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'CHAPTER 1.

THE YOt}NG PATRIOT.

Taz yosr of our Lord 1776 had dawned npim
the American colonies, and it found them wpon
- the eve of their Revolution—nupon the eve of
that struggle which hag since filled the noblest
page in the history of nations—a struggle which
owed its nobleness to the right and justice which
gave it birth, and the holy zeal of the brave herts
that cervied it thromgh the bright victory track
that God had marked out for it. _The coast and
bay of Massachusetts were nt this time the thea-
tre of the movements upon which hung the
destinies of a nation. The British army was
quartered in Boston, while a naval force was in
the harbor, and from this point the king’s troops
sconted forth as occasion might require. Their
irack was ‘marked by anything but soldierlike
deeds, and their trophies were more befitting the
culawed bandit than the trained soldier. The
people of the colenies had now become thor-
oughly divided on the great question of their po-
litical relations, -There were no half-way opin-
jons now—they were either loyalists or patriots
aod though the latter may have had no fixed
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plans for the futare, yet they were: mdignmt at
the presence of the tyramt's troops, and they
were rerdy for any plan that might be devised
for the removal of the evil.

It was on a Sabbath afierncon—the twenty.
pixth of February.” The day had been mmu.rk.
ably pleasant for the _season of the ynn.i and
thoogh the ground was mostly covered with
snow, yet the air was mild, and the sunbeams
lay wermly upon the winter-clad carth. The
pood people of Balem were returning from
church, Apart from the rest, and walking very
slowly, was & girl who had been one of the last
to leave the house of worship. She was a fair
creatnre, not over twenty years of age, with a
countenance full of loving simplicity and kind-
ness. Her eyes were of & bright blue, and the
fow ringlets that escaped from bereath her cioge.’
ly-fitting bonnet were glossy auburn. . Her dress *
geemed to indicate that she was wealthy, for it
was of rare and costly material ; bot yet those
who passed her gazed earnestly into her faco, and
there wag certninly much of pity in their look,
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They gazed sympathizingly upon the beautiful
girl, and when they had gazed, they turned to
their companions and spoke in low tones of her
whom they had passed.
Buch was Olivia Trevett; and those in Salem
who knew her, knew her for her goodness as
well as for her beauty and accomplishments.
She had not walked far from the charch, when
a quick footstep sounded behind her, and Fust
a8 she was upon the point of turning her head,
she heard ker namé pronounced. The speaker
Was & young man, habited in the garb of a sea-
man, aed his bearing, a3 well as the peculiar cut
of his dress, spoke him an officer. - In age he
might have been three-and-twenty, but in the
bold lines of his frank countenance there wero
murks that would seem to make him older, but
they were evidently only the marks of long and
rough experience. He was of medinm sizo in
his frame, and  at the first glance the observer
would have noticed nothing about his frame dife
forent from others ; bet upon closer observation
one would have noticed an uncommon thickness
and breadth of chest, This muecalar develop-
ment, however, tock nothing away from the
symunetry of the young men’s form, but rather
added to it in manly beauty.
*Olivia,” he said, as he reached the girl’s
side, “did you expect that T would meet with
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“Yes, very often.” :

“And now about your father,” continued
Vincent Gray, in an anxious tone, “How do
you think he will receive me 2%’

* Alas,” returned the maiden, while her voice
trembled, “he i3 worse than ever before. He
even forbids me now from mixing in the sociaty
where I used to spend much of social time.. He
grows more and more maorose every day.”

“But he does.not really il treat yon 7

* Not personally; but he has almost shut me
out from society. e will not allow me from
his sight if he can help it. He allows me to at-
tend church on the Sabbath, and that i» abous
all.” " ‘

*“But how about myself ¢’ asked Vincent.

I dare not even mention yonr name in his
presence,” returned Olivia, with a show of gad-
ness which she conld not repress. * When I
chance to spesk of you, he instantly turns pale,
and threatens some dire revenge if you ever cross
his path agrin,” ) )

‘“1know he always treated me shightly, and
yet I see not why he should hate done so. . My
father, while he lived, was his best friend, and
surely T have never given him oceasion to think
il of me. In this last crmise I have done well
for your father. I have taken his ship safely

. kindness until the first signs were developed of

* Yed by aloud noise ahead of them-—-n noise Which

you to-day? His voice was low and tremu.
lous, and his countenaneo was worked upon by
congiderable emotion.

‘I hoped you would meet me,” “replied the

meiden, frankly, and without hesitation.

“Youdid? Ah, bless yon, Olivia, for that,”
eontinued the youth, with snimsation ; and then,
in o changed tone, a9 though some new thought
had come over him, he added : “It was for my
sake yon would see me.” ‘

“ Ay, Vincent; for both yours and mine own.”

The young man cast his eyes about him, but
there were none others near enough to overhear
him. e returnied his gaze upon the face of his
eompanion, and in a lower tone then he had be-
fore' used, he said :

“You love me yet, Odivia.”

[ Yes__),es',)

0, Iknew you would not forget me. Abh,
Olivia, I cannot tell you how much of Joy I have
derived from that simple assurance. It has

bsen with me through storm and through tem-

pest—in my day-walks, and’ in my night-watch, [ merly been a warm friend of M. Trevett, and

and now I have como home to find that my love

has been true,  You have thought of me often,
Qlivig 2

home from the Indies, and theugh I have per-
formed the duties of commander for more than
half the cruise, yet, ¥ only take my pay a8 second
officer. In everytling. T have been honorable
and upright, and have. never failed to look well
to my employer’s interests.” :

“I know all that, Vincent; and so does my
father know it; and for that very reason is Lie
the mora bitter against you*

“I sgo not why that should be,” said the
young man, with & puzzled look.

*Then X will tell you,” resumed Olivia, with
u slight hesitation in her tone. “ My father is
determived that you shall not be my husband,
and the fact that you are se weil worthy of my
band, leaves him without any other pretext than
such as he cen bring from his strained prejudices.’”
For some distanes the two walked on in si-
lence. What the young man had beard made
him thonghtful. Vincent Gray was an orphan, .
and at an early age he had commenced to fol-
low.the sen 83 a profession. His father had for.

hence he had entered the service of the latter
gentleman shortly aftor his father’s death. ., Tye.

vett had grown rich upon the results of s mer ‘

. fight”
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cantile pursuits ; but yet ?'incgm. Gray ha?l 1:;1);
hesitated to love his beantiful daughter, aian e
tendency of this love was by no means ltl:.wl ,ee
when the young man discovered that his (;J:r
was reciprocated.  Vincent conl(? now reme;;x

that ol Trevets elways trented him with eniform

the love which sprang up between the two yo;llpg
hegrts ; but from t.hat'mom:nt the old man ha
been chenged towards him. N
Vincent hed just returned from the Indies,
having commanded the ship ou"the homcwa.rd-
bound passage, and this was his first meeting
i ivia sinco his retarn. )
mfPIC:;::: soe your father,” he at lerfgth said,
tn @ determined tone. *'I will tell him of ou&"
jove, atd if he is a man, hp will not cast me 0al
without some caugn, Fven a father has no,:nor
right to make & child needlossly unheppy. .
Just ss Vincent.spoke, and before the maiden
had chance to reply, the companions were start-

seemed to proceed from towards t_he North Bridge.
While the young man was {rying to make out
the oceasion of the disturbance, he gaw a m'an
ru'nniug-' towards him in all hast‘e, and of him
Vincent asked. the reason of the noise. .
s The British have come to take our stores,
hastily cried the man. “'They are on the other
gide of the bridge, and there is likely to be a

Ag the messenger spoka he fled on w.ith, hia
errand, and Vincent turned towavds his com-
anion. ' . .
e You must: hasten home, Olivia,”. he said.
+ Hasten home at once, for. 1 'muut g0 down to
the bridge.” : :

“ Y-'mlg will not expose yourself to danger,”
earnestly entreated the maiden. .

