a pure and nobls heart, gtrong
in its affections, and gensle in its holy impulses,
and, like the fickle goddess of fortune, 1 knows
no eagte, no rank, nor worldly power.

. Thus passed the time between Maxzwell and
Rosalind, save that occasionally ol Paul would
stop-” 1 his walk and make some passing remark
“wpunt the objects along shore, and sometimes,
when he would catch the end of an adventurs
or simple varrative that fell frora his protege’s
lips, he wonld give his own evidence of the fact,
or, by an earnest assurance endeavor to impress
upon Bosa’s mind that Maxwell had not taken
1o himself balf the credis thhi belonged to him.
Buch assurance the falr girl invariably received
with a grateful smile upor the old man, and a
ook of ineressing admirstirn upon her com-
panion.

By the time the yacht had come in sight of
Kingston, the wind had hauled to the north-
ward and blew more freshly, but without giving

more than a smart breeze. They weore fast
hearing the town when Maxwell was aroused
from the swbject of his conversation, by a loud
hail on the larhoard quazter, and casting hig
eyes in that dircetion he notieed a boat that had
just met them in its course up the river.

“ Iy that Tord Wilton's yacht 77 asked some
one from the boat.

The captain of
affirmative. ‘

“Ts the Lady Rosalind Hubert on board?’

The seme answer was again returned, snd
roquesting the yacht’s captain to drop his fore-
sail, the skipper of the stranger boat put hia
helm up and wore around “upon the other tack.
As the foressil of the yacht was lowered, her
headway was considerably checked, and ere long
the boat came up under her lee quarter, and as
she grated alongside, an elderly gentleman leap-
ed on board, and as he found himself safe on the
yacht’s deck he turned to the helmsman of the

boat he had left, and erdered him to keep hack
for London. ’

““ Lady Resalind, T give you a good day,”
#aid the new-comer, as he advanced towards
where the fair gl wes souted.

“ Mr. Montfort " uttered Ronalind, as she
arose and oxtended hor hand, whils & look of
astonishment rested wpon her beantiful features ;
but quickly remembering that ho was a stran-

ger to her companion, she turned towards Qs
mond, and said ;

the yacht answered in the

“Mr. Maxwell, allow me to introduce to
your friendship, Mr. Montfort, my father’s
banker.” ‘ :

Maxwell had alveady started to his foet when.
Montfort’s bozt came alongside, and stepping '
forward he grasped the banker’s extended hand.,
The old beuker cast a ssarching glance upon the
young man’s foatures as ke took his hand, and

A quick shade of gome passing emotion fitted

across his face.  Mazwell, too, instinctively fag-
tened = keen look upon Montfort’s face, as if he
would read there the character with which Rosa-
lind had to deal, but the countensnee that met

his gaze was open and kind in its generous
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Hple, and he revmed to dertve a souree of grali-

\
Ll
ficarion fran the eireamstance.

Arera fon remuks hal Deen purssed upen
the w-ual topies that make up an introdueren
gunversation,  the banker torned towsrds the
youny lady, and pemarked

“ You must be somewhat curious fo kuow.
my laly, what could have induced this strav
viait 1 -

“ Of ehurse, asir,”” Dosalind retarned, © 1 awm
sppcwhat anxious.””

“ Well, kuely, your uncle Philip has anived
in Londsn.”

v 8o T was aware, sir—or, at loass, T supposed
so, for Mr. Maxwell ascompanied him as far as
Winchester on bls way, and that is the oceasion
of my hastened retura

«“Ah, Tknew not that you bad received the
intelligence,” Montfert said ; and then, while
a strauge loek of doubt overspread his featares,
Lo vontinued :

©oAnd were you awsre of the power with
which he comes inve~ed from your father ¥

The strange lovk wnd the meaning tone in
which the hunker a-kueld this guestion, startlen
Tiosulind with 2 sudden fear, and guzing up vto
the tuee of her o

v T

[ Luew, rir,

I friend, she returnod:

attuaney, and with a wort of general supervi-ion
of wy father's affuirs.”

A woment Mopifort returned the eqinest,
fuquiring gaze of the fair gird, and then, with
ati evident destre to render bis intelligence as
Jight ax presible, e sdid:

*Your unele ealled wpen me this morning,
in company with several legal gentlemen, and
exhibited the instrument he held from your
father, Ly
entirely under bis control, e having the whele

which it appears that you are almost

of Lard Colford’s estates at his own disposal,
atd the only limis placed to his power is, the
proviso that when you marry he shall relinguish
o you the estates of Colfurd and Limdsgrove,
anil also the family estate in Berkeley Square,
retaining to himself end his heirs forever, the
immense estates in Yorkshire.”

“Well,” murmered Rosalind, so  deeply

that he came with powers of

buriud in herown thoughts as te be hardly.
awnre of what she suld, © 1 conld wish no mere
than thut, for my father hus always said, that if
be died first e should sottle the Yorkshire
estates wpen his younger brother.” ’

retiined the banker,
while the meaning that dwelt on his counte-
arnee leng additional weight to hiy words, “if

* Vow, my dear ady,”

thut were ta be faithfully carvied oub, you might

be content.”

“ Aml can ithe otherwise 7 Rogalind asked,
(o astonishment.

“Most assuredly, 16 can,” sald Montfort ;
“for Sir Philip has full power over those very
rstates, and hy the manuer in which your father
has left the business, he may dispose of them
ull. if he does so before your marriage, and
henee, if be has the diepocition, he might en-
tirely disinherit you, even as etfectuaily as your
futhier vould have done.”’

“4), sir, my uncle eeuld never do that,”
the fair girl exclulmed, while 2 fearful shudder
passeed throngh her frume, and her cheek turned
pate, )

“ [ know not what he might do, lady, Dat
this L do know; thut be called uppn ne this
morning for the purpose of having your father’s
funds, which, all told. smount to some hundred
ard fifry thousand poands, transferved to him-
self”

“ Ant did you do it, siv ¥ gasped Rosalind,
ws she faiil Ler hand nervously wpom the,nld
anker's arm, snd guzd earnestly into hiswe !>

“No, [ did not.
luyinyg the matter, being frst determined to see
you, and baving hopes that, with some assist-
ance, you might retain a small portion of it; for
your father's ealary is now cut off, and as your
unele will of course receive all the coming rents,
such a course would leave you entirely at his
will.” N

* Thank God, you did not comply with his
request [ uttered Maxwell, in a tone so full of
hearrfelt thankfulness that Rosalind for a mo-
ment forgot her fears in the noble gleam that
shone forth from her companion’s generous
soul.

T wade dn excuse for ao
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* Oan you obvizte the dificulty, sir ¥’ asked
Montfort, in a quick, earnest manuer.

1 have, thank Heaven, brought frem India
for the lady, that which car do i, sir,’”” return-
od Mazwell. *“Bhe holds in her possession a
draft upon you from Lord Colford’s own hand,
and bearing the signature nud seal of the gov-
arnor general as witness, for the full amount

you hold in keeping.”’

* And have you the instrament with you 7
asked Montfort, as ho turned to Rosalmd with
a rolieved oxpression.

¢ Yes, sit——here it is, and here, alse, is the
letter that accofmpanied it,”” answered the lady,
as she banded them both to the banker.

Mr. Montfort tock the papers and read them
through, and then turning to Rosalind, he said :

“This tekes a weight from of my mind. I
will retain the &raft, if you please, and imme-
diztely draw out the money.”

“ And,” added the fair girl, “if you are
willing, T wish you would still hold it im trust
- N 4

for me, not for the present 25 my banker, but as
my friend.” .

“ That T will do with pleasure, lady, and, at
some convenient season, I should like to under-
stand this matter more fully.”’ ‘

The banker had eut his remarks short, for at
that mement the yacht shet between the erowded
lighters and sail-boats up to her landing, and in
a fow moments more he tock his leave, prom-
ising that tho funds in his hands should be safe
from all encrcachmenis save such ag the lady
should persorally authorize.

Masowell and Paul left their baggage on
board the. yacht for the night, and taking a
eoach, they accompanied Iosalind to her dwell-
ing in Berkeley Bquare. 'What were the feel-
ings of Rosalind Hubest, we will not attempt to
deseribe.  Bhe was on her w.'fy to meet that
man whom fortune had made her guardian, but
whether in him she was to fied a friend or foe
she ‘could not tell, but fear, howover, bent gen-
tle bope beneath its remorseless heel.




CHAPTER XL

TOE GREEDY HAWK IIAS FOUNCED UPON MIIS

LNE of the most splendid residences in

& Burkeley Square, was that of Lord Col-
ford, though at the precent time it was sbrouded
in the salde pall of mourning for its onee loved
master. The servants had loved Lord Colford,
and now that they felt his loss they mouwrned for
him with true affection for his memory.

In one of the large rooms that faced on the
Square, the large, arched windows of which,
reaching down to the floor, opened upon single
trelliced bzleonies, sat Sir Philip Hubert.
There was an expression of something like anx»
iety upon his contracted brow, and as the dour
closed after a receding servant, he started from
liis seat and commenced pacing the room. The
long, close nap of the Turkey carpet swellowed
up the sound of his nervous footfall, but the last
streams of the slowly feding daylight revealed
the powerful workingg of his mind. A dozen
times had he paced the distance from wall to wall,
when he brought his hands cuickly together,
uttering, as he did zo:

* What excuse can he have for thus delaying

PREY.

is sufficiont, and the instrvment fmm Walter

force him to it. Ifeavens! and is this the way
they would treat Sir Walter’s brother? Why,
even the very servants.dare to insilt me with
their disdainful leoks, and thoy stare at me as

of being their master. I wonder how thoe Tady
Rosalind will receive me? T Aope she will be
tractable, for with her I would not, be tDQ im-

It might have been o smile that rested ujon
Sir Philip’s face as he said this, but if it was, i
was such a smile as one would hardly care to
repose a confidence in. It might have been a
stray day-beam, however, t_hat just then fell
athwart his features, for surely such a state of
mind as his could notgive the irapress of a glad-
gome feeling. DBut, be that as it may, the ex-
pression soon passed away, and the some shade
of strange, nervous anxiety took its place, nor
was this relieved, nor did the bavenet stop in
his pacing walk, till the stopping of a coach at

the door axrested his atfention.

the transfer of those moneys? Burely my power |t

fully authorizes me in 6% To-morrow I will ‘

though T were an applicant for charity instead

pevame R

ticipated.”
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The sun had sent its lost ray over that great
oity, and its golden point yet rested upon the
dome of old 8t. Paul's, when one of the foot-
men threw open the door of the apattment in
which the baronet stood, ard in a moment more
Rosalind Hubert, followed by Mazwell and
Paul Marlige, entered. The eyes of the fair
girl met those of the man before her ; she had
never seen her uncle, but those features could
not be mistaken, for, save the dark brown of
India’s sun, they were almost the counterpart of
her father's, and stepping forward, she uttered,
in trembling aceents : ‘

‘ 8ir Philip.”

* Youareright, lady,” he'answered. * And
do I gpeak with the Lady Resalind, the child of
my departed brother P*

“ You do, sir.”

#*Then let me wish thca God’s blessing, my
-dear niece,” said Sir Philip, and as he spoke,
he bent forward and imprassed a kiss upon her
fair brow.

Rosalind Hubert started as she received that
kigs, but wherefore she kuew mot, only she
knew that. it inspired her with no confidence in
him who gave it ; but quickly overcoming the
feeling that ghe cm"ed neb should he zeen, she
szid, ag she turned towards the door, where her
eompanions stood, and who, from the deep shade
that fell over them, had not yet Leen recog-
nized

“ But' I forget myself, uncle. Here are

. two_of my fnends who have been my guard

From ‘Windsor, and [ doubt nio that to you they
ave already scquaintances.’””

‘“ Ah, Mr. Maxwell,” uttered Sir Philip, in
no very gratified tone, ag the young officer stop-
ped forward. ¢ "Chis i3 an honor I kad not an-

“ Neither had T, * replied Mazwell, as
he took the baronet’s ham! * but as the Lady
Rogalind learned of your arrival at a moment,
when her friends in Windsor were unable to
accompany her to London, I gave to myself the
pleasure of accepting an invitation from Lord
Wilfon, to be her eseort, so Mazline and myself
have seen hor—’

“ Martine!”” uttered the -baronet, starting
back as though he had scen o ghost. ¢ Puaul
Marline here I B

“An’ is there anything surprisin’ in that,
sir 7 asled old Paul, as he cast a glance upon
Sir Philip that made him recoil still more. *1 .
hope there be noth’'n’ in the face of old Paul
Marline, 28 should make an honest man afraid
of "im.’

The baronet gnzed a moment upon the old
man, and then swallowing his emotions with a
powerful pulp, he said :

“ Ah, yes—Paul Marline. Excuse mo, sir, -
if T seemed rude; but the coincidence is so re-
markable that—ah—rveally X was startled, sir.
A dream—n dream was at the bottom of it. - I
dreamed Tast night that you murdered we in this
very room. It was'so vivid, so-life-like, that
the moment I saw you I felt again the deadly-
stab of your knife.”

Sir Philip turned towards his niece as he
closed this dubious explanation, and assuming a -
bland smile, he said : ‘

“ You must be fatigued, my dear, and ‘trust-
ing that you will join me.at supper, Twill grant
you what you must of eourse desire—leave to
withdraw to your own room.”

Romlind cast a searching look into the face
of her uncle, but she could only see the gleam
of a kindly-looking smile,:and then tarning to-
wards Maxwell, she said :

* Of course, Mr. Maxwell,. you will consider

yourself at home here, and Mr. Marline, also.

I will join you in the evening.”

“ Perhaps, my dear Rosalind,” interrupted
Sir Philip, ere the young man could reply, ** the
gentlemen have friends elsewhere wh;) claim
their attention.” «

* Of course, my uncle,” the fair girl said,
hardly knowing how to construa Sir Philip's
mterruption; ‘“ the gentlemen will be their own
judges of that, though, if T am eorreotly. inform-
ed, T wot that neither of them have cven ac-
quaintanees in London other than ourselves.”

“* You can retire, if you wish, Rosalind,” Sir
Philip returned, in rather sn abrupt and, aw-

thoritative manner.
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“ But T do not wish to retive, Sir Philip,”’
she answered, with considerable piquancy, ¢ un-
til I learn whethér my frisnds aceept the hospi-
tality I kave cxstended to them.”

The baronet’s features betrayed considerable
emotion as he heard this reply, and an angry
angwer was upon his lps, bat instantly erushing
it, he s2id, with o cool, self-possessed haughti-
ness @

“ You forget, Rosalind, that it is 7 who am
to extend the hospitalities of this house for the
present.  OFf course T chall not turn these gen-
tlemen from my docr.  There, you need make
no reply. T will look well to your welfare.”

togalind ITubert conld not bave spoken at
that moment If she weuld. Her heart leaped
with one wild thrill of shame and injured pride,
and then sank back heavily in her bosom, and
casting upon Osmond Maxwell a lock of fmplor-
ing anguish, she turned quickly sway from the
spartment. As the door closed upon her, DMax-
well heard a deep, heart-rending sob, but that
was all, and on the next moment he turned to-
wards the man who had thus dared to trample
wpon the rights and feelings of the orphan.

¢ If you have further business, gentlemen, I
am at your servise, and for your trouble in ac-
companying my nicce to her home you have my
thanks.”

Paul Marline gazed with all his power of
thought into the face of Sir Philip as ho thus
spoke, but that idea that was locked up in his
memory he could not reach, and turning to his
protege, he said :

“Max,, Max., come away. Let's hanl our
wind out o’ thiy afore T board that man, for
blow me ’f ¥ can stan’ it any longer. 1 shall
strike ’im ’f "u stay hore.”’

Young Maxwell spoke not a word in reply to
the baronet, but with a lock that might have
pierced a sovage, he turned from the man he
had s0 much reason to, despite, and followed
Paul from the house.

For some distance, after the two friends had
left the house, they walked im silence. The
might had slready set in, apd the vast city had
drawn upon its street lamps for light.

¢ Max.,” said old Paul, shortly after they
had left Berkeley Squarc on thelr way towards
the old eity, ** what d’ye think now of Sir Phil-
ip Hubert??

“ Hp is a scoundrel, Paul—s heartless scoun-
drel.”? ‘

“ An® how can we circomwent him 7

“ There is a way, my old father,”” replied
Maxwell, “in which every villain ean be cir-
enmvented, and a just God will not meke an ex-
ception in favor of Sir Philip.”

“T hope not, Max.; but aint it kind o’
strange 't Sir Walter should ’ave given such
power to his brother 77

“0, ne, Pavl. TLord Colford evidently
thought his brothér = different man, and of
course, whatever may have been the real inten-
tiong of 8ir Philip, he tock good eare thit nothe
ing bat his smooth log should be shown.  Philip,
vou know, is a younger brother, and, as is often
the cage, he may have folt himsclf eut off from
some of his just rights by the advancement of
Walter, and, with a midd naturslly grasping
and avaricious, made still more severe and sol-
fish by his long estrangement from hiy native
country, he now excreises hiz power without a
eare for aught but his own ends. No, Paul, I
think Sir Philip managed t¢ deceive his brother
most shamefully.”

* Well,” the old men said, *“T hope we can
keep the weather-gaga of him, for blow me’f I
wouldn's risk my own life afore I'd sec Miss
Rosalind come to barm through that villain's
means.™ ‘ ST

v e shall net eome to harm,”’ uitered Max-
well, with vehement energy. ** I swear she
shall not!” ' - :

For a moment the old man gazed inte’ the

face of his protege, as the peenliar tones of this

last remark fell upon his car, and while's sud-

den flash, as of sothe new-eaught jdea, possed

over his features, he uttered :

¢ Max., romember the leddy is the daughter |

of a lord.”

¢ Well, Paul, what of that ¥’ returned Max-
well, roturning his eompanion’s gazre with a ew-
ricus look. :
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«Q, nothing, Max., only yo know ’at some-
times—"at is, Max., ye know ’at you aint only
a young leftenant, an’, yo know, shore regula-
tions is as bindin’ a8 aboard & man-of-war.
leftenants can’t mate with the admiral.
that, Mex.” .

I understand what you mean, P
young man retarned, with some emotipn ; but
he said no more, for the old sailor’s werds had
awakened s sirange set of thoughts and \feelings

. ' in his bogom, and until they arrived at|a hotel,

to whieh Maxwell had been directed by Captain
8t. Moorey, little mdre conversation passed,
gave easual remarks wpon the various objects
that met their gaze, -

When Oswond Maxwell laid bis head upon
his pillow that night, it was a long time ere
sleep visited his oyelids. Rosalind Hubert and
her newly arrived uncle floated before his mexn-
tal vision, and the scene of the early evening
dwelt harshly upon his mind. A thouwsand
plans, halfformed and vague, swept through his
brain, but not ene could he fasten upon =g feasi-
ble. Bir Philip was too firmly seated in his
power to ba affected by him, and Rosdlind, alas!
was hound by chaing which he might not brealk.
Then came a thought-—an idea—that floated
dimly, fitfully before him, and while yot its
vapory presence, lacking form and feature,
hovered over him, he fell inte the arms of the

sleep-god, and droamed of Rosalind Hubert.




CIAPTER XIIL

THE HAWE AT BAY.

iyfi LAWRENCE MONTFORT stood
&, behind the counter of his banking house
on the day after he had met Rosalind Hubert
upon the river. Drafts and deposits were com-
ing in in rapid succession, moncy changed hands
by thousands, and a single Vit of printed paper,
with the mere serawl of ¢ Lawrenee Montfort
upen its face, made good the possessor for a for-
stune. Business was at its height when Sir
Philip Hubert entered the banker's office, and,
after several vain attempts, he managed to catch
Montfort’s ear.

“ Any draft oa the house, sir ¥ asked Mont-
fort, 1 his laconie, business manner.

“ No, sir,” returned Sir Philip. “T eame
to have that business arranged of which I speke
to you yesterday.”

* In one moment, sir, I will be at your ser-
vice,”’ the banker said, as he received a draft
from one of his customers, whick he immediate-
ly cashed, and, as soon as this was done, he
turned to the baronet, and requested him to step
into & private room.

‘ Now, sir, I am at your service,” said Mont-

fort, as he cloged the door of his private office, -

after himuelf and Sir Philip had entered, at the
same tie waving his visitor to a seat,

«Yha know my business, of course 2 the
barouet said, as he took & seat.

* T know no man’s business bat my own, sir,”
wag the somewhat tart reply of the banker, who
seemed not to like his visitor’s manner.

¢ Then, sir,”” said 8ir Philip, while an angry
flush overspread his features,
you onee more. I have come to have the funds
of my brother, Walter Hubert, more generally
known as Lord Colford, transforred to myself.
You have already seen the documents which
authorize me to demand this, and 1 trust you
will find cxcuse for no fuﬁer, delay. The
amount, I belicve, is one “Mipdred and fifty
thousand pounds.” g -

‘“ Not a single penny, sir,”” returned Mont-
fort.

“Deo you mean, sir, that you will not trans-
fer the money ?”’ *

1 mean, Sir Phxhp, that T have no mr)ney
of your brother's.’

£,

“T will inform .
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“ Do not trifle with me, Mz. Montfort,” ut-
tered the baronet, while &-sudden misgiving
blanched his cheek. ¢ You have money that
did belon«to my brother, though nﬁ: it belongs
to me.’ !

“ I.‘.very penny that Lord Colford had in my
hands has been -drawn out by virtue of his own
drafts, Sir Philip, so your business with me is at
an end.” )

The baronet started from his seat with a fear-
ful emotion, and laying his hand upon Mont-
fort’s shoulder, he asked, in a husky voice :

Do you speak the truth, sir 1

T never apeak otherwise, sir.”

¢ Then, by heavens!” exclaimed the baro-

net, as he started back and gezed into’the ban-

ker’s face, *“ *tis a base forgery! Lot me see
it, sir]  Let me sce it !
“ Let you see what, sir ¥’

“The draft, sir, wpon which this Imndred

~and fifty thousand pounds were drawn. Let

me see ity face instant]y, for 1 know it to bea
forgery.”

“I am unable to conceive, Bir Philip,”
turned the banker, without letting his feelmgs
master him, “in what manner you deem my
business is dome. I never make a practice of

_opening my vaults to the-gaze of mere curjority.

Now if you possess drafts or orders upon me
from Lord Colford, then you may claim an in-
vestigation, but otherwise you w111 not urge me
farther.”

Fm- a moment the baronet’s fiorce emotmns
~“overcame his power of utterance, but, at length,

" ginking into a chair, he said

+ ¢ Mr. Montfort, this is no time for triffing.
You know that T hold full power from my
brother over all his property, and though in the
deeds this%articular money, as being held by

- you, is not mentioned, yet you know, sir, that

it comes within the' meamng of the instrament.”
“But 1 tell you, sir, that I hold not'a penny
subject to. even Lord (olford’®s direct draft.”
““You did hold it, sir.”
“ 80T Aave held milliohs,”
“Will you tell me to whom you pznd thig
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a calmness that resulted from the crushing of
his selfish hopes.

*“When I receive a genuine draft, I seldom
notioe who presents.it, 8o long as the signature
is worth the money,” returned Montfort; and
then rising from hig seat, ho added : '

“ Now, sir, you know all that T can eommu-
nicate, and at any time that you wish to faver
me with the transaction of business, T ghall wait
upon you with pleasure, but at present I am
otherwise engaged.”

“ And will you not show me this draft, sir,
which. you pretend ceme from Liord Colford 77

‘'asked Sir Philip, while his cheek blanched and

his nether lip trembled.
- 4T cannof, su-,” caluoly replied Montfort.
“ Then, Mr. Moubfort Y shall at onee insti-

tute legal proceedmga againsh you,’” exelaimed

the baronet, I will seo if English law can-
not bring you to your senges.”

The old banker cast a curious glance into the
passion-wrought foatures of Sir Philip Hubert,
and as he laid his hand upon the door-knob he
- | said, in 4 calm, meaning tone :

. Bir- Philip, the Fnglish Iaw is somewhat

like a very powerful medicine ;. 5 man may take

it, a5 a last regort, for the removal of some ob-
struction, but he should be very careful that his
syster is strong enough to come forth alive from
ita effocts.  Or, again, it is like the fire which
the man built in his barn to annihilate the ver
min. He forgot that his own Luilding was in
the greatest danger from hid hasty remiedy.”

A moment Sir Philip Hubert gazed into-the
calm features of the old banker, but he gquailed
before that honest look, and thhout a word he
left the building, ‘ |

Half an hour later than the meetmg hetwebn
Montfort and Siv Philip, Rosalind’ Habert ro-
ceived a surimons to attend her uncls in the
apartment where he met her on the evening
previous. - She was not long.in complying with

‘i the request, and he she entered the room, Sir

Philip bade her be seated. . She met not. her

uncla with that buoyant, cheerful look with -

wluch she was wont to greet herfnends, but her
Yras clouded by a gloomy aorrow, and her'
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eyes rested upon her guardian with distrust and
doubt. There were {races of weeping, too,
upon her fair features, and as she awaited now
her uncle’s pleasure, there was a kind of hope-
ful espression beaming from her countenance,
geeming to indicate that this meeting might ex-
bibit some gencrous feeling in the bosom of the
baronet upon which she couLl fasten Ler respect,
if not a portion of her love.

“Rozalind,” said Sir Philip, after gazing at
hie ward for several moments in silence, © are
veu sequainied with your father's monetary
affairs 1"

* But very sligltly, uncle,” asswered Rosa-
find, looking up into her uncle’s face with an
anxious gazc.

* Did you know of his having eny meaey in
the hands of Mr. Lawrence Montfort 1

* Yes, sir, he has always held the services of
M. Montfort, as his banker.”

¢ And do you know if Mr. Montfort held any
of these funds at the time of your father’s
death £’

** Yes, sir, he did.”

¢ And now, Rosalind,” continued Sir Philip,
with much earnestness, * do you know whether
there has ever been a draft received from your
father for this money ¥’

¢ Mr. Montfort could explain this ratter to
you rauch better than I can,” returned Resa-
lind.

*I ask you, lady, if you have the least idea
of where that money is, and you will show your
discretion by answering me without evasion.”

Sir Philip =aid this in a harsh, imperative
tone, and at first the bitter grief of the fair girl’s
soul started up from its resting place, but on the
next moment the rich blood eame mantling about
her face, and the pride of her father came to her
aid. :
* Sir Philip,” she said, in a tone of fearless
rectitude, ‘* I never evadethe truth.  You have
asked me u question coneerning a business which
has rested solely in the bands of the banker, and
1 have referred you to that benker for all the
information yen desire. Such information as
you need he will doubtless give you.”

* And do you, too, beard me!”’ ezclaiped
Sir Philip, in a flood of passion. *‘ Do you
dare to insult me thas! I Zwwe Leen to the
banker, and he tells me that he has not 2 penny’
in bis kands of your father’s funds—:ihat it was
all drawn out by a draft from Lord Colford, and
when I asked to see that draft he refused me.
Now I teli thee, girl, there is a conspiracy here
against me.
a base lie, or clso that drafu is a forgery! You
know something of this, and by my authority I
demand an imnedia‘e explanation ™

Again Rosalind struggled hard to keep back

the flood that surged within her bosom, and
gazing her uncle full in the face, she replied :

** Buch authority, siv, a3 my father gave you
you will ezercise as you may see fit, but you
will not surcly so soon begin to trample upon
the rights of others in its ezeeution. If Mr.
Montfort hag told you sught, then he bas told
the trath, and if he desires that anght should
be kept & secret for tho present, them he has
reasens for it. But of one thing I can assure
you; if the banker has not that momey in his
hands then I know not where it ia.”

Sir Philip Hubert started from his chair and
commenced pacing the room in a most excited
mauner. The cool bearing of his ward had out
him to the quick, but he had sense enough not
to pour out all his anger as it came boiling up
from his soul, and g0 he endeavored to walk it

off. 'Whatever may have been his ultimate aims, |

he felt assured that the money he had expeoted

bad been by some means placed beyond his ™

grasp. It was a congidersble sum—an inde-
pendent fortune in itself~—and thus to Tose it was
an event not easily to be borne. At length the
baronet stopped in front of his niece, and in a
hlssmg tone, he said : :

*“Lady, you will rue the moment you first -

resolved to thwart me. IZnow that you have a
hand in the temoval of this money, and that
even you hold some control over it. But think
not that such a course as you and Montfort have
begun will avail you, for you know full well thai
every penny of your father’s real estate is in my
hands, and you shall ere-lofig know to what

Either Mr. Montfort hag attered -

glven by ber father | ‘
- Btop 1”” uttered the griefstricken girl, ag

_thrown herself, and gazed a moment into the
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effect my power may,
apon myself the du% ing my husiness in
Tndia to attend to xfy ibrother’s affairs for the
purpose of being insplied and brew-beaten at
every turn, nor have c without first
being assured that T s vested it an authori-
ty commengurato with the office T hold: You
can retire now, but béfore you go, I wish you
to understand that if I am constrained to the
exercise of authority in my pguardisnship over
yourself, it is you who have forced me to 377"
Rogalind Hubert turned. from her wunele 2nd
songht the seclusion of her own room, and when
oncoe more within its walls, her overburdened,
bursting heart sent forth its flood of pent-up an-
guishin bitter, scalding tears. She would bave
fled from the dwelling where she had basked in
the Bunshme of peace £ long, but which was
now darkened by the pall of harsh-toned tyran-
ny, but she knew not whither to flee. T'riends
she had, but she dared not yet tell them of the
cloud that had risen over her house—she shrank
from giving to the cold, criticizing world the
tale of wrong that was done her fathec’s memory,
and with her heart all erushed and bruised be-
neath the heel of the tyrant uncle’s will, she felt
that she must weep in secret. T.ord Wilton
would not bo in London for 8 week, and she
knew she could not go to him. And then,
when he di¢ come, what could he do? What
power. had he to oppose the will of him whe
acted beneath the legal authority so fatally

I have not taken

she started up from the seat into which she had

vacancy before her, ** He is my friend. I know
he is noble and generous, and I fear not to trust
him. e already knows if-all.”?

features as. she thus spoke to hersdf and step-
‘ping to the bell-rope she gave it a nervous pull.
A servant scon answered the call, and Tosa-
Iind bade her brmg up the morning’s paper.

“Is James in the house 7" she asked, of the
‘servant, ag the paper was brought.

*Yes, ma’am,” returned the waiting-woman.

* Then tell him to come to my room .soon.”

The servant promised to obey, and as she
withdrew, Rosalind opened the paper and ran
ber eyes over the list of arrivals. At length
her countenance gleamed with a ray of satisfac:
tion, and turnmﬂ' to a small inlaid eseritoire, she
opened it, and Ia_ymo' aside the paper she drew
forth her implements for writing and penned a
brief note, whish she placed in a neat envclope,
sealed it, and then directed it, and in a few
moments more one of the footmen entered her
presenee, ha.vmg, however, first knocked upon.
the door and received permission sa to do. _
- Jumes,” said Rosalind, as the man made
bis'appearance, ** I believe I can trust you with
& secret 777

+‘ Yes, ma'am, you can,’ returned the foot-
man, with an honest, frank expression ; ¢ there
be’a’nt a servant in the house as you Iayn’h
trust yéur life wid, ma’am.” - _

“I believe you, James,” the lady replied,
while a shade of gratiﬁcation passed over ber
fair face. ““And now,” she continued, “I--
wish you would take this note. to its dlrectmn
and be sure, will you, that it is delivered ?”’
“I will, ma’am,” the servant answered and .
with a bow, he retired to perform his mission: )
“The servants love me yet,” ‘murmured -
Rosalind to herself, as the door closed upon the
departing fostman. *‘Surely all is not dark so
long as love is mine. 'The love of an honest

A sudden beam of hope fit: up the fair girl’s

heart is of more worth than the 'golden adula-
tions of a flattering noble.” :




CHAPTER XIII

A CELESTIAY, SUNBEAM,

FSMOND MAXWELL had delivered the
&1 despatches with which he was enirusted,
and received his lieutenant’s commission, snd
hizd had the eatisfaction of heing highly eom-
plimented by the lords of the admiralty. Old
Paul had sccompanied him, and his aged heart
beat with a pleasure as deep and sparklmg 89
was that which filled the bosom of his protege,
when the latter was made the recipient of the
most flattering encomiums, for the old man
conld not but feel that it was himself who had
made Maxwell a sailor, though ho always as-
serted that nohody but God conld have made
such & man.

Tt was nearly dark when Maxwell returned
to his hotel, and as he entered the officc the
¢lerk handed to him a note, which, he said, had
been left for him. Instinctively the young man
turned towardsa light te open the missive, when
a cypher on the seal arrested his attention, and
instantly recognizing a portion of the Colford
arms, he turned the note and again glanced at
the superscription. A quick flush passed over
his face as he noticed the delicate hand in which

AND A KIGUT-CLOYD.

it was written, and calling for a light, he went’
at once to his room, whithér he was followed by
old Paul, and after seating himself he broke
the seal, and read as follows:

“ Mg, MaxweLL:

be called upon to address one who ‘iz comparas
tively o stranger to me; but yet the task is ven-

to render ‘sach a step necessary. You, Mr
Maxwell, are already partially aware of my sit-
uation, but, alas! that situation is becoming
more and more dangerous to my peace, and as
you are the only one in London to whom I can
now look for adviee—Wilton being in Windsor,

left tho city for the season—and belicving that
you have some knowledge which I do not pos-
sees, I could wish that you would call and see

or, at least, that you can advise.
¢ Come this evening 1f your business will per-

¢ My heart iy pained that I should thus -

dered more easy in that T have not to explajg\_;‘
the painful circumstances that have conspired

and others to whom I might have looked having

me. Something tells me that you can assist me,
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mit, and in doing o, I know that your own gen-
erous heart will repay you for the trouble—
mine is already crushed and broken bencath
the wrongs of one who should be my protector,
*Rosarino Hupere.”

“Well, Max., what ’ave ye got there ’at
makes ye tremble so?’ asked Paul, as the
young man rested the open note upon his knee
after he bad read it through.

“T will read it to you, Paul;” and so Saj'-
ing, he read the note aloud.

“ Of eourse you'll go, Osmond.”

* Qertainly,” replied the young man, *and
O, that I knew of some power by which to
thwart the villain.” .

0l Paul started to his feet and paced the
room for several moments in agitated, perplexed
thought. His hands were clasped in an agony
of struggling suspense, and swayed to and fro,
while his brow was contracted so that the long,
pray eye-brows overlapped the upraised lashes.
For full five minutes the old man thus stumped
up and down the room, and at the end of that
time he stopped, and in a tone of petulant dis-
appointment, exclaimed :

“It's no use! T can’t overhaul it to save
my life. O, Osmond, if I conld only thinlk
where I've seen. Sir Phi]ip, in-Tndia, T Anow
T oould clap a stopper on ’im. I could ecut’ im
out without firin’ a gun.”

“And can you not think Wha’c it i8?? asked
Osmond, seeming, by his nervous manner, as
though he would }nmself dive into Paul’s brains
and drag forth the lost geeret.

¢ No, Osmohd, not even a warlation of it.”’

“ Well,” returned the young man, * then we
must trust to fortune for the clearing up of this

. mystery. But I must attend to the lady’s re-
‘quest now, and meanwhile, Paul, you will keep
your eyes open about you, for Lucival must be
o London, somewhers.”

“I only hope he'll try it gnee more,” said

 the old men, with a sxgmﬁi*ant. shake of the|

head.

Osmond was not long in preparing for his

he came from Berkeley Square, he easily found
the house he sought. One of the servants an-
swered the bell, and wpon our hero’s inguiring
for the Lady Rosalind, he was immediately
shown into the hall, _

* This way, gir,” gaid the footman, at the
same time casting a fartive glance about him,

stairs which ascended from the extremity of the

at & door which he opened and bade the vxsltor
to enter.

every department of which gave evidence of its

ments to obgerve the tastefulnoss of things about
him, ere the door opened and Rosalind Flubert
stoed in hiz presence. There was a sudden
flugh of gratefulness suffused the features of the
fair girl as she beheld the kind face of young
Osmond, and stepping eagerly forward she ex-
tended her hand.

T thank you, sir, for this Jindness,” she
uttered, as sho ‘gazed with simple confidence
into the features of her visitor.

““And 1, fair lady, have cause for thanks in
that ‘you -have honored me with your friendship
and confidence,” returned Osmond, still hold-

his owa. .

““1 know of none other apon whom I could
have called, sir,”” Rosalind said, as she took a
geat,
side yoursclf could help me now, for I would
not that they should yet know of the manner in

‘| which my uncle has behaved. © Ah, Mr. Mex-

well, I little thought that I chould ever have
come to sueh abject bondage,”

* Bondage I, repeated the young man.
‘ Why. surely your uncle has not control over
your actions? He has not' dared, so soom, to
trample upon your rights and feelings 2’

¢ Listen, sir, and you shall hear,” thoe fair -

girl said, and she went on to explain the exact-
nature of Sir Philip’s authority, showing that
though he had not directly the power of the old -

visit, and having observed the way well when

%

feudal guardians, yet that indirectly his wiil

and as he spoke, he led the way up a flight of

hall, and traversing a long corxider, he stopped

Osmond found hlmself in an elegant boudoir,

femining oecupancy, but he had not many mo-

ing the warm hand that had been placed within

“ I have friends in London, but none be- '

LT I A

e Erheom et et o P A

T




64 THE CHILD OF THE BAY.

was positively imperative, and only one thing in
the whole cat:ligue of her natural rights could
she call her own : that was, the disposal of her
own hand, but even that he might virtually
prevent if he was so disposed. She then rela
ted the incidents of hev last interview with her
unele, concerning the draft from her father, and
as she closed she eould not repress the tears
that sturted forth in memory of the harsh, dark
threats she bad received.