“ No, no. Bot I muss go, for there’s tu:ouble
brewing, Haste thee home, dearest. I will seo
thea again.” .

“With another anxious admonition to her lover
to be carefal of himself, the maiden turned her
steps homeward, and Vincent hurried away to-
.wards the bridge. - When he reached t;};g spot,
he found that the draw of the bridge was' raised,
and that a British colonel with s body.of sol-

diers was pon the other side. A large body of trymen; - and, from

- the citizens had collected, and the patriots peemed
. determined to resist the passage of the troops.

-

the bridge, snd Colonel Leslie, who commt.mded
the soldiers, demanded & passage; but- it wae
stoutly refused. As there was 10 pasnmgtl;:
bridge, the soldiers made a Flovement tow:a:m X
two largze gondolas that lay in the stream ; bt
here they were again bafiled, for the ownerd of
boats leaped into them, and began to' scuttle
them. The soldiers tried to prevent this, l_znd
the result was & general meloo. The patriate
leaped down to the essistance of the boatmen,
and the British fixed their bayonets, and made a
charge. Several of the Americans wero wom!;:-
ed, but none were killed, and before matters be-
came mots serious, the old clergyman appeared
upon the spot, and the result was, tl}a,h a COM-
promise was effected. Colonel Leslie saw thf\t
the patriois were rapidly collecting, nnd. to avoid
farther trouble he pledged himself that if he were
allowed to cross the bridge he would not trouble
anything beyond it. The draw was Iovf'eg'ed,
and the soldiers passed over, and_then, withouwt
molestation, they passed back again, |.md jl:lﬂt (¥
t.hcj started to leave the town, the patriot minuse-
‘men began to assemble upon the ground, one
company having come from ss far as Danvers.
When Vincent Gray turned from the hngg.i,
he stopped at a point where a party hed c; -
lected about the persgn of a young man whe
had been serionsly wotmded. The. poor le .
was groaning with pain, and though & physici?
who heppened to be present assured the people
that there was no mortal danger, yet they trem-
bled with approhension. N o
# That blood eomés from a patriot heart,” eaid
o_nf‘-Ay," added ,another, “and twag British
steel that let it out.” dioni
n involuntary -movement of indignation ‘
thfough the crowd, andJ?ng. after the wonnded
youth hed been carried to ltia home, the pg?ple
vernained . by the bridge snd talked over. 'the
affair, But upon none did it make‘a,deep'a;rgl'q- .
pression than‘upon Vincent CGhray. When he |
turned towards hiv sbiding place his goul was .
wrought upon. by fierce emotions, Hg;hagis'm
the patriot’s blood epilled by the foo~ho ,
seen, the. hireling soldlers; of the tyrapt Xing
trampling upon the dearest libertien of his conp-
y rg\_té moment, bis Jife was
pledged by en oath to the cause’ of that liherty

 Phe military. stores were upon the north sideof | hoped 'ﬁ_m,

which li. trao-hearted Americans . prayed and
5{ BRI I " . Yo




CHAPTER 11

THE MAN-OF-WAR'Z PABSENGER.

© Ox the morning following the advent of the
British troops at Salem, the people were aronsed
&t an early hour by the beeming of a heavy gun
st the mouth of the harbor, and on hastening
down to the wha.rvea. they were not a little aston-
ished at seeing two heavy English men-of war
Jjust coming to off the harber. At first the peo-
ple were alarmed, and after more matare thought
they quieted their foars and watched the move.
ments of the ehips. They were both of them
. standing slowly down towards the capes of Mar:
blehend under their flying-jibs, with their courses
“haoging in the buntlines, and their topsails mere-
1y drawn up by the clews. Ere long the ship
farthest sstern fired another ghn, and at the
same time u sipgnal was seen to wave from hor
poop.
|3z ENGRAVING.]
* Bhe wants a boat to coms off,” eaid an old
‘mat, who stood mpon one of the wharves.
" * 'That’s what she’s firing for.” .

* Ay,” sdded Vincent Gray, who stood near
at hand, “thes is surely what the fellow wants.
Here, boye, let's put off one of our beats aud go

t EL

He tarned to three of his men as he spoke—
men who belonged to his ship—and they quickly
agreed to go with him. - A fourth man was easily

v

erew, our hero put off for the man-of-war which
had fired the gun. ‘There was anexpression of
wonderment emong the men as to what could
be the design of the ships in thus stopping, and
though Vincent shared in the feeling, yet he ox-
pressed no opinion apen it.

‘When he reached the ship, he. brought his
boat up under the starhosrd guarter, and an ofii-
cor from the deck heiled him.

“ Can yon take a passenger on shore asked
the officer.

“ Ay, returned Vincent,

*“Then heul up to the gm]gwuy, and we'll
send him dowsn.”

Vincent accordingly lnmied his boat up, and
shortly afterwards the pussanger appeared over

{ the gangway, the man-ropes having been thrown

over for his accommodation. He was:a young
man, apparently about four-snd-twenty® years of
age, with dark brown hair and blue eyes, not
very stont in his’ build, but- possessing much

firmness and resolntion in the form and expres-.
sion of his countenance., Vincent Gray was at
once predisposed:in his favor, and he received
him with  kind greeting as he cameo aft. .. After
the young mén had come dowa, s beary clest
was lowered into the boat, and then Vincent was

obtained, and having leaped into a boat with his

[

told that he might shove off. The captsin of

manty heauty, together with & pood degree of
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the Englishman very kindly bade the young
passenger farewell, and in conclusion he said:

“We may never meet agein, Edward. Ihave
somewhat ovérstepped my orders in putting in
here to set you on shore; but it i the last kind-
ness I may ever have tha chance to do you, and
I trast-that you may prosper.”

“I thank you kindly, Captain Montague,”
retwrned the young man. * From the bottom of
my heart I thank you; and if we never meet
again, I can only assure you that by me you will
ever be held in grateful remembrance, Adisw,”

The captain again said the word of parting,
end in & moement more the boat wns rowed away

from the ship. Shortly after this both the ships

made sail and stoed towards Boston, |

When Vincent turned towards his passenger,
afier they had, left the ship, he npticed that there
were big drops in his eyes, and. from this a new
feeling of sympathy was awakened in his bosom,
The young strariger gazed long after the receding
ships, and when he could see them no more he
wiped his eyes, and turned his gaze towards the
town he was approaching.

" What part of Saiem do you wlsh to visit? ™
asked Vmcem.

“Nong in parucular,” returned the young
man. |

# Then. you have no’ f'nenda here 3" cantmued
Vincent.

t Friends ¥ iterated the passenger, ina tona
of strange sadness.

“Some acquaintance,” suggested our hero;
“*for I can land you wherever you may wish,”

* I am not acquainted here, sir. I only seok
for the present some.place where I can find a

Ll

- home--gome well arranged inn where money

will find me an abiding place.”
*Then if such is your wish you can stop at
the sarie inn with myself,” said Vincent. “I

~ have found it to bo the best in the town, and I

think you will be su;ted wmh the nocommoda-

tions,”

" “Thank you, sir. That is the beqt 1 could
wish. If you have no ob.}ectmn 1 will accom-
pasy you there at once.