A moment after she ceased speaking, Osmond
remained entirely overpowered by the indigna-
tion that raged within hisbosom, but soon sweep-
ing away the bLitter emotion, he said, while a
look of tender regard resumed its predominanee :

¢ Lady, there must be some means of eseape
from this cruelty. Let not your heart yet sink
in despzir, for if there be a power en earth that
can thwart your base guardian in his motives,
I will hunt it up. I am not wholly without
the means of doing this, cven now, but 1 would
pot strike a blow till T can sce well my aim.”’

« (), sir,” uttered Rosalind, seeming to be
inapired with a new hope by the words and man-
ner of her companion, *‘do you think that this
man’s power can be broken ¥

“T can hape, tady—and hope, too, with good
grounds for that hope.”

“Then I, too, may hope,’’ uttered Rosalind.
But O, such fearful Lhreats as have come from
his Tips have almost made me mad. I may mis-
construe his meaning, but I have reason to be-
lieve that he intends to drag me with him to
India. He has alrcady given notice to all my
father's old servants that their torm of service
will expire with the present week. He has
taken a statement of all the articles of furniture,

plate, and pictures in the house, together with
their probable valne, and, if bhe sces fit, ke Aas
the power to sell them all!”’

A fow moments Osmond bent his head in
thought, and then he said, in a tone of some-
thing like anxiety :

1 will not hide from you, lady, the fact,
that T believe your unele capable of doing any-

: .
at present solve, though T do belicve that when
it is solved it will work to the overthrowing of
his villanous projests. Lord Walbourn, of the
admiralty, has given me to-day, some strange
rumors that have reached them of Sir Philip’s
doings in Indis, but though seversl investiga-
tions have taken place before the Court of Dirces
tors, yet nothing has been brought to light with
regard to the aceusations against him. Rumors
of robberies and even murders, have been at-
tached to the laronet’s name, and thogeh the
proof scemed almost conelusive against jgm, yet
he has escaped them all, por did he even
shrink from such investigation ag was instituted
against him. He is a strange man, Rosalind.”
Maxwell himself started as he found the last
word had eseaped his lips, for though that sim-
ple name had rested upon his heart, yet he
meant not to have used it so familiarly ; but he

if he could.
¢ Tt is strange,” returned Rosalind, while a
gleam of light, that could have hed no connee-
tion with the subject of comversation, flashed
athwart her features, lending to her cheeks a
crimson tint, and to her oyes a sparkling bril-
lianey. ** It is most strange that such things
could have been, and yeb that my father should
have cntrusted to him thig power over his
catates.”

Osmond Mazwell started in hlS seat as there

thoughts.

“ By my faith, 1ac1y,” he cxzelaimed, * the
inan who is base enough to treat you thus, ig
base enough to ferge the certificates of his
power.”’

TRosalind started, and grasped at the etraw
thus thrown out, but in a moment the faint
glimmer of additional hope thus called forth
faded away, and she mournfully replied :

“Alas! Mz Maxwell, I have not a chance
for hope there. The instraments my uncle
bears are unmistakably genuine, and they have

thing that can minister to his own selfish motives.

There is a mystery about him which I cannot!

alrcady been subjected to the proper authorities

had spoken it, and he would not have recalled it

" ghall eyer he yours.”

. in one warm, noble heart,”” murmuved the young,
-an, while a tremor shook his frame, and a soft
’ sadnesg overapread his features. ¢ T shall soon

words fell from his companion’s lips, and for a
moment he gazed fixedly upon hor face, as if
upon that fair tablet he would gather ‘his
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" Rosalind Hubert gazed wp into the features

both my futher and the wellknown attorngy who | of the man who thus spoke, and’ for o moment
drew them up, towether with several responsible | she dwelt upon the soul of nobleness that shone

witnessey,
genuipe [

No, mno, they aro genuine~—too | forth like the first beaws of the fair Aurora.

Whether the charm. lay in the strange cmotion

“Then,” returned the young officer, we | that moved her features, or whether it lay in ‘the

must deprad selely upon our hopes of impeach-
ing 8ir Philip’s character, end if ke be proven
a eriminal, his power {ssurely atan end. Cheer
_up, lady, for something bids me hope that this
can be dono.”

- For a inoment, Osmond’s mind dwelt upon
the baronct’s connoxion with the villain Lucival,
and also apon the trepidation he had-manifested
when he met old Paul'on the previous evening,
and with an energy almost amounting to confi-
dent assuranee, he continued :

T ean do it, Rosalind, if there be Justme in
Enpland.”

“ And T know thﬂm ig, gir, O, I know theve
is,”’ the fair girl ezclaimed, a2z Mazwell's as-
su.irance fell upon her ears. Then gazing up

-Into the features of her companion, while the
-grateful tears began fo start forth fn' glistening,
pearly drops, she continued : -

““You know not what a weight your assar-
ance has taken from my heart, and beliove me,
my kind friend, that my heart’s best gratitude

* Bo.my memory will ot least bé%nshrmed

be onca more upon my native element—the
howl of the tompest and the roar of the night-
wind will again be my sleep-song, and the canopy
of God the only roof to give me shelter ; but my
heart will turn back to this land snd sweli with
s sweet emotion, when T feel that it holds the

regard, even, of one so fair, and that T hold |

her gratitude is a still sweeter thought. T ewill
rend this galling chain, lady, even though its
links seem so firmly knitted about' you now,

warm bear that glistened in hor eye,. cannot be
told, but thers was 2 charm that started Max-
well’s soul from its wonted depths, and, upheld
in his purpose by a power he had never beforo
experienced, he started wp from his seat and
stood by the side of his companion. He did not
fall upon his knees, for that was a position his
proud heart had never taught him to assume,
gave when he spoke to his God but taking one
fair hand in bis.own, while the neh light, spark-
led from hia eyos, he said ; :

“ Pardon me, Rosalind, that I take stich an
occasion as the present for an avowal which,
until this moment, T knew not that T should
ever givo .to the car of living soul, but the
heart knows no bounds of eonventional limit,
and if T offend, T skall trust you for pardon.
I Iove you, Rosalind—not madly, a8 gome have
ore now professed, but with a love that bag been
lighted upsn the altar of an honest heart—a
love kindled by the first pure smile you hestow-
{ed upon mo, and fanned to a flame by the com-
munion I have.sinee held with your pure, good
soul—a love that can sacrifice everything buf
honor for the happmess of its object, and which
received your image as tho first upon ity tablet.
THat love T give to you, If you can give it a
reciprocal weleome in your own heart, O, bless
me with the avowal, and if you cannot, then tell
me, and though it might shut the portals of my
love forever against the intrusion of such another
visitant, yet it shall not ostrange our hearts from
the union of friendship which even now unites-
them.”

Gently rolled the tears from the drooping lids
of the fair girl, and they rested upen her bosom
asrests the morn-lit dew upon the waning rose,
Her hand trembled in its prison, but songht pet

and tho thought that T have thus aided you will | the liberty which it might easily have gained.

bea warm, sun-lit spot in the hfe-pzetuxe of my | A moment the words she had heard went thrill.

mergory.”’

ing through every avenue of her oul, and then .
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raising her eyes fothe face of him who gazed
opon her, she murmured ;

¢ Osmond, hen I saw your face to-night, 1
folt that I saw one in whom I could trust my
every hope of happiness. You have asked of
me the trwh, and I carnot keep it back nor
evade it. My poor heart, I fear, bas nestled
itself away in your keeping ere I was aware
that it bad flown from itswonted rest. I do be-
Heve it can rest there in happmebs, nor have I
the wish to recsll it.”

s Gentle lising,’” said the happy man, as he
gank upon the sofa by the side of her whese
hand he held, *“ often, as I bave sat and gazed
upon the gemmed sky of fair India, have I won-
dered if those myriad stars sent forth from their
beams the destinies of men, and ab such times 1
would essay to seek out one that might have
smiled its life-tale upon my ocean cradle.  Far
away in the eastern heavens, but just clevated
above the horizon, reposed a quiet ster, all
alone by itself, sceming to dwell within the
light of its own twinkling face, and wpon that
jsolated sky-gem T fastened my fute. When
the broad Atlanticopened its bosom to my Eog-
land-hound course, that star sank from my sight,
and T saw it not again. I fclt sad when I saw
that my angel-eye had sank from its watch, but
I looked not in the heavens for ancther; but
now, dearest, kindest girl, T have found a ben-
con mere bright, more glorious by far. In the
hezven of my life a star has arisen that shall
ghed its light upm my way, even as the ‘sun
guides God's planets on their trackless course.
1t shall warm my coul with the spring-tide of a
gloricus hope, and nought but the hand of Him
who guides all things towards their end ean
strike it fram its threne upon my heart.”

Rozalind drank in the words that fell with a
sweet music upon her ears, and wiping sway the
happy tears from her eyes, she uttered, in tones
of heaven-lent melody :

T am happy, now. The ozk to which my
heart has clung from childhood up has heen
stricken down, tut God bhas given me a new

AndPthus they suf, and thus they talked.
Two ﬁonest truthful, loving hearts had met
upon the great ocean of humanity—-they had
beat together, and had at length wmingled their
sweet waters of love, and like a3 two neighbor-
ing waves, when brought within some narrow
strait, they had lost their individual identity
in a perfect unison.

An hour passed away with the rapidity of
thought. Maxwell glanced at his wateh, and
yet he lingered. The heavy bell of 8t. Pauls
struck cleven, and asthe tones of its iron tongue
dicd away, the young man started from his
seat.

“but cre long I shall see you again, and in the
meantime, rost assured that you bave'two friends
at work for your redcmption from the evil that
has fallen upon you, Paul Marline wears be-

noble as ever beat in hwman bosom, and his
services in this affuir will be of mueh effect.
And now, for the present, I must bid you
adieu. There is a (lod in heaven, Rosalind,
and to his care I leave you.
this act. There.”

As Maxwell spoke, he bent his head and
imprinted a warm kiss upon the fair brow that
was turncd towards him, and the happy smile
of joy that rested upon him, assured him that
ho was #ot blamed.

Roealind rang for o servant, and in a moment
wmore the young man was lighted to the hal] by

ed, snd as kis foot touched the hall- -pavement,
he thought he could discern two objects in the
obscurity ahead, and as he advanced. his first
impressions wera confirmed, for he distinetly saw
them glide across the passage, and the sound of
an opening end shatting deor fell on his ear.

This eircumstance somewhat startled Max-
well, for he at onee knew that, whoever' they
weve that had thus mysteriously 'dia-appeared
they had had an opportunity of reeognizing
kim, for the rays of the servant’s lamp foll

guide, 2 ncw »tay, a new sun to light my path,
a now gozl towards which my goul shall ain in
its onward course.”

i featars ; but ke made no remark to the servant,

“We wust part mow, dearest,” he gaid,

neath that homely, rough exterior a heart as |

Blame me not for .'

the same stairway 28 that which he had ascend:

directly upon his face, and revealed his every .
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;
only to thank him for his atiention, and seon

after he ptood upon the sidewalk.

Oune of those seemingly endless fogs that
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ments, he gradually sank into uttér unconssious-
ness, and when he dwoke to a sense of things
about him once more, he knew, by the peculiar

sometimes hang over the great metropolis made | motion of the fubric which sustained him that

damp and dark the atmosphere,- giving to the | he was upen the water.
street lamps the appearance of dim ghosts just | pain indlis head and Limbs.
peering around the corners of ‘the strdets and
lanes, and making the distant candlelit win-
" dows look like the gaunt specires of gome deso-

late hog.

The chill dampness struck upon the jface of

His sensations wers of
The blow he had
received still rang with 2 deadening noise throngh
his brain, and the cords upon his arms and legs
were sunk deep into the swollen and inflamed -
flesh. His tongue was parched with a burn-
ing thirst, and an incipient fever scemed kind-

Osmond Maxwell, but he noticed it mot—he ling in his blood.

dwelt only in the moments that had just passed,

And so entirely was he lost to all about him that
¢ he hoard not the cat-like tread that followed his

footsteps.

pedestrian became apparent, and instinetively
he tarned aside to let the stranger pass, but the
following footfall ceased as he momentarily stop-

Afier one of two vain attempts, Maxwell
suoeeeded in rolling over, and as his power of
reasoning began to assume its throne he found

steps. He hod left Berkeley Square far|that he was Iying in a rade bunk. Gradually
behind him, and was just turning the eorner of '

& natrow street whon the proximity of another

his mind became clearer, and from the sound of
tho water, as it rippled against the planks at
hig side, he knew that he was in the' after cabm
of some small, clumsy vessel.

At longth, determined to ascertain, if possi-

ped, and he was in the act of turning to ece if | ble, where he was, and for what, he strained

his ear had deceived him when he received ai.
blow upon the head from some hehvy club, and
with a faint sensation, as of somé starry beams
playing before his eyes, he lost himself and felt
over upon the pavement.

All conseiousness was not gons, however, for
he realized that some one was tying his hands
behind him, and that his feet wers being Iaghed
together at the same time, and ere long, though
he had not the power of physical motion or
spepch, be knew that he was being lifted into

- 'sn-me sort of a camawe, whmh wag dnvea swift-

ly avway.
Here, mmid the confased rattlo #f the pave-

‘his lungs to call for assistance. At best his
voice was weak, but yet he knew that it could
be heard on deck. Again and again he called,
1hut ro one answered him. He writhed and
labored to loosen the eruel cords, but all his
efforts were vain—they cut deeper and deeper
at every struggle, and at length he groanetl in
utter despair. All was dark as Frebus about
him! On he sailed, he knew not whither, and,
ab that moment, ke would have cared mot, so
that the cruel torture of his bonds was tuken
from his limbs. But oven that was denied lnm

and his heart senk exbausteat into the darkness
of an almost hopeless night !




COAPTER XiY.

PAUL'S LOS? SECRET STDDENLY RETURNS TO HIR.

i TJ'D Peul Movline felt considerable anzisty
\# when ten o’clock struck, and no Max-
‘well had returned. Eleven o'clock at length
£e1l upon his cars from the giant sentinel of St
Paul's, and the old man started from his chair,
determined to seek his protege.  With this iden
ke went to his rocm and procured his pistols,
and Lizving denaned a light overcont, he started
forth on his mission. He kinew not what eculd
bave detained Mazwell after ten o'clock, but
when apother hour-had passed away he felt as-
sared thst some cvil or mishap had Dbefullen
him. 1le knew they both had enemies in the
city, and he knew, too, that thore wexe those
whose personal safety was at stake while himself
and the yeuny officer hod an cye on thom.
With these assurances Paul felt confident that
Mazwell’s prolonged absence was not of his own
free will, and 28 2 Grst resort he bent his steps
towards Berkeley Square, It was near mid-
night when he reached the dwelling of Bir P'hil-
ip Ilubert, but he foundall the lights extinguish-
ed, and after standing for scver"l mements
vaderided what course to pursue, ke concluded

|

that he would not disturh the family, for the

young man had of course left there; and with
such thoughts he tarned back agaie, but with
the determination, however, that if Maxwell did
not return he would call carly in the morning.
As Paul started to retrace his steps, he stop-
ped the fizst watchran whom he met, and in-
quired of him if he kad seen any one answering
to the deseription he gave of his young protege.
From all whom he met he reccived 2 decided

negative until be had got half-way back, when,

as he put the same question to a watchman whe
stoed leaning against a lamp post st the eorner

of 2 narrow strect, he was informed that no such

man had been exactly seer, but that in 2l pro-
bability there had been some ome carried off
down towaygs the river.

¢« How Jong ago wasit?” asked Paul

«Rout ‘alf an ’our,” returned the watche

man.
“VWhat did ye see 7 What was they doin’ ?”

the old mon asked, in a herried, anxious mens

ner.

# Vell, T should say as how they was liftin’

]
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gummat into a wagen, an, likely "twas 2 man.
P’raps he'd tumbled down an’ ’urt zm, a}p

p'raps summat ’ad knooked %m down. They

druv off for the river as soom ’s they’d boosted
ﬂim I

‘“ An’ didn’t ye follow ’em ? - Didn’t ye fry
to stop 'em P exclaimed Paul.

*“Btop 'em ! Vy, they vas ’alf way down
the street. They vasn’t stealin’ as 1 knows o,
nor they vasn’t goin’ for to set nobody’s 'ouse
afire,”” the watchman answered, in 2 cool, mat-
ter-of-fact manner. “1f we should stop ev'ry
wehicle as happens to pick up a drunken man in
Lunnun this time o’ night, we should bs in nice
hus ness, we should.”

“(, you lubber!’ uttered Paul, between
his clenched teeth, s he turned down towards
the river.

i P'raps you'd bike to be a Charley,” called
out the watchman, withous moving from his rest
against the lamp-post.

.Panl paid no attention to the. remark how-

‘ever, but hastened on towards the river, and

for some time 'he hunted along the docks in
gearch of some one who could give him sny light
on the subject of his search ; but the night was
dark, aud being unacquainted with the intriea-
eies of the docks and landings, he was forced to
give up his search till morning.

Little sleep visited the eyes of Paul Marline

"that night; for he was now fully assured that

Mazwell had been foully dealt with, and an

_agony, such ag only 2 parent cen feel for a be-
“t6ved child, burned in his bosom. With the

first streaks of morning he -aroze from his bed,

and made preparations for » renéwal of his

gearch. His first stepy were towards the dwell-
ing of Bir Philip, and when he  reached the
house he-ascended the marble steps, and- gave
the bell kneb a guick, nervous pull.

“T want to see Lady Rosalind Hubert,”?
said Paul, a8 a pervant opened the door.

“ Bhe is not up yet,”’ returned the servant.

* But I must see her, atany rate.  Aint you
the man ’at brought that letter for Mr. Mex—

well?”

¢ Yes, sir,”
5

‘ Then send word to the leddy "ab old Pl
Moarline wants to see her, an’ I know she'lt
come,”” gaid the old man, with condiderable
earnestness.

A ray of intellipence shot across the fage &
the servant ag he heard this, and showing Paml
into obe of the front rooms, he promised te at-
tend to his wishes. Fifteen mlmites had ke
waited patiently for the coming of the lady,
when the same door by wlnch he had entered
was opened, and Sir Philip Hubert walked into
the room. The baronet started as his eyes full
upon the form of the old boatawain, and fora
moment he trembled like an aspen, but quickly
calling his impudent authority to his aid, he ut-
tered :

“ Pray, fellow, to what am I- indebted for
thig visit ¥

“You nint indebted to me, siv. I came te
see Miss osalind.” ‘
L Then you can go -back from whence you
came,” returned Sir Philip. * The lady iy netd
yet up, and if she were you ceuld not see her.
There is the door, gir.””

“ Yes, an’ there iy the leddy,” Paul smd o
Rosalind entered by a door at the other end.of -
the apartment, at the same ‘time rising from hip
seat and advancing a step towards the fairgirk

S8ir Philip turned as Paul spoke, and as-bin
eyes rested upon the new omer, a qm'ek fluch
of anger passed over his face, and waving his
band in an imperative manner, he said :

“ Rogalind, your presence is not wa.nban% ,
here.*

o But I was sent for, sir,” the girl replied,
in a firm, decided tone—for at the sight of Pamk
at this early hour, a fearful dread seized upea
her mind, and she forgot the power of har anole
in its whelming influence.

« Miss Rosalind,” said Paul, taking no heed
of her uncle’s 'harsh Temark, 1 come to agk
you if--"

“ Bilence, sir I’ t:hundered Sir Philip, trem-
bling with rage, ‘‘ and leave my house ere I. have
you kicked out; and you, Rosalind,” he com-
tinued, turning to his niece, * go . back to your
réom | Back, T pay!” sud as he spoke, he
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stepped forward and laid his hand roughly wpen
4o fair girl’s arm.

0Old Panl Marline forgot that he wasina
sentleman’s parlor—he forgot that his boat-
swain’s warrant gave him no power now; he
smly knew that s helpless orphan was oppressed,
that a cowardly villain bad laid violent hands
apon her, and, with his soul all on fire, he
aprany quickly forward, and seizing the baronet
&y the arm, he dashed him to the floor.

“There, you menn, contemptible willain,”
attered the old man, ““ that’s for darin’ to put
your cowardly hands on a poor orphan girl.
Now tell me, leddy,” be continued, placing his
%ot heavily npon the breest of the fallen man,
“+was My. Maxwell here, last night?”

“Yes, yos.

* An' what time did he go away (7

* At cleven o’clock,”” returned Rosalind, and
=hen laying her hand tremblingly upen Paul’s
arm, while all thoughts of her unele were for-
gotten, she asked :

** Hag any harm come te him? O, for heav-
#n's rake, tell me.”’

¥ don't know, ma’am. He haint come back
et ; but don't be alarmed—P’11 find him yet.”

Rosalind was upon the point of speaking,
when Sir Philip, who had almost instantly re-
wvered from the effeels of thoe blow he had re-
weived in falling, shook off the foot of the old
man, and sprang to his fect.

* Gu, ledy,'” quickly exclaimed Paul, as he
sprang between Rosalind ard her uncle.  Go,
wsd T will let you know when I find him.”

With ¢ faint cry the poor girl cast one look
of the livid face of her umcle, anu then fled
from the room.

** Now, villain, take your death I’ eried the
$aronet, as be drew from his pocket a pistol, as
speny 28 the door closed behind his niece.

But Paul was too quick-sighted for such a
movement, for with a sudden bound he seized
the pistol that had been drawn aguinst him, and
st the same moment drew one from his own
Mevts. As he wrenched Sir Philip's pistol
from his grasp, the eyes of the two men met.
S Philip Hubert was utterly mad with the

fierce passion that came hissing from every fea.
ture, and Paal, too, way stirred’ to » vengefal
wrath, but the instant he met that demoniac
flash that fired the oyes of his enemy, he started
back as though a thunderbolt had crashed at his
feet. : :

The old boatswain uttered no execlamation,
he made no remark. Every shade of wrath
had: passed from his features, and a burning,
flashing, sparkling light, astounding and won-
der-laden, overspread his face.

* You shall be made to suffer for thig, sir,”’
hissed Sir Philip, between his teeth. “ By
heavens ! there’s a gibbet in London.”’

An answer to-this trembled upon Paul’s lips,
but he geve it not utterance. He cast ome
more look at those features, and then opening
the pan of Sir Philip’s pistol he poured out the
powder, after which he returned it.  Then
cocking his own weapon he took his cap and
strode deliberately from the room. Upon the
pavement he stopped for an instant, and them
starting swiftly away, he uttered, in a quiek,
earnest manner : ‘

““ Now—mnow, Sir Philip Hubert, I've got
yo hard an’ fast. O, Max., if T only had you

now, we'd make that baronet smart. €, the

willain I”?

Thus relieved of an idea which his good
judgment had prevented him from giving to the
cars of the baronet, Panl once more sought the
river. He kept along to where the street came
out in which he had met the watohman the night

previous, and there he began to inquire of thd .

boatmen if they had seen anything during the
last night that looked like the impressment of a
man from the shore. He had boarded a dowen
lightera in his search, and at length, as he step-
ped upon the deck of & coal-lugger and put his
question for the twentioth time, the men to
whom he spoke hesitated in his reply. Paul's
eyes sparkled with a new-found hope a8 he no-
ticed this, and he put the question a second
time. '
¢ What time was it "’ agked the collier.

¢ Tt must have been a little afore midnighe,’’
returned Paul.
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* Well, thero was a kind of a rampus about
that time aboard of a Gravesend lighter "at laid
Jjust below us here, and soon after she haunled
out intothe stream an’ put down the river.”

*“ And d’ye know anything ’bout the chaps
aboard the lighter—what they wers 1"’

*“ Rather hard coves, I should reckon,” re-
plied the collior. ‘¢ They was either drinkin’
or fightin’ all the time after they hauled in.”

““ When did they haul in 7’ ‘

** Liet’s see—"twas the day afore yesterday.”

“ And did any onehoard her from the city 77

“Iseed only one man, and he com’d Just
at dark last night. Te was a tall, black-whis-
kered chap, with a bunch o’ hair on his upper
:ﬁp‘i’ . . . .

** Bunk Walland, by all that's true !’ ajacu.
Iated Paal, as he heard this description. '
““Was yees talkin’ about the lightor that
1aid over hore jist ' asked one of the collior’s

** Yes,” was Paul’s quick reply.

“Well, then, here’s a pinknifs I'm Jist
afther pickin’ up from the landin’, P'raps, yer
honor, yees ’Il know it "

Paual took the penknife, and at once recog-
nized it a3 Maxwell’s, and then turning to the
skipper of the collier, he asked :-

“Was there any name on the lighter’s
stern 7

* No, sir.” ‘

““Was there anything about hor looks by
which you could tel] her 2’ o

“Yes. She had a big letter G on the peak.
of her mains’l, done in black paint.”

Paul thanked them kindly for-tho informa.
tion they had given him, and placing half a
¢rown in the bands of him who had found the
knife, he called for a cab and ordered the driver
to leave him, ag quickly as possible, at the office
of the chiof of the police. '

kY

arew, eoming up ab that moment.

Y




CHAPTER XY.

£
1

THR CIIASE, AND ITY REBULTH.

T was nearly fifteen minutes after Maxwell
bad given up in despair of receiving any
gssistance in his misery, thoagh to him it zeem-
ed an age of torment, that he wag aroused to
a glimmer of hope by the sound of some one.
descending a ladder near him, and 1n a mément
more the light of a lantern shone into the bunk
in which be lay. With a painfu! effort he turn-
ed over upon his side, and made out to distin-
guish the omtlines of a human form standing
near him.
 For humanity’s gake, gir, whoever you be,
teke these cruel cords from my limbs 1" faint-

ly exclaimed Maxwell, as he saw that the man

waa gazing into bis bunk. ““If I am to be
murdered, let it be at once—do not kill me by
inches thus!”

The man stocd » moment, as if undecided
what to do, and then he turned and re-sscended
the ladder. Agpain Maxwell gave himself up
o despair, and groaned in the bitterness of his
gufferings ; but ere many moments had passed
the sounds of descending footsteps were again
beard, and this time there were two men.

* We isn't obliged to keop the poor fellow in

sufferin’ as I kmows on,’’ remarked one of them, -

23 he reached the floor.
* No,” returned the other, * thezre’s no need
o] that.”

. ¢ I suy, shipmate,” exclaimed the man who
held the lantern, * find your ruffles a little vr-
comfortable, eh 7*

Maxwell folt his heart awell at this unfecling

Iy

‘remark, but he had good sense enough to Lkeop
his indignation to himself, and in an 1mp10rmg .

tone, he said :

“* They are kﬂlmg me, sir—literally drawing
out my lifo in the most excruciating pain.. For
the love of heaven, either loosen them, or kill
me at once !

“ Well, if wo'll let you go on deck to take o
bit of fresh. air, will you promise not to make
any noise? not to spesk a word that can be
heard cutside o’ the lighter "%

“ Anything you may ask I.will most solemn-
Iy promise, so that you loose these cords and let
mé breathe the pure-air,’” exclaimed Maxzwell,
in return.

4
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'The man who held the lantern set it down,
and having called his companion to his assist-
ance, they lifted the young man from the hunk,
and proceeded to cast off the cords from his feet
and legs, after-which they unloosened the pin-
ions upon his arma. ‘

“ You'H just exeuse me for this, sir,” he of
the lantern remarked, as he took the cord he
had last cast off, and proceeded to bind Max-
well's wrists together in front, ** cause, ye see,
we've got to Jook well to your honor, ths,t yeo
don’t get away from us.’

The young man made no answer to this, for
ho saw that his captor was ‘putting the cord on
in guch & manner that it would not pain him,
and in o few moments he was told that he might
follow them on deck. ‘

As the cool night-breeze swept over the fe-
vered brow of the prisoner his heart swelled with
2 new life, and though it had been with the
greatest difficulty that he made his way op the
Iadder, yet when once seated on the low tran-

_som, with his limbs relieved of their torturing

bonds, he falt almost as though he had not been
80 tortured.

The tide thos far had been on the flow, and
a8 there was but little wind the lighter had made

~ only afew miles headway, but shortly after Max--

well eame on deck the tide turned upon the ebh,
and with the wind from, he north’rd and west’rd
she began to lumber ‘along with considerable
rapidity. There ‘was liglit- enough from the

“tmoon, which was just rising, to enable our hero

to distinguish.the various objects on shore, but
of course he knew nothing of the landmarks,
and sonsequently had nomeans of telling where
he was, only he knew that he was going down
the river, ds the moon, which made out to strg-
gle through the fog, plainly indicated.

There were six men on the deek of the light-

er, and the young officer was confident that|-

they eomposed her whole crew, while he ‘who
had unloozened his honds seermed to be the eap-
tain. There was no light about the deck, the
helmsman being only guided by well-known ob-
jects upon the shore, so that Mazwell conld see

but Little of the countenances of those sbout him,

but from the eonversation and occasional exola-
mationa that fell upon his ears he was not at a
loss to tell that he was in the gompeny of a pre-
cious set of villlans.

Under the influence of the fresh air, with his
blood now circulating freely through his veins,
the fover began to leave the young man's sys-
tem, and in the course of fifteen minutes after
he came on deck, he felt greatly relieved. The
gkipper stood leaning againgt the quarter rail,
close by the spot where the prisoner sat, and
after the lighter had passed Woolwich, Maxwell
turned to him and asked :

“ Have you the charge of my person ?”

“'Well,” returned the man thus addressed,
in = sort of careless air, ““1 8’pose you're under .
my sailin® orders for the present.”” :

. And will you tell me what you fntend to
do with me 7" '

¢ {tuess you'd feel full as easy not to be too
wise on that p’int,” lacemeally returned the
skipper. : ro

* Bub you surely do not intend to wurder me
in ecol blood "’ uttered Maxwell, for the first
time giving a real thought to guel: a probability,

“ Couldn’t say as to that, sir.. I'm under
orders from them as iz bettor able to judge
about guch matters.”

“4Tell me that, at least,”’ urged the young
man ; ‘' for I am not coward enough to quail
before mortal power. Is it your intention to
kill me 77 ‘ '

0, no,” returned the skipper, in & tone as

cool and unconcerned as though he had been

arranging for the disposal of merchandize. I

aint goin' to kill you, only there’s one thing -
I shonld think you might know. Your com~ - -

pany isn’t wanted in London, and thew rs has
got you out o’ the way will take ‘pretty good
care that you don’t come back agin.”

¢ But will you not tell me how far your or-
ders go '

“ Couldn’t possibly do it under any oircum~
gtances, but when it comeg you’ll know it, 88
the bo’sn’s mate said to the man as was atrlp-
pin’ for a floggin’.” 1

Mazwell saw that he should get nothing
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farther from the skipper of the lighter, and he
determined to ask po more questions. His
hope was not entirely gone, for in the course of
his eventful life be had been nearer o the gates
of death than he was now, and yet he had es-
caped. Bomething in his soul—a ** still small
veioe *’ that whispered seemingly from the bock
of fate—told him that all was not yet lost.
With roviving strength came renewed the hope
that his destiny was not yet told upon earth.

Shortly after he ceased questioning the skip-
per, be felt the power of fatigne so strongly
npon him that he laid his head back upon the
tafferel, and fell into an uncasy, dreamy slom-
ber. 'There was no point, no regularly defined
idea to hia dreams, but over him, and beneath
him, and all ahout him, there seemed to be a
black mass of tumultuous, contending storm-
clouds, with only one break in the whole frown-
ing, zoneless canopy, but from that one spot
shone forth a single gleam of light that pene-
trated his sonl with a pgladsome emotion. It
goomed first to be his eastern atar struggling
through the clonds, but gradnally it tooka new,
3 brighter form, and the soft, beaming features
of Rosalind Hubert looked forth wpon him.
How long he remained in this region of vary-
ing dreamland he had no means of determining,
but when he awoke it was from a rough shake
of his shoulders, snd he found the morning sun
had already gained considerable advance in its
diurnal journey.

“ Come, eir, you'll have to go below for a
spell,” said the skipper, with his hand atill upon
the young man’s shoulder. *‘ That ere town off
there iz Gravesend, an’ I expect the revenme
officers "Il board us. Now I want you to par
ite'larly remember ’at you are a sick man ’at
we is earryin’ out to Sheerness. You'll do it
quiotly, I a’pose?”

The manner in wiich this was spoken plainly
indicated that there was much a thing as foreing
the prisoner to do this bidding, and readily as-
senting to the proposal, Mazwell went below and
tarned into his bunk. In the course of fifteen
minutes a boat came alongside, but there was
only ene officer, and he pessed the lighter with-

.

out coming into the cabin, and after he had

on deck.

It was now past nine o’clock, the hghter
baving made only about twenty-five miles since
ghe hauled ont from the dock in London, but
the wind had now freshened to a good breeze,
and the tide, for the last three hours, had been
in her favor. Maxwell had again taken -his

{seat upon the transom, and was engaged in

watching the various buildings upon the shore
when the skipper came aft and touched him
upon the arm. Now that daylight had revealed

Maxwell could not but shudder as he viewed

Jthem. Upon every lineament of them the

word ¢ villain >’ was written as plinly as mor-
tal hand ecould have done it, and there was that
coldness and heartlessness about them that re-
vealed a character befitting the hired murderer,

‘ Well, shipmate,” said this specimen of de-
praved humanity, without other expression than

ont at sea in a little while, an® as I've no ob-

can have the prmlege, but you'd better hegin
pretty soon.’

¢ Thou heartless, lying villain,” exclaimed
Mazwell, starting to his feet, *“ you told me
that you were not going to kill me [”

¢ Neither is 1,” returned the skipper. *I’s
only goin’ to lash your legs once more, an’

man Qcean, that’s all.”’
The heart of OQsmond Maxwell recoiled in

could utter a reply the skipper had tumed upon
his heel and walked forward.

Iifteen minutes more passed, and Bheerncss

bow. The skipper again ecanle aft and ordered
the lighter to be brought up to a north-east
course, and just as the shests had been belayed
the helmsman’s attention was arrested by the
appearance of a large yaoht which had just
pasged Leigh on its way down the river, and

turning to his superior, he remarked :

gone the young man was sgain penmttod togo

the features of the man who held him in charge, -

that of a determined recklessness, * we’ll be

jections to any man’s prayin’ afore he dies, you-

then give you a chance to swim across the Ger- ™

horror from the idea of such a death, but ore he -

Fort was brought in sight upon the starboard -
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 Wonder what that chap’s doin’ out here ¥’

“ What is that?"’ asked the sklpper

““That yacht.”

The skipper lovked a moment upon the com-
ing boat, and then said :

“ Some pleasure party, Is’pose, from Green-
wich. 8he’ll land on Sheppey Island.”

i No,” returned the helmsman, after watch-

. ing the stranger for a few moments, *she’s

hamled her wind, an’ iz stan’in’ this way.”

The skipper went below and got his spyglass,
and after a few moments® observation, he turn-
ed to his helmsman, and remarked :

“ She’s nothin’. Omly four men aboard—
bound ’round on to the Hssex coast some-

where.”’
The lLighter Tambered along through the

water, while the yacht, with every ray of can-
vass on, came repidly cutting her way through
the waves, and in the course of balf an hour she
had ranged up alongside, sbout two cables’
lengths to the windward. ,

* 'What ‘does that mean T’ wttered the hélms-
man. ‘

As he spoke the yaeht had put up her helm,
and enfod off her sheets, and as her head paid
off, she seemed aiming to run under the lighter's
stern. Maxwell was for the time forgotten by
the skipper, or he would have surely been or-

. dered below, and as he now got sight of the

yacht’s deck his heart leaped with a wild, deliri-
ons bound, for he recognized it at onee as Lord

.~ Wilton’s. Every fear was gone, every pain was

forgotten, for he knew that he had friends near
at hand.

The yacht came cutting through the water
wider the lighter’s atern, and in & moment more
she put down her helm, and ere the skipper
was hardly aware of what was going on, she had
grated along upon Lis lee rail. Up from the

with old Paul Marline at their head, and with &
lond shout the old man sprang upon the lighter’s

 rail and leaped down vpon her deck. The skip-

per met him ab the gangway and essayed to stop
his progress, but with one blow of kis hiige fist
Pau] felled him upon the main-hatch, and them

sptang aft.
Osmond Maxwell put forth lns bound bands,

and with a heart overflowing with gratitude and

Paul spoke not till he had first cast off the cori-
ed manacles from. the wrists of his protege—
then he clasped the young man to his besom,
and while the happy tears rolled down his, fur-
rowed cheeks, he ezelaimed :

« Thank God, Max., you're safe !”

Maxwell raised his head and gazed into his
protector’s kind face, and while a gratitude that
might not he spoken in words irradiated his
featutes, he uttered :

#“ 0, Paul, what do T not owe you. In alf
an hour I should have been Iost te you forever,
but you, you have saved me.’

‘There, there, Max. —don’t—you’ll mdr.e
me blubber like a child. We'll talk about it
when we get back. Them wxliams 1L soon be
bound, but T wont help do it,. for I fee! happy
now, an’ f I ghonld put my hands on their
mean bodies *twonld make me feel ugly.”