Of course Vincent assented, and he did it with
a peculiar gratification, too, for he had scen just

enough of his companion to wish to know more |

‘of hin. He thought it strange that the young
man should have heen at so much trouble to he
landed here, and yet be an entire stranger in the
place. But it was not altogether the strange-
ness of his coming that made him curious ; there

was something in his very appearance and maz-
ner thit was calonlated to excite atteuuon and
curiosity.

When the boat reached the whar, the peopla
who had stood there watching the movemenis of
the ships and the boats, gathered abont the spot,
and Vincent was literally overwhelmed with
questions ; but hé morely stated that there was
& pasgsenger on board one of the ships who wished
to land, and farther than that he knew of noth-
ing to tell. ‘Whilst one of Vincent’s men went
for a barrow upon which to carry fhe passenger’s
chest, the elder portion of the people busied
themselves in asking thé young stranger all sorts
of questions; but his answers were shozt and
pointless, and by the time the man came with the
barrow, he had heen gmm up as a hopeleu onge
of lacomcnsm

“Iv's Jofired strange, anyhow,” wnttered
on#, ““that two British seventy-fours should "ave
put in here just to land a passenger,”

8o ’tid,” added a sesond. “Blow 'me, if'
there aint sumthin’ in it,"”

 Just my tdes,” chimed in & third, with more

‘than common shrewdness, S'pose ‘em ahips

would' “ave put in here just 16 Iatd & single man
if thero wesn’t sumthin’ in it? - No; not by a
plaguy sight. Depeful upon’ 1t :?mmmmw
in it ‘

By the timo’ this 'last * jdoo ™t wi: nﬂvnneek!
Vincent' and his passenger had statted't t¥eave
the placé, abd those who stood'upow tho whayf

~witched them till they had pacsed from sight,

“You mustn’t think herd of my countrymen
if they appear a little boorish,” said Vineent,
with & smile. *The fact is, tlmse are times of
peculiar excitement, and the movements of tha
British are narrowly watched and quickly sus-
Fpected.  Your coming was. strange, ond in the
present state of affairs I do not wonder that it
should excite 1emark s least,”

“Q, of course,” retnrned the young man; “I -
expect all that; but .you sperk s though lhere
was trouble.”

“Ay—and so there is,” returned Vincent.
A Trouble enmwh I ween. ‘The people of these

colonies are beginuing to tive of the insolent prog-
ence of these British troops.”

1 do not worder,” said the other, in & frank
tone, “They certainly have no business here.
But you do not mean that there has a8 yet been
any open trouble.”

“Yes, there has, In thls very town there was

blood spilled last might, DBritish troops wem
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sent here to soize uponr our atores, and they were
resisted.  Ah, let me tell you, gir, that this state
of things cannot last much longer. KEither the
English king must withdraw his troops and con-
cede to the reasonable demands of the colonies,

or else—"* :
“ What ¥’ asked the young stranger, with a

look and tone of intereat, #s Vincent hesitated. .

“ Else the ¢olonica will make their own buar-
gain, even at the point of the bayonet.”

Gray spoke in a low, firm tone, and the deep
flash of his black eyes told that he felt what he
said—that the sentiment which he uttered was
not taken from the voice of others, but that it
had its rise in his own bosom.

“ Well,” thonghtfully murmured his compan-
ion, after & fow moments of silence, “I do nog
know but that it is all for the best that it should

. be as it is. I maymake it my home in America,
and if T adopt the country I must give my heart
to ber interests,”

 And these interests,”” added Vincent,in a
low, thrilling tone,  are liberty and nationatity 1"’

“ And I pray to God that Americe may pos-

sess them.”
Young Gray scized his companion by the hand

23 he heard this generows sentiment. The cord
that bound his sympathies to the stranger wos
strenppthencd anew, and he felt sure that he had
found & congenial heart and soul. :
‘When the two reached the inn where Vincent
naade it his home, the young stranger entered his

name a8 Edward Thayer, He selected aroom
adjoining that of Vincent, and thither he had his
chest conveyed. After this Vincent Gray went
down to the wharf where his ship lay, and at-
tended to tha removal of the last part of her
cargo. After the ship was. cleared, Vincent
called the men about him,” and informed them
that for the present the vessel weuld not go to
sea again. J ’

“ And now,” 8aid he, “I have something of
importance to communicate to you. I know that
I may trust you, and that, if yon do not join me,
yon will not betray tne: You. know that the

British eruisers are.committing all sorts of depre-

dations upon our colonial vessels, and I know
that the sentiment of our'conntrymen will dnstain
us in resisting the outrage, If T can possibly
get a veagel, 1 shall set forth upon the broad

track we have just left, on my own responsibility, .

1 mean to strike a blow for the liberty of the eol-
onies, How many of you will join me 1"

There was but one answer from the brave sea-
men who stood upon the ship's deck. They

| pledged themselves to a’ man that they would

Jjoin the young hero heart and hand,

Again Vincent enjoined upon the men that
they should he secret about the matter, and when
he turncd his steps-towards his inn once more,
he had fully resolved that e would seize the first
opportunity to possess himself of an armed ves-
gel, and raise the flag of defiance to the foe.

.

£
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CHAPTER 1L .

.

" mtcAn tREYRTT:

Ir was on the very evening succceding the
events last recorded thet Vincent Giny went to
the dwelling of Mr, Trevett, He was determined
to see Qlivia in her own home, dnd if her father
was opposed t¢ his visits, ho wished to know it
fot that he fntended .to ba governed by the old
men's will, but could he but: learn it, he might
then better know how to ‘govern himself. He
found Olivia &t home, and she at once ‘con-

" ducted him to the sitting-room, whete & warm

fire wag glowing upon the hearth.

“Your father is not in, then,” ssid Vincent,
as ke took a seat near the firo, =~ - .

“No,” returned Olivia. *“Ho has gone to a
mecting at the residence of Mr. Simon.”

“But that is & meeting of the royalists” ut.
‘tered -Vineenit, with considerable surprise in his

- manner,

I knotw it,” answered the malden. My
father told me that they were poing to teke
some measutes to crish this spirit of rebellion
Among the people.”

‘% knew not that your futher belongod to that
party.” )

“ Yes, Vincent; he is o firm sapporter of the
king’s canse, and he hates all those who oppose
the royal suthority.” ’

The young man was silent for & fow mo-
menta; but at length he said, in @ tone made

- tremulous by deep anxiety ;

“Pardon the, Olizls, but I must ask yon otie
question, and I trast yoit will answer me platnly.
How rest yotr sympathies in this case

“Do you. not knotr me well enough to tell that
without asking ¥ sald the falr gitl, with o stight
tinge of reproof in her tome, . o

“Ithink I do, Olivia, My own confideice
in your noblehess of soul tells me that your sym-
patliles cannot be with your father’s.”’ :

“Of course they cannot,” quickly and eter-
getically roplied Olivia. “*I love the cause of
freedom too well to wish for a tyrant's rule,
No, no,—if to be a friend of the colonfes, and to
wish them independent, constitutes & rebel, then
Olivia Treveit is & rebal,” o

“ Bpoken like yowsself, denrest,” exclaimed
the young man, as he catight his companion by
the hand. #O, I shall love you more now that
L know you are go fearlossly: noble.”

“* Not altogother feartoss,” added Olivia, *My

‘father knows mot my real feelings, and Y almost

fear to bave him find them ont,” ‘ .

“And have you really occasion to fiar your
father ¥* ‘

Olivia raised her large blue eyes to the face of
her lover, and two tears stood upon their long
silken lashes. : '

, "Ales !’ sh¢ murmured, “you know mot
how—t’ .
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The maiden hesitated, and afier o moment’s
thought, continued : -

“Y will not speak of him now. He is not
what he was, Vincent. I am not as happy as I
used to be when I was younger.”