In fifteen minutes the lighter’s crew had beea
all bound and conveyed on board the yacht, and
leaving their own boat under the charge of Paul.
Maxline, the yacht’s crew took charge of the
lighter, to carry her back to London, and long
before night the villains were safely lodged in
the hands of the authorities; while Maxwell,
hardly noticing the lameness of his Limbs, set
within his own room at the hotel and related to
Paul the circumstances of his adventure, and,
in turn, received the old man’s account of the

* yacht’s cebin came a score of the London police

manner in which he got upon the chase.

joy, be fell upon his foster-father’s bosom ; but



CHAPTER XVL

A4 MOST ETRANGE

HEN Maxwell and Paal had finished

their supper, the old man remarked

to hiz protege that he was going out for a few

woments, and requesied the young man to retire

%o his room and seek that repose whioh he so

ech needed. An hour passed away, and Max-

well was beginning to feel uneasy with regard

%o his foster-father’s prolonged absence, when

S door of his room was opened, and the ob-
Jeot of his anxiety cntered.

** Where bave you been, Panl 7’ asked Max-
well, as his countenance lighted up.

*I've been to see o leddy, Max.,”” the old
men returned, while a peculiar amile, half
roguish in its expression, played around the cor-
mers of hig mouth.

“ A lady, Padl?”

“Yes, a lady.”

Maxwell gazed into the old man’s face, bat
thongh be spoke not, yet Paul knew the ques-
e he wonld ask, and in a somewhat serious
fono, he continved :

“T've been to seo Rosalind Hubert, Max.,
fer I promised her this mornin’ at T would let

REVELATION.

her know ¢k soon 28 I found you. An’ I tell
ye, Max., it did my old heart good to see how
she smiled and wept by turns, when I told her
't you was safe. Ak, Max., I'm afeared she
aint all right here abont you.”

As the old man spoke, he placed his hand -

significantly upon his heart, -at the same time
bending wpon his protege a aearching, meaning
look.

A kappy, grateful smile lit up the features:.

of Osmond Maxwell, as he heard the old sallor’s
aecount of the manner in which Rosalind had
received the intellipence of his safety, and in &
frank tone, he said :

“ I will eonceal nothing from you, Panl; but -

if you think Rosulind’s heart is not all right,
then you are much mistaken. She foves me,
Paal.”

“ Yes, yeg, Max., T know that. Though I

don’t know ’at I was ever in love wi’ anything -

but yourself an’ the flag of Old England, yet it
dide't take but half a look to tell me *at the
leddy was in love wi’ you. Ii's a pity, Max.,
but then she hadn’t ought 'o’ve done it. How-
somever, p’raps she’ll soon get over it.”’

R
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Maxwell could not resist the smile that broke

over his features at the simple honesty of his
old friend, but at length, while the smile-left
his face, seeming to settle back upon hls glad-
some heart, he returned :

* You do not understand the matter, Panl—
Rosalind Hubert not only loves me, but T love
her.” ‘

80 much the worse, Max.”

* But I have told her that I Iove her, and
ghe hes confessed her Iove in- return. She is
mire, Paul, and I am hers.”

A moment the old man gazed in blank aston-
ishment upon the fave of his protege.
tonishment, however, began slowly to disappear,
and gradually a light broke in that soon over-
spread . hiy features, and to himself he. thought
of the strange questions that Tiord Wilton had
put to him; but, without betraying the thoughts
that movecl him, he simply said :

‘Bhe's a noble girl, Max., an’ if she ig ever
your wife, she’ 11 have ag good' a husband ag ever

‘trod the earth.

“8ho'll have a faithful husband, Paul.”

‘¢ That- indeed she will,” returned the old
man.

For some time after this remark was made,
the two companions remained given up, each’ to
his own . thoughts. Maxwell dwelt npon the
fair being who had been the subject of the con-
versation, while Paul, i one might judge from
the anxious glances which he_furtively cast to-

Jwurds his protege, was dmng into a sea of point-

less surmises on the subject of the strange man-
ner ir which Lord Wilton had questioned him
concerning young Maxwell's childhood. At
length the young leutenant raised his eyes to
the face of his companion, and seid :

“¢ Paul, all my hopes of happiness, ‘or, at
least, of immediate happiness, depend upon our
westhering Sir Philip Hubert. I have pledged
myself to the Lady Rosalind, that her nnele’s
power over her should be overcome.”

“ An’ wecan do it, Max.”’

8o I believa.”

“But I Enow it, Max.”

 Know it, Paul 1

That as- |

““Yes, I've got the weather-gage of ’im, an
I can overhaul him at any moment.”

* But tell me, Paul,” exclaimed the young .
man, a8 he started from his seat, ** you have
not—"

“Yes, I have Max.,” in‘termpteﬂ the old
man.  § Iveopened that locker, an’ I've found
Sir Phitip’s number !
~ ** And do you know him for the villain you
thought him ¥’ asked Maxwell, as he grasped
the old man’s arm. _

“I never told ye, Max., "at T thought he was
2 willain.” .

* But you surely intimiated it,”’ uttered the
young officor, in a sort of disappointed tone,
while the shade of his hope grew a degree less
distinet,

“P'r'aps I did,” replied Paul; and then,
taking Maxwell’s hand from his arm, he con-
tinued : “Now you sét down in your hig chair
agin, an’ T'll spin ye the whole yarn from be-
ginnin’ to end.”

 Maxwell did as his old friend hed diredted,
and having stowed away a fresh quid of pigtail
within his cheek-~an accompaniment without

‘| which he seldom ventured any extended re-

marks—Puaul settled himself back inte his seat,
and commenced

““The first yc:n' *at T was chief bosn's mate
o’ the old Thunderer—that is ten years ago—
you was a small boy, Max., only ten years oid,
an’ of course you don’t ren;ember many ¢’ the'
particulars 'at turned up in that eruise. Qur
old ship had been ordered on to the coast o’
Coromandel, to ernise arter a pirate *at had been
troublin’ our Fast Indiamen, and arter eruisin’
about for nearly a month we spole a merchdnt.
man just off Madras ’at had been overhanled
and robbed by this bloody pirate the day before,
an’ from her we learned ’at the scamps had
hauled off towards the southérn coast, arter
they'd got all the plunder they wanted. Well,
we got a pretty good ’scriptjon 0" the pirate’s
wessel from the skipper o’ the merchantman,
an’ then we hanled omr wind for the  coast.

| P’r’aps you remember it, Max 2"’

‘ No, not distinetly, Paul. I’ve come across -
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s0 many such scenes that those which trans-
pired so far baok as that, are rather..mixed up
and mingled indistinetly together in my
memory.”’

+« Well,” continged Panl, ** the next mornin’
arter wo got on to the coast, tho lookout at the

fore-t'gallant crosstrees reported ’at he_gould)

see the top-hamper of a craft just over a’ of
land ’at made out a little to the south’rd o’ St.
Thome, The capt'n called me aft an” ordered
me to take a glass an’ go aloft an’ see 'f I could
make out anything of her. Sol took the glass,
an’ T hadn’t no sooner got it levelled, than I
knowed ’at them spars—TI could see as far down
a8 her main-top—belonged to the pirate ’at the
merchant skipper had described to us, A poon
a8 I'told the capt'n this, he ordered the top-
gallant #'lls and r'yals to be taken in, an’ in
half an hour we doubled the p'int, and there,
sare enough, bout half a mile up a little stream,
lay the wery chap. We know'd ’at "the old
trigate couldn't git up there, 0 we called away
the barge an’ the three cutters, an’ with about
fifty men, 2ll told, we started off in the hoats.
Our first luff had charge o’ the first cutter,
I was with im.  Of course we expected nothin’
but ’at the pirate ’d fire into us, but instead "o
that they lowered their boats an’ put for the
shore, an’ as soon as our first luff saw this game,
be ordernd all hands to land an’ give chase.
The willaing turned an’ fired about a mess-pan
full o’ musket balls at us, an’ then run like
mad. One of onr middies was killed on the
spot, au’ one or two of the men was wounded,
but 'at only made i worse for them, for the
moment the middy fell ev’ry one o’ the frigate’s
men swore they’d berevenged, an’ after 'em we
started.

‘¢ About four cables’ lengths from the shore
there was a small steep hill, an’ over this most
o' the pirates steered, but four on ’em hauled
their wind an’ went “round it on the larb’rd
hand, an’ without noticin’ who followed in my
wake I give 'em chase, but when I got ’round
the hill I found myself in rather a tick’lish
mess. Right ahead there was a deep jungle
ewamp, which separated me from them as had

gone over the hill, an’ I bad the satisfaction o’

finding myself fotched upall stan'in’ wi’ four 0o
the pirates to deal with; but in a minute more.
I found ’at old Jack Collar, one o the capt’ns
of our fore-top, had followed me, an’ I felt &
good deal better. The moment the pirates
fetched up agin the jungle swamp they turned,
an’ ong on ‘em Isawwas the capt’n. I kmowed
him, ’cause he wore reglar swabs.  Well,
Jack an’ I both fired, but as bad luck would
have it, we both aimed at the same man ; how-
sgmever, he fell, so that left us only three to
deal with. The three pirates fired, an’ Jack
got one o' the balls in his left arm, but I wasn’s
touched, sn’ Jack didn’t notice his hurt much,

for e drew his other pistol an’ let rip at the
bloody willain nesrest to 'im, an’ we®had the
gatisfaction of seein’ him tumble on his beam-
ends. I hadn’t fired my second pistel yet,
’canse I wanted it for a sure aim, an’ jost as
the two men a3 was lefs fired agin, I took the
chanee an’ fired, tos, an’ my hall did nobly,
for it knocked down its man ; but when I turn-
ed to lock at Jaek, I found him settin’ on the

an’ { ground wi’ his head in his lap. T dide't stop

to speak to him, howsomever, for I saw the
pirate capt'n comin’ towards ms, am whippin’
sut my cutlass I stood ready for him. He

struck a blow at my head as he came up, but I

fended it off, an’ then at it we went. He was
savage, an’ so was 1.  His cutlass was the long-
est, but mine was the heaviest. He fonght like
a tiger, but I soon saw >t I was his better wi’

the cutlass, an’ at last, just as he fetched a real Tt

ugly lunge at my breast, I give his cntlassa
blow ’at broke it short off at the hilt.
I was sure L had ’im then, an’ 'f I'd strack
goon enough‘ I should, but the infarnal willain
had another pistol, an’ jumpin’ back, while I
stopped & second to take breath, he drew it an’
let drive at me. The ball struck me just below

the right knee, an’ I dropped, an’ just then I

heard & shout behind me, an’ in a few moments
half o dozen of our men came up, but the pirate
capt’n took to the jungle as soon as he see "em,
an’ welost “im.  Poor Jack Collar never spoke

agin, for he had a ball right through his head ;

- length ke said, in a somewhat disappointed

In course,:

THE QHILD

but my hurt was ea'sﬂy fized, asthe bone wasn’t
shattered much, an’ in the course of a couple o’
months Y was on my pegs agin. - You remem-
ber that, Max. 7

& Yes "’ returned Maxwell, in breathless sus-
pense ; “ but go on—go on, Paul.”

' Well, we got the pirate’s brig, an’ thirty-
one o’ the pirates themselves, an’ we only lost
Eix men; Now, Max., who d'ye think that
pirate capt’n was 2"

“Who? Who, Paul?’ uttered Maxwell
while by the nervous clutching of his hands he
seemed to hold limself*in his place.

~“Osmond Maxwell, it was nobody but Sir
sz'h:p Hubert 17

“Do you speak honestly, Paul? Do you
megn ‘this ¥ asked the young man, almost
afxmd to trust the evidence of his own sonses.
“ Do you mean that 8ir Philip Hubert and this
pirate eaptain ave cne and the same person ¥

“Tt’s just ag true as there’s a God in
heaven,” returned the old man..

Mazweli knew from Paul’s manner that he
not only spoke the truth, but that he was con-
fident of his strange recognition, and for some

time he dwelt upon the event in silonce. - At

manner :
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“ And you, Paul, were the only one who
recognized him, or rather, saw his face distines-
ly at that time 2’

“T'm the only one living.”

“ 0, I'm afraid that the villain will got clear
of your single testimony. You remembor what

Lord Walbourn told us concerning the manner
in w ihl he had eseaped a dozen sush aoousa-
tions ag this.”" -

“Yes, I know all that,” reterned Paal.
““But I tell ye, Maz., "at we oan bring him up
with a round tarn now. I know ’twas Bunk
Walland *at got me off, an’ got you off, top-—
an’ I know "at he was with: Sir Philip ten min-
utes afore you left the house last night. Now
we’ll let the willains rest till Lord Wilton comes;
an’ then we’ll put the whole bus’ness into his
hands, an’ °f he ¢an’t overhaul Sir Philip with
all these p’ints o’ the compass for a lendin’
wind, then 1’11 go back to the Indieés an’ never
set foot in Finglend agin, that's all, Max.™
“Well,” returned the young man, after a
few moments’ deliberation, *“ T don’t think you’Il
be obliged to do that. God will mot surely let .
such a villain eseape.”’ ‘ '
And with this hope, if not convietion, Max- -
well retired o his rest, for his limbs were weary

and sore, and his mind tired beneath the varied :
weight that lay upon it, -




CHAPTER XVIIL

THR BTRANGER, AND HIS

@N the next morning, thongh Maxwell was

by no means severely indisposed, yeb he
requerted that his breakfast might be brought

to his room. O1d Panl, under the influence of
s habit which he eould not shake off, had al-
ready eaten his morning’s meal, and so while
hiz protege was engaged in the same occupa-
tion, he eat near by poring over the columns of
the morning’s paper. The young man had
nearly finished his meal, when an exclamation
from the old man made him start,

 What is it, Panl ¥’ he asked, at the same
time laying down an egg-glass which he held in
his band.

« Just read that,” returned Paul, as he
handed over the paper and pointed out the para-
graph that had arrested his attention.

Mazwell took the paper and read as fellowa :

** Rear Estars ror Sane.—Woe are request-
ed to state upon suthority of the present holder,
that the splendid estate in Berkeley Square,
lately belonging to Lord Colford, now deceased,
will bo immediately sold, together with all the
furniture, plate, pictures, &oc. &o. If not sold
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same will he disposed of under the hammer, the
holder being under the necessity of immediately
returning to India.

P. 8.7 As a mere settlement of the estate iy
the only object in view, this chance will afford
a rare bargain to some gentleman who is desu'ous
of purchasing an eligible clty residence.”

¢ There, what d’ye think o’ that, Maxz ?”

uttered Panl, asthe young man rested the paper
upon his knee.

up he’ll escape us yet, for ho evidently intends
to make his escape from Engismd 8 S00n 88
possible.”

Hardly had Maxwell spoken, when there
came a rap upon the door.

¢ Walk in.”

«MThere be two gentlomen below a3 wants
to speak wid ye, gur,’’ said one of the footmen,
poking his head in at the door.

“Well, clear away these dishes, and then
show them up,” returned Maxwell.

1t was but the work of a moment for the ser-
vant to remove the salver upon which the young

within three days from date at private sale, the

officer’s breakfast had been served, and in a

« T think if Sir Philip is not soon brought”

- fort, yet 1"

' company with Mr. Marmaduke.
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few minuten afterwsrds, Lord Wilton entered
the apa.rtment mmpanied by sn agud‘ stran
ger.

“My dear Maxwell, I am glad to find -you
looking so well,” exclatmed his lordship, ss he
grasped the young man by the hand. I have
heard of your yesterday’s adventure, and I fear-
¢d you might have fared worge.”

*“No, my lord,” returned Maxwell, not a
little flattered by the friendly manmer of so dis-
tinguished » noble ; ‘“ thanks to my kind old
foster-father, I got off in safety.”

Wilton extended to Paul a friendly greeting,
and then turning to where stood the stranger,
ke said, as he led him towards the young officer :

“ Mr. Marmaduke, allow me to make you ac-
guainted with Mr. Muxwell, the young officer
of whom T have told you. Mr. Mazwell, Mr.
Godfrey Marmaduke.”

Mr. Godfrey Marmaduke was s pale, sickly
looking man, with a look of 'ancommon intelli-
genee. He wore » gray suit of short clothes,
peculiar to the lower grade of the Yorkshire
gentry, his head being ornamented by a buge

" white periwig which ended hehind in 2 long,

neatly bound gueune. is eyes sparkled with a
peculiar light a3 he took Maxwell by the hand,
and at the first glance our hero was assuyed
that he paw a man in whom he might trust as 2
fend. , :

‘“ Havo you seen the morning papers, Mr.

Maxwell 7 asked Lord Wilton, after the usual

galutations between our two friends.and M.

~Marmaduke bad been passed.

4 Yes, my lord,” returned Maxwell, I had
just lajd one of them down as you were an-
nounced.”

“ Bir Philip is commeneing in good earnest,’
remarked Wilton.

“ He is, indeed,” returned Maxwell and

.we'must be on the alert if we would prevent hm

infamous designs. Have you seen Mr. Mont-
*¥Yes, ¥ oalled upon him last evening, in

I have been
made nequainted with all 8ir Philip's proseed--
ings thus faz, and,” contitwed his lordship, at

the same time casting upon Maxwell a meaning,
half-smiling glatice, “ I saw the Lady Rosalind
last evening, and from her I gained an inkling
of the proceedings of some ome elss, who, it
seems, has some peculing dealgna with regard
to her welfars *’

¢ Liord Wilton,” stemmered the young ran,
while the rich blood mounted in a erimson flood
to his somewhat pale face. ,

“There, you needn’t be ashamed of what
you'vedone, my boy,” exelaimed Wilton, with
a good-natared smile. *“I happened to be in
the honse last night when Paul came with his
mossage, though he knew it not, and I could not
but observe the effoct which his intelligence had
upon her mind, and so, my dear fellow, I had
the curidsity to question Rosa rather particular-
1y ; the result of which was, that T learned that,
while her unele was trying to rob her of 1er
property, wou had actuaily stolen away. her
hears.”’

“And T trust, my lord, that you will not
bleme mie for that which T have done,” uttered
Mazwell, gaining courage from the kmd man-
ner of his lordship.

“0, not by any means,” Wilton said.
“You have given your own heart in return, and
ag the lady seems, satisfied with the exchange, T
suppose the matter must rest there for the pros-
ent. But, you know Sir Phlhp muast firsi be
disposed of, for you may never hope to artive .
at the consummation of such a projeet till his
power ig overcome.”

‘ And that cern be done #ir " exclaimed
Mazxwell, with much energy.  We have ‘the
most conclusive proofs of his conneetion with the
eowardly attempts upon our lives, and Paul has
recognized him as a base villain of an old stamp.”

‘“ Ah,” uttered Wilton, tummg to the old
asilor, **and have you found your lost secret
Paul ¥’

¢ Yes, sir-——I know the vﬂlam Just llke a
si'nal-book.”

* Then lot’s have it,” returned Wilton, as
he turned his ohair about, ‘and, dlsposéd }nm-
aelf in a listening position. o

~01d Paul cloared. bis tbréwﬁ, sad then spn.




“

the yarn of his sdventure with the pirates on
the eoast of Madras, during which Lord Wilton
and Marmaduke exchanged many and signifi-
cant glances, seeming the while to bo most
deeply interested. At it conclusion, Mazwell
gaid :
+t Now, Lerd Wilton, can you not, with all
these circumstances, contrive to bring the villain
to jastice T
-+ Not yet, not yet,”” returned his lordship, in
a thoughtfol mood.  *“ Thave another hold upon
him mow. He will not dispose of the property
as casily as he imagines, for Mr. Marmaduke,
here, has a full claim upon the Yorkshire es-
tate, and he also holds Lord Colford’s own bond
and mortgage upon the estate which Sir Philip
has advertised for sale. 1 assure you, Mr.
Maxwell, that Marmaduke's visis to London at
this time is most opportune, for, in days gone
by, ke has had some corious dealings with Bir
Philip.”
<€}, siv,”” utiered DBaxwell, while his face
became bright beneath the flashes of the hope
thus givenhim, ** if Mr. Marmaduke can aid us
in this, my lusting gratitude shall be his, and
if ever fortune brings her wheel about to an op-
portunity, I will xepay him with more than
words. Do not place my feelings to a wrong
motive, sir,” the young man continned, ay ke
noticed that Godfrey Marmaduke was regard-
ing him with the most intense interest. L as-
sure you, gir, there is no selfishness inm the
feeling. Though I would give all but my own
honest manhood for Rosalind’s happiness, yet
hed Y resalved upon freeing her from this base
villain’s power before I had dared to think of
Joving her. Throwing the peculiar position in
which I stand to the lady out of the guestion,
I would do only for her i this case what I
would do for any nnprotected orphan.”’
Q14 Godfrey’s eyes sparkled with a strange
Light es the young man spoke, and grasping
him by the hand, he uttered :
+ believe you, sir—indoed I do; and now
let me sasure you thet if some unforeseen cir-
camstanee does not prevent the execution of my
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“Blow mo 'f I shouldn’t like jus to give
*im one more chance to put a ball through my
knea,’” uttered Paul, doubling up both of his
huge fists and laying them upon his knees, as
though he even now anticipated the pleasure.
Lord Wilton smiled at the old sailor’s earn-
est remsark, and then laying his hand opon
Maxwell’s arm, he gald ;

¢ Now, Mr. Mazwell, we will let Sir Philip
rest for a while, and enter upon a business
which principally concerns yourself, and for
which I have claimed Mr. Marmaduke’s pres-
ence at the present time and place.”

“ A business relating tome, sir 7’ responded
the young man in some surprise.

¢ Yes, Maxwoll—and something, too, that
cannot fuil of proving highly interesting to one
in your position.”’

Mazwell gazed at his lordship with a won-
dering look, and anxiously awaited an explana-
tion.

 Paul,’? gaid Wilton, turning to the old sil-
or, *“ you told me, I believe, that it was nine-

whom you Bave since reared o a man ¥’
 Nineteen years ago this summer, sir,” reo-
plied Prul, opening his eyes wider than usual,
« T picked ’im up in the Bay o’ Bengal, an”
there he sets, now. He was tossed about then
without the power to help himself, but now he’s
o master o’ the ocean, sir.”’

* « Do you remember the name of the ship in
which he was wrecked 77

« Yes, sir. It's just as T )

Here the old man heeitated a moment, as
though he might be revealing the fact of their
former conversation, but at a motion from his
interlocutor, he continued ;

«The name o the ship was burnt, in big,
fair letters on the yard ’at the ohild was lashed
to. Tt was the djaz.”

<t That was the ship, was it not, Godfrey ?”
said Wilton, turning to Mr. Marmaduke.

It was,”” replied that gentleman; while n
marked agitation gave its tone to' his features.

* You told me, I think,” ocontinbed his Jord-

plans, Bir Philip will have opportanity to com-
mit but little more of his wickedness."’

teen years ago that you picked up the child, -

ship; again turping to Poal, * that you had

Fernr s et

~dwolt an earnest, absorbing interest, with g

- gntered,

got that the young Leutenant was a perfeot
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presorved the clothes which the child was dress-

ed in, at the time you found him ?”

“ Yes, sir—ov'ry rag on 'em. They'te in

my chest now, just in the next room.”

“And did you also preserve the strip of

oloth with which the child wus .laghed to

“ Mr. Marmaduke, will you have the kind-
negs to totich that bell-rope 9"’ said Lord Wil-
tom, to the old gentleman.

“ My lord, what doos this mean? What is
this for 7”7 uttered Maxwell, after old Godfrey
had rang the bell, in 4 trembling, doubting,
and h_zﬂfifearful tone. *“I conjure you, sir, fo
toll me what end you have in view t”

“ Rest quietly for o few moments,. my dear
boy, and you shall know it all. Ask no ques-
tions yet.”

The young man - gazed first at the speaker,
and then 2t Mr. Marmaduke. Upon the fea-
‘tures of the former there was s happy, joyous
expression, with a slight mixtare of kind play-
fulness, while upon the face of the Iatter, there

searching look fized full upon his own face.

* Your pleasure, gentlemen,”” said a servant,
at that moment putting his head in at the door.

¢ Conduct the female, whe accompanied us,
o this room,”” said Wilten.

The servant bowed and withdrew, and ina fow
moments retuxned aund ushered in am old lady,
whose form must have sustained the woight of
balf a eentury, at least. ' '

* Hestor,” said Lord Wilton, ag the female
‘“you remember the cnution T gave
you ?’, o '

“Yes, siv,” repliod she, as she cast her eyes
about the room.

Wilton was upon the point of speaking, when

noticed that Hestor's eyes had rested upen
Muxwell, but a new idea st that moment enter-
od his mind, and he remained silent.

With an earnest, fixed gaze the woman ro-
garded. the young man for fall two minutes—
then she stepped forward, and, seeming to for-

OF THE BAY. 83

stranger to her, she placed her hand upon bis
brow, and laid the nat-brown curls back farther
from his face. A moment more she gased,
while the youth, himself, trembled with a startt '

in a meagnred,

ling emotion, and then she eaid,
confident tone ;

‘* Mr. Marmaduke, do you want more gvi-
dence than that ¥’

*I would ask for no. more, Hestor,” the ofd
gentloman replied ; * but since it is ab haml
let us have it all.” o ,

“ Lord Wilton, I pray yeu, sir—’ ‘

‘ Stop, stop, my dear boy—this is my busi-
ness, and you must let mo carry it throngh to |
suit myself,”” interrupted Wilton, as Mazwell
all agitatod and trembling, attempted to gain ax’l
oxplanation of the strange scemo. Then tarn-
ing to Paul, he continued ; .

* Now, Paul, bring us that bundle.”

- Had the old boatswain been ordered to level
a gan upon his country’s enemy, he conld not
have moved quicker to obey the order.

“ Stop—don’t untie it yet,” uttored Wilton,
a5 Puol returned with the bundle and began o
unloosen the cord that bound it.  ** Hestor, oan
you describe the kind of dresses which the child
had when it left England 2

*Yep, sir, I think T can. But then, . you
know, it had such a lot of them, eir. "There.
wis no less than twenty frocks.” |

“ But at sea, and especially in a storm, the
child would have naturally had on_ its warmest
clothing, Heostor,” intimated Wiiton.

~ ** Bure enough it would,” retarned the wo-
man, and then olapping her hands in the joy-
ousness of a lucky thonght, she continued :

* All the woollen and flannel clothes thatmy
lady had made for the babe I made myself, and
I worked, with fine blue silk, the little fellow's
first name on every one of them.” -

“ And what was that name 77

 Osmond, sir.” o ‘

** Justlike u si'nal-book I shonted old Paal,
as he fore open the bundle and exhibited the
clothes, whioh for nineteen years he.had kept so
faithfally. I obeyed orders as far as 1 conld,

an’ for 'tother name I give "im the old admiral’s,
Thero "tis—=nee it ¥’ S

A
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As the old sailor spoke, he pointed out to
Lord Wilton the simple name, * Osmend,”
upon the Scotch frock, and also upon two flan-
nel under-garments.

“ An' hero's the strip o oloth as Max., was
lashed to the yard with,” the old sailor con-
tinued, as he took out a long strip of cashmere
stuff, which was Lknotted in the middle, and
had a silver eye-hook upon one end.

“That was a picce of my lady's dress, 1
know,’’ exclaimed Hestor, as she took tha cloth
and examined it.  ** It was one that her—"’

« Never wmind that, Hestor,” interrupted
Lord Wilton, and then twrning to Mr. Marma-
duke, he continued :

“ Godfrey, mortal man could ask ne more
than this.” )

“ Most assuredly not,” returned Marmadule.

“ And yon sre satisfied 77 continued Wiltton.

* Satisfied ?  Why, my dear Wilton, I have
been emtisfied since fivst I placed my eyes upon
the youug man’s countenance,” said the old
gentleman. ** When be was but a day old hir
own mother was not more sure of his identity
than Tam at the present moment.”

Ar Marmaduke closed, Lord Wilton arose
from his geat, aud taking the young lieutenant
by the hand, he said, while the unfeigued joy
of his heart was pictured upon his eountenanee :

¢ Mr. Maxzwell, you must ere this have ar-
rived at a conelusion of what we bave in hand.

When you were at my hotel in Windsor, your
eountenance told ma thut it was not impossible
that T might fathom a secret that was hidden to
you. Su Moorey's account of your early life
pliced my curiosity upon the gui vive, and
when I heard from Paul all the particulars of
your entrance upon his care I was sure that 1
koew your true birth aud parentage, and now,
my d-ar hoy, I may give to you, withous fear
of disappointment, the joy of knowing that you
are no longer the unknown, ccean-rocked found-
ling, but that you have a family name in Kog-
land of which no man need be ashamed.”

“ And who, who, sir, were my parents T’

uttered Maxwell, trombling at every joint be-
peath the excitement of this astounding relation.
“You must pardon me for the present,”
Wilton returned ; * but not many days shali
roll over your head, ere you know it all.”

“ No, no, my lord,” urged Maxwell, with
his hand still trembling upon Wilten’s arm,
¢t dg not keep mein suspenso. O, I may sure-
ly know my father's name.” .

«« Maxwell,” said his lordship, in an earn
tone, ** are you afraid to trust my judgment ¥’
“ (3, no sir—but I wonld—""

“One moment,” interrnpted Wilton. 1
assure pou, my young friend, that it is for your
own benefit that I postpone this communication,
and when all is explained, you will not wonder
at it. Mr. Marmaduke has much to do with
your affuirs, and I have paid you this visit at
the present tiue because he would be assured
of your identity ere he moved in other matters
that demand his immediate attention. And
now, ad those matters press upon our time, we
must bid you = short adieu. You shall hear
from me either to-day or to-morrow.””.

not what to say. Godfrey Marmaduke grasped
him by the hand, and bade him a hearty God’s
blessing, but even then he returned no answer,
and when the deor closed upon the retiring
purty, he sank buck into his chair and gazed
into the features of old Paul.

“ An’ sball we have to part company, Max ?”
uttered the old man, while his lip trembled, and
bis eyes glistened with a swelling tear-drop.

“ Then, I’m still happy. DBut if they should
take you away from me, Max., I shouldn’t care
how soon my old timbers were sunk in the
ocesn. My life would be of no nse to me
thea *’ .

Maxwell grasped old Paul’s hand, aud for a
time'he almost fargot the startling intelligenoce
he had just received, in the noble love he pos-
sessed in the bosom of Panl Markne.

Maxwell would have spoken, but he kegw

“ Not on earth, Paul.” e B

~ CHAPTE

R XVIII.

AN IMPORTANT CAPTURE.

) PI ) ’ . . . ;_\ ‘
T E afiernoon. was drawing towards its | name—she knew not that she stood in the pros-

close, and the Lady Rosalind Hubert sat

by ono-of the front windows of her now deso-
late mansion, gazing ahstractedly wpon.the pass-
ors-by. Bhe looked paler than when wo saw
her last, for though friends had given her hope
yet her anxiety was constantly preying upon her.’
Thus she sat when a door of the apartment was

opened, but even then she wonld not have tarn-| -
_ &d from her gaze had nof her name ‘been pro-

rounded by a volee which she recognized as her
uncle’s.  With a cold shudder sho tumed her
head, and noticed that her uncle Was accom-
panied by 2 stranger.
** Rosalind,” suid Sir Philip, as ke lod the
atra.nger forward, * Ihave the pleasure of intro-
dl.lcmg to your aequaintance an old friend of
mine-—~Mr. Morgan Lucival,” :
] Rosalitd arose from her seat, and under the
impulse of her natural politeness sho extended
her hand to the stranger, but ng she met the
keen flash of his dark eye, she eould not but
shrinkt ingtinetively from its basilisk-liko power.

ence of Bunk Walland, but she did know that
she would not trust the man befors her.

“I t-a:ke the more pleasure in introduciﬁg
Mr. Lt}c.wal to you, my dear niece,” continued
Sir I.)hﬂlp, as his whiskered friend had exhaugt-
ed hig voeabulary of flattery, ** because he is to
be our travelling companion.”’ '

- Our travelling companion 1”7 itorated Rosa-
lind. ¢ And whither 2’ ‘
“‘ ToIndia, my dear,” returned the baronet,
with en almost demondae smile.. ‘
“ 1:? _,India, sir!  And are you to returnso
soon P uttered the lady, while a strange light
began to gather in hor eyes. " '
. “Bo soon, my dear,” Sir Philip answered,
that the dawning of another weck will gee ug
upon the blue water. Ounr ship has slready
'been cleared, and now lies at Gravesend await
ing her passengers,” '
. You leave your guardianship enrly, my

uncle.?

Rosalind pronounced this with s much calm-

Bhd knew not that M, Lucival bore another
‘ 6 ' L

ness as she could command, but yet her eyes




86 THE CHILD OF THE BAY.

with a proud and flashing eye, for these bage
ollusions to her friends had stirred up ber soul
more than would have aspersions against herself,
and in a firm tone. she said ¢
« &jr Philip, you may please yourself by.
maligning those who would befriend me, but
let me assure you that under the eye of a just
¢ Most assuredly I de, Rosalind.” (God your villanous fabrie will surely fall to the
« Then,” uttered the fair girl, while she | ground. I will own that T have feared you,
strove hard to command ihe energy of her pride, { a3 the innocent child may fear the deadly viper,
“you will be disappointed in your exlculations, | but T will not yet give up in despair. Though
for T shall not Jeave England.” you be my father’s brother, yet England will
«Peo not too sure of that, lady,” returned have one villain the less within her borders
with one of those sclf-confident | when you leave her soil.”
Iocks that mark the suceessful villain, ** Thave ¢ Head,” ejaculated Mr. Morgan Tucival,
been somewhat more expeditions in my arrange- | elevating his eyobrows, and gazing with a sort
ments than you imagine. This house, with all | of cosise, sensual admiration upon the varying
its nccompaniments, is already spolken for, and | features of the proud girl, * demme if T don’t

fell before the gleam of the baronet’s lock, and
after a moment’s hesitation, Sir Philip said :

1 ghall not prove unfaithful to the pledge
T gave my brother. T shall not teave hig only
child behind me.”’

Do you mean, Sir Philip, that Jam to ze-
company you to India?”

the baronet,
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at any moment I ean receive the cash or Mast | admire your courage, my sweet Iady. Really,

India stoek in exchange. The other property
is aleo under the care of those who will be faith-
ful to ourinterests—so nothing now rematns but
for me to call upon my attorney and have the
deeds of this property drawn up, and for you™o
make your arrangements 83 S00m a3 possible,
You probably understand me 27

¢] understand what you say, Sir Philip,
but you shall not thus drag me from my native
Jand,” Rosalind replied. * What you may do |
with my property is of little moment now, but
you cannot dispose of me thus ot your will. I
have friends in London who ase hoth able and
willing to protect me.” .

“ Ay, lady,” the baronet uttered, while a
sarcastic expression overspread his feabures, I
well know that you have friends who are wil-
Ting to trample upon the wishes of your father,
and T will not stop to point out the selfish mo-
¢ves which actuate them, but that they are alle
to defeat my will is not true. T shall depart
for India in three days at the farthest, and,

Sir Philip, you are oo scvere, "pon my honor
you arc. Ladies are not to he conguered in
that way. Their tender hearts are not so strong
as ours, and from us they should receive lowve

rathet than harshness.”’ -

This interposition of Mr. Lmeival’s had the
effect of preventing on angry reply that was
upon the baronet’s lips, and after casting upon
his niece a look that chilled herto the very soul,
he said :
 You know not what it is, Mr. Taetval, to
be the guardian of a stubborn girl. However,
T must leave you for the present to make your-
self comfortable as best you may, for this is the
hour that T promised to call upon my attorney
for the purpose of arranging the sehedule of the
property, and I trust, Rosalind,”’ he continued,
turning to the lady, ¢ that you will at leagt-—have
politeness enough to treat my guest with pro-
priety. I shall return ere long.” '

As Sir Philip spoke, he turned te Lueival,
and sfter whispering a hurried sentence in his

. piness I pospess.  Ah, cruel lady, do smile

ing ndignation and scorn, but her feelings wers

. “AbL, Ia{iy;r,” returned Lucival, in a snoak-
:lng, hypocritical tone, ¢ you may think this sud-
en avowal strange, but yoir uncle has given
me hopes of possessing Jou. He hag eve
Ppledged his honor—"’ ' o
-ﬁ"ﬂ%s k'onor!” uttered the fair girl, with
ufter disdain.  “If you ave one of his kith, sir,
y;xu well know how much dependence is to bej
1paced upon such honor.  And now, sir, if you
ay Gla;;l to the least particle of that virtue
you will i i ;
o ingult me no more‘ with such Jan-
*“Ah, dear Rosalind, do not thys break my

As he spoke he drew the struggiiﬁg giri 'atilll' c
nearer, and as his breath struok wpon her fuir
brow she gave one more effort, and uttered a
sharp, qu'xck ery. Neither of them had heard
t!.ze Opening of the cuter door, for while the
w{LIeEm was too intent upon his purpose of re-
ta,mmfc; the girl, she wag too exeited to kﬂ

anything save that she wag struggling to fxlv;

herself from 1 ,
he. om the grip of the monster who beld

“You noed not ser .
eam, ,
nobody will hear you.”’ my pretty one, for

(%1
. :.E;Iui.; S(:f];le one Aas heard her, thou murder-
3 villain ! i voi
" exclaimed a voige at the door.

heart. Do not thus crush every hope of hap-

upon me,”’

Reosalind st upon the speaker alook of flash-

:;»ghmuch Zx‘;ited to admit of her speaking, and
ith a su ,
wih o len start ghe turned to leave the
4 . i oy
) Barely, Indy, you will not leave me thus %7
Do rot detain me, sir.” '

. Lucival started to his foet at the sound, and -
found himself face to face with Osmond’Max- '
well.' The young lientenant cast one look upon
the v111.am, and seethed about to strike him Il’l t
he haes:ta.tei in laying his hands wpon on,e :o |
despicable. There was one who followed: the
yorfth, howover, that had no such delieany, for '
while yet Maxwell nervously hesitated ’ old
Paul sprang forward, and with one blow :lf his

Rosalind, you will accompany me. T know who | ear he lefs the apartment.

are your pretended friends, and as a source of | Rosalind Hubert knew hardly how to act, as
comsolation T may tell you that it is their un-
warrantable intervention and meddling that has

led me to hasten my departare.”
Rosalind lookad up into the face of her unclo

Her first impulse was to leave the room, bub
she felt that such a movement might be uncalled
for, and #d she concluded to remain sad suffer

she found herself thus left alone with Lueival. .