The young man heit too much delicacy of feel-
ing to question Olivia further upon the subject
of her father’s character, for he saw that it made
her anhappy ; and, bezides, he could see enough
to assure him that Trevett was far from being &
kind parent. He was reflecting upon this mat-
ter when a footfall was heard upon the door-
stone, and Olivia trembled as she noticed the
step of her father. In a few moments more the
man entered the room.

Miecah Trevett was a mun hetwccn fifty and
sixty years of age. In form he was somewhat
tall, but his height was slightly lessened by a
contracted roundness of shoulders, His coun-
tenance was ote not easily to be read, for at the
first glance the practised physiognomist would
have seen that the lincs of his face were the re-
salt and marks of characteristics not his by na-
ture. There was a peculiar look of moroseness
about the expression of his fuce: but then it
had too much of restlessness about it to be really
natural. In showt, the. very appearance of his
countenance told that he was a man whose na-
ture had been marked by extranecus circum-
stances, His eyes were keen and guick, and his
hair was more silvery than is nsual with those
not yet threescore.

When Micah Trevett entred the room, he ap-
peared considerably surprised at seeing young
Gray there, and there was a look of fear, too,
mingled with thet surprise. Our hero had watch.
¢d the old mun's countenance narrowly, and he
could not fail to see this fear-mark, so plainly
was it developed.

“ Captain Gray,” he said, after he had re-
covered somewhat from bis first emotions, at the
same time advancing towards where the young
man had arisen to his feet, “I did not expect to
find you here. I understood, sir, thet when my
ghip's cargo was discharped our contract was at
aa end. T beliere T have settled with you in all
that relates to any pecuniary affairs between us.”

“Yes sir,” returned Vincent, hardly knowing
what answer to make.

“ Then, sir, what can be the object of this
visit V'

The young man was puzzled. He bad not
expected so abritpt a reception, and he was hard-
1y prepared for it. - He cast a furtive glance wpon

Olivia, and he saw that she was pale and trem-
bling. Mr. Treveit noticed the direction of
Vincent's loock, and he ordered his daughter to
leave the room. The tone and manner of this
command, and the look that accompsnied it,
together with the painful effect it had upon Oli-
vie, called & quick sensation of indignation to

he saw the maiden depsart.
“Now, sir,” resumed the old man, after his

vistt 2

to keep back his justly excited passions, “T
hardly know how to interpret this reception.
Are there no other relations between us but
those of mere business? Does your heart hold
no other tie hut that which binds it to yoar
money-box? Can-you not conceive of other
causes of friendship but such as resalt from busi-
ness

I did not ask for your catechism, sir,” coldly
retured Trevett. I agked you a very simple
question, and that question you have not yet
answered. I wish to know the ohject of this
visit.”

 Then, sir, T came as o friend to visit those
whom I had reason to suppose were my friends.”

“ Very well,” said the old man, half sarcasti-
cally, but yet with some hesitation ;  thatunswer
is fuir enough ; and now I must'inform you that
your visits are no longer desired. If you have
the fulings of a gentleman yon will not trouble
me again,”

“Then you would turn me away from your
doors "

“1 szmply request that you will not enter them
again.”

“Mr. Trevett, I had not expected thls," snid
the young man, in & firm, decided tone. * To-
wards you X have everbeen faithful and obliging,
and you cannot cay that I have ever been remiss
in my duty.”

" And for gll that I have paid you accordmg
to contract. - What more can you agk 47

that friendship which is due to me, My father,
when he lived, was one of your firmest fiiends,

‘and I am surely at & loss how to read your heart

if you can thus easily tear away all the ties of
that friendship now.’

Micah Trevett regarded the youth for gOmIC
moments ip silence. There was a look. of hitter-

nogs upon his face, and his hands were clutched

the bosom of Vincent, and his brow burned as

child had gone, “may I know the cbject of this -

“Mr. Trevett,” commenced Vincent, striving -

“ To be treated as a man-—to be received with |
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upon the rail of the chair by bis side. At length
a slight gleam shone in his eyes, and wu;h 8 pe-

caliar look be said :
“That ia all very fine, young sir; but. the truth

lies yet behind. You have not told me all—youn
have not told me what I asked. You well know
it is no friendship for me that brings you here.
It is my daughter you are after I

Tt was now Vidcent’s tarn to hesitate, bat he
was not long in framing an answer,

"« You Lave s right,” ho said, *to judge of my
feolinga towards yourself us you see fit.”

“ Ay,” quickly added Trevett; “and by the

"same right I judge of your feelings towards my
. daughter. But you have not yet answered my

guestiott,”
Vincent Gray was ohhged once more to hesi-

tate. His feelings woro excited—his soul was
stung by the old man’s manner, and yet he know
that he must speak calmly, He know that to
betray his passion would ruin his csuse at cnce.
He soon grew cal, however, and gazing steadily
into Trevett’s face, he said: _

* You know; sir, that towards your daughter
I have ever entertained the warmest feelings of
respect and estcem, and it i8 no wender that
those feelinga should have ripened into love. I
do love the fair Olivia, sir, aud I trust that there
isnothing connected with my habits, my charac-
ter, or my circumstances, that should provent
me from hoping that I might gain her hand.”

“Now you have spoken to fome purpose, sir,”
replied Trovett in one of the coldest tones imag-
inable; ““and the sooner you know my opinion
upon the subject the better. My answer to your
implied request is very simple: you must give

.up all ideas of my daughter, and from this time

forth yon must see'her 0o more. "I trust you

* comprehend ma.”

“I certainly comprehend what you say, gir,”
returned Vincent, in a tons made trembling by
agitation, “but I cannot think that you meuu
all that your words imply. You do not mean—"'

“ 8top,” interrnpted Trevett. . “I mean just
what 1 have said, -and T think you can under
stand it without further explanation.’”

‘Vincent Gray made no reply, He saw by the
old man’s looks thit he meant just what he hed
said, and for a while his heart sank- within him.

But graduslly his lips bocame compressed, and
a bright fire sparkled in his eyes. '

«T trust,” continued Trevett, “that I shall
have no further trouble on your account. You
know my decision, and i think you will abide
]:)y lﬁ L X

¢] ghall make you no promises, sir,” retm'ncd
Vincent. * In my fature conduct I shall be gov-
erned by my own sense of justice. You may
have o legal, physical right to do as you please
with regard to the fatare prospects of your daugh-
ter, but you have ne meral right to control her
against her wishes. She is of age, and sho pos-
sesses o mind strong enough to govern herself
properly, If she loves me as I love her, T shall
not pledge myself to your conditions.”

# Then,” said Trevett, while his face grew
pale, *you will place yourselfupon your own
peril.  Approach my doors again, and you may
suffer more than you are aware of.”

“ Very woll, sir,” returned Vincent, as he took
his hat, *we now know each other, and time wiil
show which of us in the right. I, sir, con lay my -
hand upon my heart, and look toward God to
prosper me in my opposmon to your will, I
doubt much if you can do the same in reference
to your own designs.”

The old man trembled, -aud there was some-
thing more than passion in the emotion thas
moved him, Fis hand loosened from the chair
which he had been holding, and he took a turn
across the room. When he stopped, he gazed '
fixedly jnto the youth's face.

“ Go,” said he., “ Leave my house, and nover
let me see you w:t.hm its doors again.’ Go. I
want to hear no more of your speach.”