Jme happy by your prosenee, even if you cannot

powerful fist he felled the scoundrel to the flaon
;nd at‘ th:a same woment, Bosalind Hubert feli
alf fmnt%ng ‘mto ber lover’s armg. She spoke
no;, ]ciut in silence she wept over her delivery,. -
and clung more elosely to the nob ,
supported her. d : bl youm who

* 8o much for My. Bupk Walland 1 'uttered

13 T
. N 0, 16, sweet girl, T cannot loge you thus »
- ! !
ucival exclz‘ume&, 88 he sprang forward and
eaught Rosalind by the arm.. “¢ You mustmake

return my love.  Your unel
. . . e hag . .
your ha’nd: and thus I c]a_;m it.” Proml%d e
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Paul, still standing with his fists clenched, while
his right foot rested upon the breast of the fallen
villain.

« Bunk Walland ¥’ uttered Rosalind, in 2
faint, shricking tone, as sho shrinkingly gazed
upon the prostrate villain. ¢ O, Osmond, that
cannot be the man who L s attempted to mur-
der botk you and Paul’’

 Look up, dearcst Rosalind,” tenderly re-
turned the youth, as he placed his hand upon
her fair brow. ¢ Do not tremble thus, for he
¢an harm us no more.”

bloody willain? Now git up, for we've got
some ohaps outside ’at would like to serape your
acquaintance.”’
Ag the old boatswain spoke, he placed his
golden whistle to his lips and blew a sharp call,
and then twrning to Rosalind, he said :
¢ T must keep Mister Walland company for
a little while, but afore I go, Miss Losalind,
tell me ’f the willain hag hurt ye 77

¢ No, no, my kind, faithfal friend,” uttered
the fair girl, as she gazed into the old man’s
face with 2 look of beaming gratitade. ¢ Thank

« But O, tell me, Osmond, is thut the man God, I am free from harm.”

who would have murdered you 27

At this moment the door of the apartment was

«« Yeg, Rosalind—but et that trouble you no | opened, and half a dozen policemen entered.

more.”’

¢This is the willain, gentlemen,” uttered

« ), heavens! and e my uncle’s friend!| Paul, as he seized Bunk Walland by the collar
What mystery—what horrible meaning, hath and dragged him forward. -

this !”’

¢ By all the spirits of darkness, "tis Osmond laid hold upon him, but his efforts for escape

Mazwell I’ at this moment gasped Welland,
who had risen to a sitting posture, and been re-
garding the young man with starting eyes. <0,
curses light upon their lubberly heads for thig !
Could they not have sunk the viper in the rea !”

« No, no, Mister Bunk Walland, Max.
wan’t born for that,” uttered Paul, while he
placed his foot again upon his lap to keep him
down.

were in vain, and at length, finding that his
struggles and his oaths were alite useless, he
settled into a sallen silence, and having been

placed in o coach, which stood in waiting at a-

chort distance from the house, he was driven off
towards the prison.

Half an hour later, Mr. Bunk Walland, alfas

Mr. Morgan Lucival, was fully committed on

¢ Did ye think I didn’t know ye, yer!the charge of murder.

j
3

7

q

RIS,

The villain struggled and swore as the officers

.7t e i bt oot B s it

CHAPTER XIX.

- THE HIGHWAY ROBBERY.

£4

HERE, tremble no more, Rosaling,

He cannot sell your birth-.right-—your home-

Look up now, and be happy. The | stead.”

villain has gone, and thus one step is taken to-
wards your redemption. Smile, dearest, for

friends are about you.”

‘ -Thus m:ged. young Mazwell, ag he held ‘Aone
fair hand in his, and gazed tenderly into the

face of her he loved. ‘

“There are smiles on my* heart, Osmond »

. Rosalind returned, with%a pensive franknes;-

“'but they may not 'be‘%w‘ #red on my face a;

- owill. _ The scenes I havé Tatdly witnessed all

conspire to give my features to the imaging of
melancholy thought. © You, Osmond, may not

know the deep, bitter, burning shame that sears |
even now my gonl. That my own uncle—m

father’s only brother, should thus be a ﬁllain—-—g

blotg";pon God’s footstool, is a souree of painfu
anguish, and though I have much to hope for

yet, I have much for which to mowrn, and much
to fear.” K '

* No, not to fear, dearesb.’; ’
“ Yes, Osmond, T have much to fear.”
*But the property ia safe from his grasp.

“ §o‘ Tord Wilton assured mz,? ? retorned
Rosalind ; and then, asa renewed tremor shook
her frame, she continued : * But that is nothin
compared with the fate he has in store for meg
Wilton told me that » third party had o olaixx;
upon my father’s property, but, alas! none ean
claim me fromwmy guardian, and he swears that
I shall aceompany him to India.” )
"'Rnsalin&,” uttered the youth, while a joy- .
ful light beamed forth from his bright eyes, « Izb
not that threat make heavy your heart. Notan
hour before I came here I loft a'man who-
swears that you shall %ot leave England.”

“ Ah, *Osmond, bat has he the power to

?make good his pledge 9

* 8o says England, dearest.” ‘
“ Vifho, who ishe?” uttered Rosalind, geaing
tremblingly into ber companion’s face. -
“The English king!”’ -
“Then—then I am gafo. If ng :
be my friend, I may despair no horgey%e '

bless thee, dear Osmond, for this assurance,” i

STl L.
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As the fair gir? spoke, she pillowed her head

« Thou lest, thou cast-away, thou homeless,

yeed, : sfoundling I’ Sir Philip gasped. ¢ This
upon the bosam of the man she laved, and her | namelessfoundling ‘

goul sent forth its speechless grafitude in a
burst of happy tears,  Her worst fears had gone
from her hosomn.

Mavwell had intended to have informed DResa-
lind of the true character of her uncle—to have
told bher of his conneetion with Taueival, IlO?V
known to her ez Bunk Walland, sud of his
character as a pirate, but as he now gazed upon
her tear-wet face, upon which the gleams of
tiope were beginning to brfghtcn,. hao could.?({t
Dear to prin ber sensitive heart with the reeita
He would not at present cast a shade overthe
lamp he had just lighted in her Losow, and )
he spoke to her only of his !{;.ve. That was a
happy theme, and beneath its influcnes }.he fair
\girl's face was beginning to bloom with the
smiling rose-tints of jayousness, when she was
startled by a footfall in the hall. '

¢ "Tis myuncle’s step,”” uttered Rosalind, as
ghe instinctively shrank closer to her lover.

+ Let him come, Rosalind,” replied Maxwell,
“ and bear you with him yct a short time lon-
per; but do not fear him.” . ‘

Hardly liad the youth spoken, when Sir Phil
ip entered the room. )

<t Lucival, the young——

The baronet was in a frenzy of exaitemel?t. as
he entered-—his eyes were starting about wildly
in his head, and in one hand he clutehed a copy
of a morning's Gazette. He had spoken thus
far when his eyes rested—not upon the man

house is mine I’ i

The rich Blood mounted to the temples of the
young lieutenant, the veins in his neck. swel}ed,
and with his hands elonched till the nafls almost
penetrated his flesh, he started to his feet, At
that moment he would not bave been answerable
for the villain's lifo, but an angel hand pulled
him boel, and quickly calling the better powers
to his aid he subdued the tiger in.his bosom,
and casting wpon the man beforo him a look of
inefiable reorn, he said :

¢ "Tig fostunate, Sir Philip, that your base
remerk was directed to one who would not so
Iywer himself as to strike you.  If such b.e your
weapons of attack, then no honest Bnglishman
nead foar you.”

By =1l the saints in heaven, young braggart,
Lut ¢howe shalt learn to fear me. And you,
Lady Reslind, shall atone for t‘m.s. Now go
to your room. But stay ! Fiest tell me,
where Mr. Lucival has gone ¢

a calm, unrefled tone. ¢ Some of his partien-
lar friends called for him during your absence,
o aceomyanied them out.”’ -

andSiE Philip ]tremblcd violently as he heard this
answer, nor was the keen glance .t!mt 2GCOT-
panied it &b all calealated to alizy his fear-s,, and
without speaking, he turned away to bide an
emotion which he had not the power to conseal.

« T must leave you now, Regalind,” the young

hom he bad left an hour before, bat upon Os-| man whispered, ** for my presence here Jonger
w

mond Maxwell. His arma dropped at his side,

would be of no uge, and might lead to still more

. ' Thea rais-
and for a full minute he gazed upon the young|unpleasant resalts; bl:.lt» fear 110:l t '];his o
officer, while his features changed first to a mar- | ing his voice, he continued, as he too
, :

Ble hue, then to a pudden flash, and lastly they !to depart: ,
assumed a livid, choking expression, os though

« Adieu for the present, Rosalind. T shall

. . - b2}
the fountain of wrath within would Iiterally | zee you again ero long.  Adieu, Sir Philip.

barat its way out.

“ Again in my path! Again standing with- | door closed upon the retiring form of the young

* By heavens I’ uttered the beronet, as the

i g i ill do it on the
in my light!” Sir Philip uttered, while the| man, **if he sces youagain, he wi

paper he held was torn in pieces by the nervou
clutehing of his hands.

s{morrow! Now go to your room and make
your preparations, for, as I am a live man, you

te oot [ 19
#T am in the house of the Lady Rosalind |leave Epgland in siz-and-thirty hours!

Hubert,” returned Maxwell, not at all affected ]

by the baronet’s manner.

Rosalind awaited no second cpmmand, but

¢« can inform vou, sir,” said Maxwell, in

© some new plan of evil waz on foot.
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with o fleet step she lefi her yncle’s presence
and sought the quiet seclusion of her own apart-
ment. ~ Thero were no tears on her cheek now,
for she fearad the tyrant no longer. The as-
surance she had received way convineing to her
mind, and with only one cloud to darken the! «
stream of her bappiness she sat down by her | in’.’
window and gazed off upon where the setting
sun was gilding the horizon-borne clouds with
Though all was so full of
strong hope about her, yet she could not but

its goldén beams.

- feel a passing pang that her fomily name bor
the blot of her unele’s base character.

As Maxwell stepped npon the marble glab
that formed the door-stone of the house he had'

01

and Cornhill, and were just entering Leaden-
ball-street, when Paul stopped guddenly, utter-
ing, as he did go:’ -

. D’ye hear that, Max 7’

~“ What was it, Paul 7

Why, I thought T heard somebody groan-

“Groaning 7 Where ?”

“ Hark I ,

Mazwell stopped to listen, and in 2 moment

a deep groan, apparently proceeding from a nar-

¢ (row, dark archway that led into the right, was

distinotly heard,

+*“There, Max ! didn’t yo hear that 7' ‘
‘“Yes, I did, Paul. Thero’s some one in |

loft, his attention was attracted by a villanous ! distress theve.””

looking fellow who steod in a sort of hesitating |-

“In course there is, an’ we'll jusb heave-to

mood upon the sidewalk. Said individual was|an’ see who it s.”

“dressed in o white felt hat, around which was
bound 2 wide, black weed, -a thin, short skirted

coat, buttoned up to the throat, and a pair of | dark and slippery th

blaak-and—white-striped pants.

The young man could not help serutinizing
the stranger rather elosely, but his observation.

oceupied only & moment, and then he stepped

upon the sidewall and started on hiy way. At

the distance of 3 few rods, howevdr, Mazwell
cast his eyes once more towards the heuse, and
sew the man who had excited his curiosity just
entering Sir Philip’s door. There was some-
thing curious about this, and feeling assuved the
stranger in the white hat was a polished villain,
our hero naturally came to the conclusion that

“ Max.,” said old Paul, afier they had eaten
their supper, * come, let's take 2 cruise around
through the city. We've nothing else to do,”

The young man readily assented to the pro-
'posal, and: together they started. Tt was nine

In accordance with this idea the two friends
turned and entered the archway, but it was so
in groping their Wa;uy along.
“Hallo!  Anyhody here 7’ exclaimed Paul,
who began to think that they had better have a
true course if possible. )

A fuint “ yes*’ was heard to the loft. . ,
*I'm blowed ’f thero aint another erook here
somewheres,” uttored Paul. * “That voice
come from out this way, Maz.” o
By dint of considerable exertion, Paul suc-
ceeded in ﬂnding & narrow, low, sewor-Iike hole
in the stone wall, and in 2 moment more he had
grasped the shoulders of a man. :
**I've found him, Max! Come an’ lend meo
2 hand, an’ wo'll heu! *im out o’ this an’ git
‘im into the light.”” S

The yohng man hastened to old Paul’s aid
with as much alacrity as the darkness would

bat they had much difficulty

o’clock when they entered St. Giles. The a
mosphere was pretty thoroughly impregnated
with an eight-day fog, but yet the street lamps
afforded ample light for safe guidance, and, con-
versing upon various topics, they bad passed on

allow, and together they drew the man out
from the archway, and turned his face towards
the nearest street-lamp. - o
“ Great God 1" uttered Maxwell, as his eyes
rested upon the pale features of the man- he
bad rescued. ‘¢ Godfrey Marmaduke 1’

through Holborn, Skinner, Newgate, Cheapside

“Mr. Maxwell]” faintly uttered the old

X
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gentleman, as he opened his eyes, and seemed
to recognize the voice he had heard.

' Run to the next square, Paul, and bring
tnat coach that stood there when we came along.
Take no refusal from the driver,” Mazwell
gaid, as he stooped down and raised Marma-
duke’s head upon his lap.

0Old Paul was but a few moments in obey-
ing the order, and as the old gentleman was
lifted into the coach, the driver received diree-
tions to proceed at once to Maxwell’s hotel.

As soon at Marmaduke had been conveyed
to a suitable apartment, a physiclan was sent
for, and when he amived, Paul accompanied
him to the bed upon which the old gentleman
lay.

" Are you hurt in any place but the head,
sic ¥’ asked the physician, as he laid his hand
upon the patient’s brow.

¢ No, sir, nothing to speak of,” replied Mar-
maduke, who was already considerably reeov-
ered,

“The only pain you experience isinihe head,
in 167

“Yes, gir.”

« Well, gentlemen,” said the physician, turn-
ing to Maxwell and Paul, * your friend is not
geriously injured. o has received somewhat
of a blow upon the back part of the head, but
the skull is not fractured—only 2 jar upon the

brain. You may keep his head well bathed in|

cold water, and T should advise that he take no
stimulating beverage till the pain leaves his
brain. e will need no further aid.”

Qur hero was not a little gratified by the re-
sult of the doctor’s investigation, and in the
course of an hour after he had left, Mr. Mar-
maduke was able to sit op—the pain was gone
from his head, and he felt nearly well.

i Now, Mr. Marmaduke,”” said Maxwell, as
* the old gentleman had arisen and taken aseat in
a largs arm-chair, ““can you explain how this
affair happened 7’

“Yes, my young friend,” returned Marma-
duke. ‘I had just passed the point where

Cornhill continwes on into Loadenhall-strest,
when 4 man stepped up to my side and asked
me if I had the time of day with me. I turned
to see who it wss that thus spoke, when the
villain struck me upon the back of the head
with a ghort, heavy club. I fell upon the pave-

ment, and knew that I was dragged into a damyp,

dark hole, but there I lost myself. When I
came to a consciousness of my situation, my
first thought was of my pocket-book, and upon
fecling for it I found it gone! T had not the
power to drag myself out of the hole into which
the villain had shoved me, and had you not
come to my assistance as you did, I must have
died thers, for the air was so damp and ful-
some that respiration had already become next
to impossible.”

¢ And your pocket-book, sir! Did it con-
tain ought of importanece 7’ asked Maxzwell.

* All the notes and mortgages against the
Colford estates, sir,”’ returned Marmaduke.

¢ Did you see the villain who assaulted you,
50 that you would know him again ?’ the young
man asked, with nervous anxiety.
 Yeg—we were close by a lantern.”
** Did he wear a white hat 2
* Yes.”
“ A yollow, close buttoned coat 2
“ Yea”
¢ Black-and-white-striped pants 77’
“Yes.”
¢ Then,” exclaimed Mazwell, * S8ir Philip
Hubert is at the bottom of it ! for I paw thig
same villain enter his door just before nightfall
this afternoon,” ) K i

80 T am confident,”’ returned Marmaduke,
without betrayitig any surprise. I saw Mr.
Montfort in the early part of the evening, and
he informed me that Sir Philip had by some
means become acquainted with the fact of my
possessing those documents ; but T thought not
he would be so expeditions in his movements.”

*“ And will this avail bim, sir? Will it
thwart your aims upon the baronet?”’ uttered
Mazwell, while a fearful tremor shook his frame.
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Tt will not save hiw f.om the Fend of jus-
tice,” the old gentleman rcturned, while hig

eyes flashed with a fierce light. “He little

dreams of the retribution that is in store for
him, or of the hand that shall arrest his guilty
steps,————My head ab this moment, beging to
whirl again.” : ‘

- As Marmaduke spoke, he pressed his hand

|
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upon his brow, and soon sought repose again
upon his bed.

“I only need sleep,’i he said, “to over-
come my weakness. On the morrow I ghall
claim your company.””

Maxwell and Paul saw their old frlend well
cared for by the ‘servants, and then they, tos,
retired to rest. '




CIIAPTER XX,

PIGCLOSURE OF VILLANY.

,ﬁ. NOTHER sun had rolled evor the metro-
,él"i politan heart of Enéla'll anl another
night bad begun to draw its eurtain over the
grest city. W1t1nn ong of the large apartments
of the Colford mansion stood Sir Philip Hubert.
There was a flerce, fiend-like exultation upon
his countenance, and yet there was 2 cowardly
foar trembling there, too. By his side stood a
rarble-tapped table, npon which burned a waxen
taper, info the white blzze of which he was gaz-
ing with a steady eye. In his hand he held a
small package of papers, which ho seomed to
cluteh as though they might jump from his
grasp. At length he sclectod one of the docu-
ments, and slightly loosening its folds, he ap-
plied one of its eorners to the blaze.

« Thos,”” he murmured to himself, as the
blaze caught the paper and began to envelop
the sheet in its destruetive embrace, ‘“do I
destroy the only barrier they can interpose.  Ah,
Mr. Marmaduke, you should have kept this se-
erot to yourself if you would profit by it
There ! that cancels the mertgage upon this

liyuidate it ! Plot on, Lord Wilion, and you,
seented, indeed, if you track me-now. Within
an hour I shall have the money for this cstate,
besides four bundred thousand pounds for mozt-
goges on the others, and then I bid adien to
Tonden with Rosalind in my  company.