Vincent knew that what more he m.lght sny
would be productive of no good, snd without an-
other word he lefi the room. When he had
gone, the oid man sank into & chair, and gazed
vacantly into the fire that was. beginning to
smoulder upon the hesrth. His miod was gvi-
dently ill at ease, for the dim lxg-hl; of the doals
revedled o face that was worked upon someihmg
very much like foar. Whatever may have been
that old man's feehngs, they were surely no
such as a soul upright in’ ité intentions wotld

tx

have given birth to.




CHAT

TER 1V,

4 BTRANGE SECRET.

For several days after hig interview with Mi-

cah .Trev_ett, Vineent Gray spont bis time in
looking ‘about among the shipping at the
wharves, and also in making the aequaintance
of many of the seamen who were thrown out of
employ b_\fr the tyrannical acts of the British,
Of one thing he soon made himself assured, and
that 1;?03, that he could at any time find ahle,men
sufficient fo man & patriot vessel, when he should
be so fortunate as to find one that suited him ;
and, more than this, he found that the ‘majorit_s;
of the seamen were with hir in his desire to
n?ake & mark on the page of history in favor of
his country’s independence, and freedom from
the mother country’s tyranny,

With Edward Thayer our hero had spent
much of his time during the week, and the more
he became acquainted with the youné man, the"
more Lie liked him. ‘There was somethin g a,bout
the young Englishman’s countenance that had
arrest'ed Vincent's attention from the first, but
what i was he could not tell. At times he folt
surs that he had seen him before,

“ Tell me,” he said, one day, as they sat to.
gether in our here’s room, “is it not ‘possible
that we have met somewhere before ? When I

divest myself of the idea that I have seen you in'
years past.” ) :

f‘ but Fdo not think it probable. I have been
in the East Indies; but, according to your state-
ment, not at the same time you were there, If
you spent any time in Eagland when you werc
2 boy—" '

Y1 did,” quietly interrupted Vincent. *
spent three years thero. ‘

“ How long ago was that " ‘
. “Let’s sce. It must have been cighteon years
ago,”
) "{\nd in what part’ of England were you 1"
inquired Thayer, -

1 spent most of the time in London. I was
there with my father,” ‘

"I.must have been in London 'dun'ng part of
t%mt time,” gald Thayer, afier some Jitile refec-
tion; “but I have no recollection of yourself.
Indeed, we were both too Young to have lajd np #
much for futnre memory.*' ' ) '
“True, true,” murmured Vincent, gazing half
vacantly into his companion’s face, *And yet
tis sirange how your countensnce awakens dall

look at your face, and hear you spenk, I ecannot

.

memory in my bosom. However, if there is any

‘hope you may succeed in calling me to *mind

~ gazed very fixedly upon his companion’s coun-

- than from any real desire to gain o knowledge of

“I know not, M. Gray,” returned Thayer, -

o~
!
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pubstance to my imbginings 1 'may yét call it
to mind.” & I
#Really,” added Thayer, with a smile, “I

gs you wish, but I fear I cannot help you,” .
« Never mind,”* suid Vincent. :
And yet by the way he locked, it was evident
that he did mind very wuch, for he not enly

tenance, but he also betiayed a groat deal of
anxious interest a8 he did so., .

“Do you intend fo go to sea again at pres-
ent 1” asked Thayer, sefmingly more for the
purpose of hreaking up the unessiness ocegsioned
by the reverie into which Vincent hed fallen,

his movements. .
¢ No, I think not,” returned our hero. “Or,
at all events, T shall not go again in a merchant-

man for the present. My old employer, Mr. |
Trevett, will not send his ship out again under

the present aspect of affairs.”

“t Trevett, did you say 7' asked the young Eng-,
‘lishman, starting as he heard the sound of that
name.

**Yea.”

¢ What is his given name ¥’

* Miesh.” . .

“ Micak Trevett I vepeated Thayer, half start-
ing from his seat, and then sinking back again,
as if seeking to recall some thought.

¥

“Yes,” said Vincent, returning hiy compan-
ion’s inquisitive look with one of wonder.

“ How old & mati is he 7”

“ He must be near sixty.”

“Micah Trevett I” again uttered Thayer,
starting wp from his chair, and taking a turn
across the room. ** Micak Trevett !"

"« Ay, and do you know him %

“Know him?"” iterated the young English-
man, tremblingly violently. “I know him not so
well as I wish to. I you know him, tell me of
him.” *

7 can ozly tell you that he is rich and hard-
hearted. ’ : :

“ Ay—go on. Hus he a family

“ Only one child.” ‘

“ And what is that ¥’

“ A danghter.” ‘

Edward Thayer stopped, and sank down into
his chair again, His face had assumed an ashy

this state of feelings could not last long. The

young man soon recovered from the first effects

of the strange shock, sand when he was ence

mors calm, lis countenance had assumed & vigid

expression, and he gazed vagantly upon the

floor. , . .

“ He must be the man,” he murmured to him-

self; and then raising his eyes to his compan-
jon’s face, he continged : * You may he surprised,
at what you have seen, but you must not esk-me -
for an explanation now, I shall ba obliged to

‘divo still decper into your indebtedness, for 1

must got you to introduce me to Mr. Trovett,"”

“ Ah, sir,’”” returned Vincent, allowing his
mind to leave for a while ‘the exciting scen¢ he
kad just witnessed, *I foar that I cannot accom-
modate you in that, The old men has forkidden
me to ever cnter his house again,”

“ Ah,” uttered Thayer. )
“Yes,” continned Vincent, seeing that his
companion leoked- inguisitive, “and I know not
why T should fear to trust yon with the secret,
and then you will see tha peculiarity of my po-i-
tion. It is on his danghter’s account thet I am

banished.”

I understand,” delicately replied Thayer.
T understand your meaning perfectly; and T
will reek some other mean; of an introduction
to him.”

There was b silence of some moments, dering
which time bath of the young men seemed un-
ueually meditative ond lost in thought. At
length Vincent remarked:

- vett should have turned me off as he did, for I
can call on God to wimess that in-no poiut of
my character or'habits can he find objection to
me.,”

T ghall find him out,” said Edward Thayer,
“and I hope that I may be the means of helping
you. Ah, Micah Trevolt, you are a—"'

The speaker hesitated as ho saw that Vincent’s

.| eyes were fixed keenly upon him.

“ Excuga me,” said cur hero, *for regarding
you so particululy, but I'm sure I eannos help
it. I'looked upon you with somewhat of enxiety
before, but now I am almost nerveusly so. My
own connection with Trevett is peesliar, ond I
am not all quisted by fnding that—" :

« T also have some connection with him,” said
Thayer, seging that Gray hesitated. “ well, I

paleness, and he trembled at overy joint. But’

have some little to do with him if I am not much

“Y am at a loss to conjecture why Mr, Tre-
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mistaken, but T connot explain myself to you at
present ; you must not expect it, nor must you
blame mo for keeping my own seeret.”

“ (3, not at all,” returned Vincent,

Shortly afterwards young Thayer aroso and
left the room, and after he had gone Vincent re-
mained for some time meditating upon what had
pusied, He arose aiul put more wood upon the
fire, and then sat back again in his chair to think
of the strange youth who had just left him, and
who hed awakened feelings of such o peculiar
mterest in his mind. - -

The wind was howling without with a cold
chilling musie, and the streaks of frost upon the
inside of the windows told how cold it was; but
Vincent Gray noticed it not. He thought of

Rdward Thayer, and of Micuh Trevett; and |
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anon his mind would stop to rest upon the sweet
faco of Olivia. He was engaged in this manver
when his landlord appeared at the door and in-
formed him that thefp was some one bolow who
wished to see him, |- :

“Who is it?” askéd Vincent,

. % A man,” laconically returned Boniface.

“ Ay,—but what sort of a man 2

“ An o0ld man—a sailor, I shonld say.”

“ An old sailor? Then he must be an honost
man. Scnd him te me.”

“ He's rongh dressed.”

“Never mind. Send him up at once. Let
me tell you, my good host, that in these times I
look for honest hearts beneath rough dresges,”
answered Vincent quickly, while his eyes spark-
led with animation. ¢

J—

© Tet me tell you, sir, *at I’ve scen a good dezl of

CHAPTER V.

THE QLD PATRIOT,

Vinenwt Gray had not lopg to wait.after his
host had gone, for in a few minutes he retnrned
and ushered in the individual whom he had an-
nounced. The new-comer was an old man, and
ks appearance at ofice bespoke him to'he a corst
fisherman Ho was very short in his stature,
and though by no means corpulent, yet he was
very large for one of his height, looking some-
what as though he had at some time received a
blow updn the head -that had liternlly knocked
his frame into a more solid mass, His face was
%;ry brown from constant exposure, snd his
hair, which had evidently once been red, was
tewof a grissly hne. His eyes were very small,
very gray, and very bright. Mis hands were
huge in their proportions, and as he grasped the
brim of his hat with one of them he extended
the other to our hero.- i

“ This is Capt'n Gray, I take it,” he said.

“Yes, sir,” returned Vincent, regarding his
visitor with & earious look.

“ Well, my namo’s Darkee—Obadiah Dur-
keo. Them as knows me calls me Obed. And

salt watér in my day.” )
“Idon't doubt it,” returned Vincent, with a
smile,
The eld man took a seat, and having hauled

his chair up to the fire, he unbattoned the great
2

AND HIE MISSION,

pea-jacket, in which he wis enveloped, and thed
turned hig atiention again upon our hero.

“ You 're kind o’ lnyin’ on your cars now, I
tnke it,” wos his first obscrvation aficr he hed
niede himself at home,

“ For the present,” answered Vincent,

“ Yes,” responded Obed. * There’s a good
many in the same fix **  He cast o furtive glanos
about the room, as if to adsure hithself that ne
ona was listening, and then he eontinued :

“ There's no puttin’ up with this sort o’ things
much longer, These intamal Britlshers are giv
tin’ wuss and wuss every day, Only last wotk
they robhed me of all my fish. My the preat
horn spoon, Copt'n Gray, wo muist #'t stand it.”

1t iy vather hard,” said Vincent.  He would
heve smiled again, but he saw that there was &
veln of deep feeling beneath the old msu’s
quainthess, and he hegan to conceive n respoot
for him, *“It seems wrong for us to submii te

‘such treatmient,” he continted.

“ Ay, capt’n. An’’tis wrong, Idon’s b'lieve
(od ever made the colonies for England’s foot-
stool. Theni’s my sentiments, an’ I dor't care
who knows ‘em.” ' ‘

Vincent saw that the 61d man was in carnost,
but yet he had no clue to the object of his viais,
g0 he remained quiet, in hepes that he would ex-
plain himself. Qur hero's sileuce hnil the desired.
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effect, for ere long the old mean opencd the sub-
Jocts

“Capt'n Gray,” he commenced, *I under-
stand 'at you want to get hold of a good vessel
--one 'at 1l do for a reg’lar cruiser.”

“ Well,” aaid Vincent, becommg at once in-
terested.

“Am I right 7’

“ Snppose you are, what then 7

“T'd like to know first if I am.””

 Well,” aaid our hero, after regarding the old
 man for some time, and feeling that he could
trust him, * yon are right.”

“Well, then,” resumed Obed; drawing his
chair nearer to Vincent, and spexking in a lower
tone, ‘X think I know of just the eraft you want,
It’s the same one "at robbed me of my fish. She’s
an English brigantine, an’ had been cruisin’ off
the coast here for more 'n & week.”

Vincent was now all attention. The idea of

oaptaring a vessel from the encmy had not be- ‘

fore entered hie mind, but it was none the less
welcome for that.

“Deo you think she could be L&ptured " he
asked, with much earsestness.

«If it i tried soon,” returned the old man.
% She 's craisin’ about the coast here, an® if she

'keeps on robbin’ our fishermen she ey get
eanght.”

“ What sort of & trafs ia she ¥

(), a beanty,” exclaimed the old man, with
animation. * As ssucy & looking thing as you
ever saw. Bbe carries a square maineall, an’ a
good heavy boomeail to back it. She's got ten
guns, an’ she slips aronnd through the water as

though her heels wes greased. By the great
horn epoon, eapt’n, she must be took. Pm yer
man if you ken only find enongh more to carry
the thing throogh.”

“ But there i3 no knowing how long she will
remain here,” suggested Vincent, in a thonght-
ful mood.

“ (), there's no kind o’ fear ‘bout that,” con-
fidently returned Obed. * She’s been knockin’
shout off Nahaut an’ Marblehead, un’ so down
towards Lynn, for a week, an’ sho "1l stay more’n

a woek longer if ahe aint drove off, ¥ know she |’

ken be taken if we ken only get the men to do it.”
. And where wonld you gather your force 2"
« (), you must do that, capt’n.” -
“ Well, but where ¥
“Pown on Swampacoit beach would be as
good aplaca as any.”
“ Very well,” returned Vincem after having

thought the matter over; “and now I.should
like to ask you if you have thought of any plan
by which the vessel can be taken.”

“ Why,"" sald the old man, without hesitation,
* we must have men enough to do it.”

«T know all that, my. dear man ; but you are

sware that there must be something more than

merely men enough to do the fighting, It is ne
very easy job to get your men in a fighting posi-
tion against & craft of that description.”

“ (3, 1 know what you mean,” said Obed, ele-
vating his shaggy eyebrows. *“Yes, yes, you
want to know how we 'are goin’ to get a board

the fellow. Well, we'll have to study up some -

plan for that ; but X don’t think it ‘il be very hard
work, for you know when a chap is up to all
sorts of mischief he's very apt to git into trouble.

I thivk we,can fix a trap for him. At any rate,
‘b men down on Swampscott beach I'I1 -

if we git th
venture but that we’ll make some plan work.”

“If we could be sure that the brigantine
would remasin about the coast, perhaps we

conld,” responded Vincent, thenghtfolly.

The old maan looked a littla uneasy a8 Vincent
made this last remork.

“ Well, look here, t:ap'l: n,” gaid he, “if ‘you
don’t think the metter is worth running any
chances for, I wouldn't have anything to de with
it. When I come to see you I thought you
wanted to get hold of a good vessel, and T didn’t
know but yon would be willin® to run some risk,
for in guch times as these I'd bo willin’ to run a
good desl. “Howsomever, it don’t make much
difference, for if you wont—""

“ Stop, my good man,” interrupted Vineent,
appreciating the reproof he had received ; * I did
not mean that I would run no risk, for, on the
contrary, I expect to have to run much hefore I
accompligh ali I wish; but thie is an important

affair, and I wish to understand it thoronghly be-’

fore I enter npon it. Now, sir, thie very evening
I will set about enlisting my men, and to-merrow
1 will be at Swampscott.”

“ That’s right,” utiered Obed, his countonance
bri'glztening as he spoke. “Pl go right away
au’ have all the matters fixed that I can.

 Perhaps you can raise some men among your
acquaintance,” suggested our hero.

(), gartin. I ken raise & dozen, I puess; and
they'll be good ones, teo.”