There 1"’
As tho baronet spoke, the last paper had been

presence.
« Pid you call, sir P askcd a waiter, opon-

ing the door, and locking in.

“Yes. I expeettwo or three gentlemen to
call in the course of half an hour, and I wish
you to show them at onece into this roem.’

ment mora the baronet was alone again,

With nervous strides, Sir Philip began to
pace the romn.  He only awaited now the com-
ing of his atrrrrev, and ene or two money lend-
ers, to complete the arrangements for his depar-

ostate. Now, here i3 a note! and thus I

ture, but even though his plans were thus nigh

too, young Maxwell—but yowll be sharp-

reduced to ashes, and then turning to the bell-
rope, he summoned one of the servants to ks~ -

The servant signified his assent, and in a mo-
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to their congpimmation, yet he eould not feel
that all was g.fs. - There was an invisible, an
undefinable something, that scemed to stand in
his path with an upraised, menacing finger. He
had learned of Lucival's fate, but though he
bad no fears that that individual would expose
him, yet the circumstance by no means tended
to add much to the quistness of his mind.
“Ha 1’ bLe uttored, as the shorp jingle of
the door-bell struck upon his ear.  ** That must
bo the attorney.” ;
Ap he spoke, ho moved towards the dooy, to
be in readiness to receive his guests. Already
was his body in position for a polite bow, when

the door was swung back, but Bir Philip made_

not his bow. He started back towards the cen-
tre of the room, and ere he could fully compre-

hend the scene, Lord Wilton, Godfrey Marma-

~ duke, Ozmond Maxwell, and old Paul "Marline

had entered his presenee.
“ Grentlemen,” uttered thie baronet, trembling

- from head to foob, *“ to what am I mdebhed for

thm visit 7

% Only 2 small amousnt of business wo have

to travsach, my dear sir,” replied Lord Wilton.
“We learned that you were about to leave
Eogland, and we desived that this matter might
be settled provious to your departure. Mr.
Marmaduke, this ia the present holder of the
property.”’ '

This last remark was made. to Godfrey Mar-
maduke, and as the baronet heard the name he.
started and turned pale; but he knew fhab he

“was now placed whero brazen impudence could

alone avail him, and he determined, let come
what would, not to be again moved to a be-
trayal of his fears, and commanding all the self.
possession: that laid within his contro), he turned
to Mr, Marmaduke, and said i

- *“If you have business, sir, & spoedy transac.
tion of it will accommodate me much. And,
sir, T would ask if the presence of those two
wen (pointing to a sofa where Mazwell and

- Paul had. seated themselves) is™ ncoessary to

such transaction ¥

It may be, Sir Philip,” returned Godfrey,
as ke fixed upon the baronet a keen, searchmn'
look.

Bir Philip came very nigh losing his presence
of mind, as he met Marmaduke's gaze, but with
a powerful effort he kept his countenance.

“ And there is- one other whose presence we
need,” said Lord Wilton. The Ludy Roc:ﬂmd
Hubert,”

" ““Sho is engaged, sir, and eannot come, 7
the baronet said, with much coolness. —

““Bat ag she is’ a party much interested in
this business, her presence hecomes absolutely
necessary.  Therefore we will trust to the lady’s
own judgment,”” replied Wilton, and as he spoke
ke laid his hand upon the bell-rope. .

“Bid the Lady Rosalind wait upon Lord.
Wilton in this apartwent,” ordéred his lordship,
‘as a servant opened the door.

“Lord Wilton,” exelaimed Sn Philip,

while his face eolored with anger, ** your con-
duet ix beoommg unwarrantable
here, sir.’

¢ Then you should perform a master’ 8 duty,
sir,”” coolly retuyned Wilton.

There was a glance in the keen eye of his
lordship, and a tone of lofty command in his
bearing, that made Sir Philip cower, and he
returned no answer to the last remark. In a
few moments Rosalind entered the room, and
as she beheld the kind face of Lord Wiiton, she
sprang forward and grasped his' hand, Then
her eyes wandered to where sat Maxwell and
Paul, and with a blushing, half’-tremblingl smile,
she gave them each her hand. Upon Paul she
poured a heartfelt blessing, butto the youth she
spoke not. The swimming light of her eyes,
and the gentle tremblmg of her warm hand in
his, was all he received.

* Rosalind,”” said Wilton, this is Mr. Mar-
maduke, from Yorkshire, ono of your father’s
earliest, oldest, and best friends.”

. *“ Then may he prove a friend to the daugh-
ter,”” uttered Rosalind, as with a moistened eye
she gave him her hand, ‘

Godfrey Marmaduke said not a word in reply,
but the grasp he gave that small, white hand
' had his whole heart in it. T
“ Now, gentlemen,” uttered Sir Philip, «if

1 am master

you have finished your childish pantomime, I
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trust you will at once to this most extraordinary
business that must needs be transacted by so
many wise heads.”

««Tqake a seat, Sir Philip,” said Marmaduke, | -

as he drew a chair for himsclf. *‘ Be seated,

air, and T will proceed.”

Trom an almost imperceptible motion of Max~
woll’s Dosalind had seated hersclf upon the sofa
by her Jover’s side. Wilton had taken a seat
by the side of Marmaduke near the table, and
with & nervous, anxious, uncasy movement, the
baronet. had drawn a ehair up to the opposite
side of the same table,

“Now, Sir Philip,” ecommenced Godfiey
Marmaduke, in a elear, firm tone, *“T will open
to you my business. Yesterday, sir, I held
notes and mortgages to the amount of several
hundred thousand pounds on the cstates of Lord
Colford, but now they are lost.”

« Very likely,” returned Sir Philip, in a
sarcastic tome.

¢« Yes, sir, and it is true,”” continued Mar-
maduke. *° I was robbed of them last night by
some villain, who doubtless thought hehad made
a heavy lift in my document-stuffed pocket-
book. But, of course, sir, their temporary ab-
sence will make but Tittle differcnce in the ar-
rangement of my business, for I have no doubt
that T can regein themagain. Now, sir, having
geen that this estate was adverlised for sale, and
having also learned that you contemplated ci.th-
er disposing of the other estates, or mortgaging
them, I catled to request that you will for the pres-
ent postpone your contemplated arrangements,
for I can ill afford to lose the money I have
Joaned on this same property.”

*Really, Mr. Marmaduke, this is a most re-
markable piece of business,” said Sir Philip.
“The written instructions I received from Lord
Colford make no mention of such bonds, and
you must think me foolish indecd, if you aim to
palm off such a flimsy, self-evident fraud upon
me. No, sir—1T shall wait no man’s plessure.
If you have notes against Lord Colford, or
mortgages upon the estates, you can present
them ; otherwise I shall pursue the even tenor

“ But, my dear sir, you wonld not rob me of
my all 7 urged Marmaduke, ashe bent a flash-
ing glance wpon the bavonet.

it No, sir,”” replied Sir Philip, as he searched
in the eyes thus bent upon him, as if for the pur-
pose of translating some strange expression he
caught there—* nor would 7 be robbed of what
has been trusted to my keeping.’ :

“ Lot me tell you how I cams by those pe-

estly uttered the old gentleman.

¢ No, gir,”” returned the baronet, 53 he ner-
vously consalted his watch; T want none of
your storics. My time is otherwize engaged
present ; but if, at any time, you can present
your claims in a tangible form, I will give them
my consideration.” .

“But I must tell you the story, ab
events,”” said the old gentleman, in & calm tone,

« 1 will not heayr it, sir.”’

“Yes, you will,”” rejoined Marmaduke, while
a pecusiar twinkle played in his eyes.

Rir Philip started—moved his lips as if to
spoak—again gazed into the eyes before him,
‘and then sank back into his chair, with a slight
pallor overspreading his features.

* Many years ago, sir, before my bair had
begun to turn beneath the frost of age, my enly
brother, younger then myself, purchased some
ghares in the Fast India Company’s stock, and
went out to India to seek his fortune. For
many years all wont on prosperously with him,

reckless, wicked, spendthrift bavonet, who had
left England to escape bis creditors. That
baronet’s name was Guy Kolyvan.”

Sir Philip started to his feot at the words he

into his seat, murmuring, with the greatest diffi-
culty, as he did so :

“ (o on, sir. X have no doubt you will make
a fine story of it.”” :

¢« Well, sir,”’ continued Marmaduke, ‘¢ this
Guy Kolyvan bore so near a resomblance, in
his personal appearance, to my brother, that he
was often mistaken for him, and at length he

of my way.”

began to turn the remarkable similarity of fea-

pers, and then you will beliove me, #ir,”’ earm-

e

L

but at length he fell under the evil eye of »

had heard, but in = moment he sank trembling

o .

“Wad an expert penman, and was, moreover,

tures to his own sccount.

- cover carried on his deeds of blackness.

-no sooner had he gone, than this villain Koly-

«ate proved an alibi, snd was cleared, but such

. My brother had removed to n small estate on
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My brother had busi-
ness on the borders of Bootan, and the villain
Kolyvan followed close upon his heels, com-
mitting thefts, robberies, and even murder, on
the way, and wherever he stopped he made
himself known under my brothér’s name. For
some of these wicked deeds my poor brother
wag apprehended. Persons whom Kolyvan had
robbed, swore to my brother’s identity as the
‘robber, but by the testimony of his companions
on the journcy, he was enabled to prove an alibi
in every cass. '

¢ Yot still this villain hung upon my brother’s
rear, boldly assumed his mame, and under its
Once
that brother fitted out a cargo for Canton, and

van took a brig and ran down on the coast upon
a piratieal expedition, and ere many weeks my
brother’s name was handed about branded es a
pirate ! and ‘when he returned to Caleutia, sev-
eral merchant eaptaing swore that Ae had rob-
bed them upon the high scas! But here again

things could not long be borne, for people be-
gan to fear him, and ere Iong, a man whose
heart knew no guile was shunned by all!

* Long trouble at length began to wear upon
him, and, to add to his misery, his clerks left
him. Here the villanous leech eonceived the
plan of finally robbing his victim, and to this
end be contrived to foist into my brother’s ser-
vice a clerk as villanous as himself. This elerk

conyersant with many of the Hindoo tongues,
and for a time my brother thought he had gain-
ed quite an acquisition in his services, and,
after all, so artfully did this elerk conduct the
operation, that his employer had no idea of the
vast sums of money he wes monthly losing.

the river above Miiina,pour, and there he thought
to escape the rumor that so. harassed him.

*“ Thus passed geveral months, and at length,
having been taken sick, and fearing that he
might not live, my brother sent for me to come

When I reached him he was partially recover-
ing from his fever, but in losy then a week I was
taken down, and for several weeks I did not ex-
pect to survive. Durinﬁhat time; a3 my
brother somewhat improved, I had my will
drawn up, and also ap instrument giving into -
his power the settloment of all my affairg in
England, and reccived his promise that in ease
I should die he would return home and take
my place. This clerk, Guy Kolyvan's tool
and zccomplice, drew up these writings, and
left them in such a manner that convenient in-
terpolations might be fraudulently made without
detection. They. were signed and sealed in due
order, and placed in my brother’s hands. But
Lere the wheel of fortune furned. My brother
received a severe relapse, and T recovered.
That brother died, but the papers I had given -
him wers nowhere to be found. I called upon
the villanous elerk, but he swore he knew.
nothing of them. The next day after my broth-
er died, I saw 8ir Guy Kolyvan for the firss
time, and for 5 moment T thought T really be-
held the spirit of the depai‘ted,'ibut‘ljn' an un-
guarded moment, he betrdyed himself in a puss-
ing remark to tho elerk, and then, like the crash-
ing of a thtinclerbglt, the whole traih flashed
upon my mind ! I knew that T stood in the
presence of thie villain who had for so longa
time been leeching out the very life-blood of my
“poor brother ! . ’
* That night, Guy Kolyvan struck me upon .
the head with & heavy club, and threw my
senseless body into the river, thinking, no doubt,
that the swarming crocediles would instantly
devour me. But God ordered it otherwise.
The natives drew me to the shore, and T recov-
ered, and at once started for Caleutta. There
I learned that the news of my own death had been
sent to England, and that my brother kad gone
on, in the frigate Dunkirk, to setile my offoirs,
with full powers from me? Of course, I daw
the plot at a glance. Sir Guy Kolyven's re-
semblance to the real deccased would essily
pass him, and by means of the clerk he had re-
ceived all the nevessary intelligence relating to

on and atlend to the settlement of his affairs.

my family affairr. My sickness had so altered




THE CHILD OF THE BAY.

me in feature, by removieg my hair and eink- | creeping, blood-thirsty villain, dost know me
irg my cheeks, and the sun of India had so|ericd the excited speaker, ag he leaped from his
burned me, that T was not recognized, and fear- | chair and eaught the baronet by the srm.
ing that if T made myself known, the intelligence | ** Look into’ these pale, wan features, and say
might reach Fogland before me, 1 kept it a se-'if ye know my business now! Here, before

eret, and in less than a week aftor the Dunkirk
sailed, I was on my way home, and in two days
after the frigate’s anchor was dropped in Ports-

God and man, I tear the mask from your face—

I wrench from you my. poor hrother’s name—
and I give you—Sir Guy Kolyvan that ye

mouth I landed at Gravesend. iare—to the hands of the law you have so long
v Now, thou double-dyed—thon heartless, | outraged 17

CHAPTER XXI.

CONOLUSION.

the ohrange recital thab had Just
been blnun-ht toa clase, the guilty man had

~Jub times at#ted up from his seat in a startling,

- maddened frenzy, but as often had he fallen be-
1 neath the scirching glance that was fized upon
* hithn but a5'the narrator now stood above him,

’ wnh one hand upon his shrinking arm, his cow-

ard heart sank within him, his fortitude gave
way, and wifh,all his crimes hissing and scorch-

ling henoath me“t&en fire of exposure, he ab-
‘géﬁg uttered : CLe

“I've played my game‘ my tmmps Vg

ceived me! TLord Colford, yow've beaten,

i 284 I know my life is the steke ['ve lost 1”

fxt that -moment, Walter Huhert, Lord of
Joed, felt o trembling hand wpon his arm,
ks he turned he met the gaze of his child.
. " Had erept to his side—she had pillowed her
Jpon hishosom, and a joy, such as might
wade an' angel envious, thrilled through
3} as she fully renlized that she was once
. ihin the embrace of ker father |

" Rosalind still leaning upon his loft arm,
il ord waved hig hand toward old Paul,

and in a moment mere a dozen of the secret
police enteréd the room.
* Here is your prisoner ! Colford said, and
then turning to the fallen villain, he continued :
" And now, Guy Kolyvan, your game is
truly up. - Bunk Walland, or, as you introduced
him to your service, Morgan Lucival, is already
in prison. I geck not to exult in your downfall,
but God knows that when you expiate jour
erimes upon the gallows, England will be rid of

one of the most subtle, heartless villains, that =

ever blotted her soil.”?

“There, my dear child, look up now, and be ‘
wappy,”” Lord Colford said, a8 the door closed
upc: the retiring forms of the police. “ The
clouds wave swept past, and onee moré the sun

| rises apoy your way. But here is another whe

is still inthe dark,” continued his lordship, as
he led Rosalind to & seat, and then took the
young liettenant by the hand. * Osmong, I
may now tell thee that which Wilton withheld,
but had ke told you then, you would have suf-
fered a needless anxiety, for I wag pot propared

to reveal my osvn. secrct when you urged him to
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tell you your parentage. My dear hoy, you are
the true and only child of Siv Philip Tubsrt.
He was a noble man, and T believe he hag left
to England a noble son 17

“ You, you then are my uncle I'” uttered
Osmond, as he tremblingly gazed into Colford’s
face.

““ Yes, my boy, and I am glad of #t. Ina
word I ean tell it all. TIn three montlis after
my poor brother arrived in India he went on for
his wife. She, with her infant son, embarked
in the 4jax. The ship was lost, and from that
moment until a short time Lefore bis death, Sir
Philip knew nothing of the fate of his wifs and
¢hild. In Caloutta, however, I hicard from one
of the officers the particulars of the finding of a
child many years before in the Bay of Bengal
by one of the English sailors, and also, that the
child was alive. These facts T communicated to
my brother, and be died with the firm belief
that his child Zieed! He left his blessing and
the whole of his vast property for that child, if
he was ever found, and even the plotting of Sir
Guy Kolyvan has not touched your father’s
estates or stocks.  T%hat part of the plunder the
villain had reserved for his return, when, in the
character he had assumed, he expected easily to
possess himself of it. One thing more I must
explain, and then have dono with them. The
draft T sent on to you, my daughter, was done
in obeyance of the mandate I then explained.
Tt"was a presentiment so forcible that I could
nct resist it, and under the same influence, 1
had these notes and mortgages drawn up, pay-
able to Godfrey Marmaduke, a mea of my own
imagination, intending to have forwerded them,
together with an explanation, to my banker,
but I did not sond them, though Ikep iffem
in my possession.”’

0,” murmured Osmond, as e chsped his
hands and looked towards heaven, **if the
spirits in yonder world ever reccive happiness
from the deeds of earth, may my father’s spirit
know that his son will never dishonor the name
be has left behind him 17
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¢« Nobly spoken, my boy !”
hand. Then turning to his danghter, he said:

“ Come hither, Ropalind. There, my chil-
dren, & power which earth may not check has
united your hearts, and I, with a joy which ean
only be equalled by your own, thus unite your -
hands. Be happy, both1”?

¢ And what shall make us unhappy, dearest 1

e o S SR 2 ¥
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) exclaimed Lord ;
Clolford, as he again grasped the young man’s
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exclaimed Osmond, a2s he clasped the fair gn'l |

to his bosom.

“ Nothing, nothing !’ murmured R@sahmi

as she gared up and met the floods oﬂ.i:wnder

love that bearned from the eyes that rested Wi’

ker. !

“ Amen " broke from the lips of Lord )
ton, as ho stepped forward’ and pressed- '
hands of the happy couple. ‘

“ Ak, my lord,” returned Osmond, *}
much of this do I not owe to you 1’

“ But very little, my boy,” said IW
¢ Here ig the one to whom you owe 4
as he spoke, he laid his hand Tporg head
Paul Marline. N

youth, as he let'go the hand of Iginc
laid hig head upon the shoulder of
old pailor. ¢ You arc indeed o fj

[ will protoct you. I am rmh amf

and, Pau}, .you_shall nevér Joave me mo!
The §amd roof shall bover us while we hve ;n
sarth.”

“Then I am Lappy, too 1" uttered old P:f
and wiping the streawing tears from his rot
cheeks, he eontinued ¢

(), how wise and good is God ’at he'
miado this bright sun to sweep away the el
of the storm an’ the tempcst. Wi' God at
helm, old Paul Marline and his friends. o
never fear for rocks or quicksands, for HRne
steers falpely 1

END.