Vincent expressed his satisfaction at this, and -

then he went on and made’ such arrangements
with the old man as he conld. He promised
that he would be at the designated place by noon
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on the next day, and perhaps before, and in the
mezntinee the fishermen were to make what pro-
vision they could for capturing the brigantine.
It was mearly dark when the old man left the
inn, and as soon as Vincent could obtain his sup-
per he set forth fo hunt up his men. He had
expected to find this part of the task an easy
ong, and he was not mistaken, From his previ-
ons-eonversations with the seamen he had learned
whom he might trust, and the most he kad now
to do was to hunt them up and notify them that
they were wanted. Before ten o'clock he had
found seventy-five men who were ready and
anxious to join him, and el of them, too, had

" pledped - themselves to meet him on the next

morning with arma sufficient for the enterpriss,
each one prowmising to find his own.
When Vincont Gray returnéd to his inn his

_heart was alive with the moet ardent hope. He

-

looked forwerd to the moment when he conld
place his foot upon the first prize from the enemy
with a longin g in which was eentered the whele
patriotisin of hig zeal. And he was not alone jn

., this feeling. All the seamen who had joined him

were equally zealous with himself. They knew
that the feelings they entertained towards Eng.
land and her kmg were held by the best and
mont nble men in the colonies—they knew that
the clergymen of the land were with them in
heart—and they felt, too, that the God of juatice
would aphold them in striving to sha.ke oﬁ‘ the
chaing of the oppressor,

It wos with such feelings as these that: our-
hero-patriots planved their operations against the
enemy, and with such feelings, oo, they deter-
mined to win the prize—the dearest, holiest prize
of Life—-Liberty.




CHAPTER V1.

THE SLOCP AKD THE ERIGANTINE,

Tae morning of March Tth, 1775, was calm,
clerr, and frosty. The air was sharp with its icy
breath, but by no means uncomiortable to those
who were cldthed for & New England winter. At
an early hoar the hardy sesmen began to repair

- towards & point south of the town—a place se-
cure from cbsorvation—and whes Vincent Gray
arrived he found most of his men already assem.
bled, and before ton ¢’clock they were all there.
‘They were reviewed and equipped sufficiently for
ali practical ptirposes, and withott any unneces-
sary delay they set off for Swampscott, going in
parties of six or eight each, and taking as many
different routos as they could.

Vincént went ahead, and at about one o’clock
he teached the high headland of Swampscott.
The first thing that attracted his attention after
he gained a view of the sem, was the English
brigantine. 8he wag just inside of Egg Rock,
and was standing in.

“Yipon my soul, Munn,” he said, turming to
one of his men who stood by his side, “she ds a
bequty.”

« No mistake,” was Munn's reply, as he
stopped to gaze upon the vessel. “She’s a
saucy looking craft, any how.”

«1 should like to have the management of
those batterios,” continued Vincent,

“ You must have,” responded the other. “1f

your pld fisherman can contrive a way to put us
| on board we can do the rest.” '

* Let's go on,” said onr hero, whose- thoughts
#t thet moment were not formed for speech.
“Let’s go on and find 0ld Durkee.- There come
more of our boys over the hill. .By the mass,
we mnst not be found thick ap here in sight, or
the brigantine may be making us gut.”

With that Vincent and. his party started om,
and having reached the cove above the beach
they fotnd the cot of Obadiah Durkee, and the
otd man himself at tha door. -

“ 80 you've come,” cried Obed, s he rocog-
nized our hero.

. % Yes,” returned Vinceht.

“ By the great Moses, Copt'n Gray, I was al
most afraid yon'd be too late.”

* AN, and bave you any plan stadied up?”
attered Vincent, with energy.

* Part of one,” said Obed, * but whem are the
rest of your men 2

“ They’ll be along in & few minutes‘—seventyf
five of them.” |

“ Jorusalum, that's good. Now.come in, come
in, capt’n, an’ I'll telt you just what's tarned up.
By the great horn spoon, it does seem a8 though
the fates wore working for tw.”
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‘When Vincent entered the fisherman’s cot he
found ten men already assembled there. They
were all of them younger.than Obed, but yet all
middle-aged men, and men, too; whose frames
wers put together for stremgth and endurance,
The old men introduced them as friends of his
who were ready for the expedition on hand, and
after Vincent had greeted them, he turped to.
wards his host. A

“ Now,” said he, “ what have you donet You
speak .88 though you hed found some sea-room
to work in.”

“ Ay, exclaimed Obed, with & brightly spark-
ling eye. .“The Englishman’s given ms the
courge himself, and T don’t soo what’s to hinder
ug from toking him. Here's Dick Powell, here,
heppened to pub out after fish before daylight

. this morning. He ketched only a fow, an’ was

comir’ in with 'em when the brigantine ever-
hanled him. They took what fish he had, en’
then told him thet if he would come out this
afternoon an’ ketch a lot they'd buy ’em. Dick,
yer see, knowed ali abont our plens, an’ so he
just promised ‘em ’ai he would, He told 'em
‘at he'd take his smack an’ go outside and git
all he could, an’ they might have 'em if they’d

be sure en’ pay him, Yer see he pretended to

be very ‘tienlar *bout- the pay 8o s to make it
*poar as though he was in eamest 'bout it. Of

course the Englishren don’t mean o pay for |

any of the fish, he only saidl that so e to gum

- u8; but he "Il find where the gum coraes in afore

another day, ¢h, capt'n.”

* Lkops so0,” returned Vincent.

# (O, 1 know 50,” added Ohed, with much con-
fidence. ‘ .

By this time all of Vmcent's men had arrived,
and a8 many as possible bad erowded into the
cot, while the remsainder staid in the yard. Our
hero had gained a pretty clear idea of what old
Durkee meant, and this he explsined to his men.
Some of them were well acquainted with Dick

Powell, and they krtew him to be a shrowd, cal-.

culating man.

“Now, Durkee,” said ‘our hero, addresamg
the old fisherman, * how iarge a craft is your
emack ¥ ‘

0, big enough for our use. Come, we’ll go
and look at her, for it's ahout time we were off.
Come on, all handa.”

‘The party followed on after the ¢ld man as he
led the way to a place which had been ecooped
ont at the upper end of the beach on purpose to
receive the smack, and Vincent found the craft

laxger than he had expectad. Sho wos » sloop,
and of some sixty or seventy tons burthen; and
upon examination he fonnd that his men could ,
easily be accoramodated in her hold.

*“Now,” said he, twrning to Obed, **if ¥ un-
derstand you rightly, you will put us alobgside
of the brigantine if we will hide ourielvel hau
in the hold "

“ Exactly,” returied the old man; “and the
sooner you do the thing the better. We'H put
the old smack alongside o’ the Englidhman, an’
wa'll help you do the rest, teo.”

" Our hero explairied all to his men, and they
were esger for the onget. Xach mian had his
arme ready for use, and they were anxious to try
their merits. ‘They got on board of the smadk
a3 soon as possible, and when they entered the
hold six of the fishermen :joined them, lewving
only Obed and four of his companions in chavge
of the deck, Our adventurers fonnd themaelves
in' rather close qumarters, but by knocking awey
the bolkhend of the little cabin they maraged
to make good breathing room, and if they found
their situation slightly uncomnfortable, the ohject
they had in view mado it beayable,

As scon as Vincent Gray and his men were
sefely packed awsy below, Obed got his sloop off
and made snil. As he passed out the birigantine
hove down and hailed him,

* Where are yon bound fow ¥ -

« After fish,” returned Dick Powell, who Btood
by the qaartmml

“ That's right,” shonted the Englishman, « 11l
gee you when you come back.”

“ Yes—hope you will,” reaponded Powell, uy
the sloop dashed en, while the brigantine pased
under his stern. " And a mighty pretiy sight
you'll gét I'm thinking,” he continued, M he
gazed after the Englishman.”

“ By the powers, I guess he will,” added Obed,
giving the helm a push to the leeward.

For aver an hoer the sloop stood on, and then
she hove to, and the fishermen threw over their
lines., They caught & fow fish-—cod and hnd-
dock—and after waiting about two hours, Obed
broached the ides of returning.

** If we start now,"” he said, having called Vin. ~
eent, on deck, * it will bé nearly dusk by the time
we get back, Yes, it'll bo most dark, for the
sun aint sartiely more’n half an kour bigh.”

“ Then let us start,” said Vincent.  Let us
sturt at once, for X want to see this buainess
done.”

“Sodo1,” resnmed Obed. “Now in lesa’n

:
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an hour I'll be slongsile o’ the bngantme, an’
you must have yoar men ready.”

“T'll do my part,” said the young man.

The sloop was aczopdingly put back for the
shore, and Vincent returned to the kold, where
he informed his men of what was being done,
and et the same time bade them be in readi-
nesa to follow him.

The wind was nearly north, and consequently
the sloop had it nearly upon her starboard beam.
At the end of half an hour the brigantine was
seen standing in, but shortly afterwards she went
sbout and stood out upon the larboard tack, head-
ing acrosa the sloop’s course.

“ He wante his fish,” said Powell, who had now
taken the helm.

“ Ay,” roturnod Obed, breathless with anxiety
and excitement. * Mind the helm-—mind the
helm, Dick. ‘Here, boys, let’s give the sheeta a
pull,~—and you may luff a litile, Dick. *'T wont
do to "pear 00 anxious to fall in with him, Yd
rather seem a8 thoagh I was goin’ to run in by
him.”

Powell made no answer, for he had; his eye

upon the brigantine. Everything was now quiet
upon the fisherman’s deck, and the mon were
anxiously watching the coming vessel. The
sloop had not yet crossed the course of the Eng-
lishman, and as Qbed eculd calculate, she would
not, it being evident that the latter would pass
under the sloop's fore-foot if both vessels kept
on as they were now. And so it twrned out ; for
in less than fifteen minntes the brigantine came
dashing across the Yankee's bows, and as she
was clear she went about, and by the time the
gloop was up with her she had everything snug
and tant on the starboard side.

“ My sonl *” uttered Powell, as he witnessed
the evolution, “what a thing to work. May I

ba blessed if she don’t cut about in the water hke
o dolphin.”

# BShe’s a beauty,” responded Obed, “abeauty,

and mo mijstake.” And thus speaking, he went
to the hatehway and looked down.

“ All ready there ¢’ he asked, in a clear, earn-

ast tone,

* All ready,” returned Vincent.

“Then be on hand. T'll give you the word
when it ig time.”

“ Hallo, there ! at this moment shouted the
Englishman,

"4 Hallo ! returned Obed,

* Got any fish 1" :

* Yeog—plenty.”

“'Then heave to, and we’ll send a hoat.”

“You know you promised to pay for ’em,”
cried Powell.

% 0, certainty. Come, heave to, quick.”

The brigantine hove her main-topsail aback,
expecting, of course, that the sloop wounld also
heave to at once; but instead of that the latter
tautened her ahaats and luffed,

"¢ Avast, there, you lubber!” yalled. the Eng-
lishman, in alarm.  “ You'll be efon! of us.”

“Starboard! starboard 1” shouted Obed, turn-
ing to Dick, who had the helm. “ Good gracious

2

sakes alwe, what yer thinkin' on, Dick: Loock -

out, now.!

But Dick had no thoughts of moving his
helm. He held it almost hard a-port with a pet-
fect disregard of his comshander’s injunctions,
and the result was such ‘as might have heen an-
tieipated. In & minute more the sloop’s bow-
sprit went poking in amongst the brigantine's
larbeard fore rigging, and on the same instant
the old fisherman leaped to the main hatch and
gava the signal to those below.

"CHAPTER VIL

THE PATRIOT CRUIBER.

4

- *“Now see what yon've done, and be blowed
to you ¥’ yelled the commander of the brigan-
tine, as he rushed forward to where the fisher-
man’s bowsprit was poked up ovet his bulwarks.

“Now don't git mad, ecap™,” expostulated

Obed, “for by the grear. Jerusulum, T couldn’t

help it.”

" “Then you musi be a confounded lnbber.
Now-—""

The Enghahman ceased speaking, for at that
moment he saw the heads of half » dozen men
appear ahove the combing of the sloop’s hafeh-
way ; in an instant he seemed to suspect tha alt
was nob right; but he had no time to collect
his thoughts for action, for before he could fairly |,
think of what, he saw, the sloop’s deck was lit-
erally covered with armed ren, and on the next
instant they began to. pour over the balwarks of
his own vessel.

The Buglishman Jeaped back to the wheel,

" where his sword hung in its beckets, and having

seized the weapon, he shouted for his men to arm
themselves. He did not stop-to connt the host
that had thds come upon him, but when, a mo-
ment afterwards, he saw the invaders still pour-
ing in upon him, he begen to tremble with some-
thing besides excitement.

"The brigantine’s men were all ¥ thom upon
the dedk, bat it was not an easy thing for them

LB tadsdett

to arm themselves. To he sure the arm.cheets
were on deck, and the lids were thrown opew,
but the Americans easily heat off those who had
gathered about them, and thus thoy gained a do-
cided advantage. The next movement of the
British sailors was towards the pikes which were
arranged around the masts, but here they were
again non-plussed.

“ This bngantme is mme}" shouted Vinoent,

a3 lhe leaped upon the quarter-deck.

. Not guite yet,” returned the ]"n(,hsh com-
mander, 8t the samo moment crossing dwords
with his young invader.

“ ,-but you must yield,” seid Vincent, parry-
ing a thrust that wes made at his bosom. “I
have made up my mind that this vessel is mine.”

. Not yef—not yot,” hissed the Englishman,
beating furiously at the' young man with his
sword.

“Look out—Ilook out,” md Vincent, throw-
ing his weapoh carefully ubout “you are no
match for me at this game.”

And go 1t proved ; for, on the third movement
from 'that the Euglishman s sword went whizzing
over the'rail. !

“ Now yield to me1 Yield at once !” shouted
Vincent, pointing his‘sword at his adversary’s
breast. * ‘Thers’s not & moment to spare. Bpeak
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the word, or you die on the spot. T am in
surnest I

The disarmed captain was bewildered ; but he
had enough of sense to see that his young con-
gueror was not to be trifled with, and in & sink-
iag, painful tone he spoke the word of surrender.

“Then eall off your men,” ordered Vincent.
“*{ do not wish to gpill more blood than can be
avoided. You see my men have the advantage.”

This order, however, was not necessary, for
#e Englishmen saw that their captain had sur-

_rendered, and instinctively they drew back from
#he hopeless conflict in which they were engaged.
Our hero ordered his own men to desist from
the conflict, and then he proceeded to have the
brigantine’s men disarmed.

By. this time it was fairly dark, and afl:er a
short consaliation among the Americans, it was
sranged that the brigantine should stand off a
few miles, and there lay to till moming, while

Powell and three of his companions should take,

the sloop back to Swampscott. Accordingly the
smack was got clear from the brigantine's fore
rigging; and the créw that had been appointed
for her want on hoard, and sailed her off out of
fhe way.

Sceing that the brigaatine was to remain out
#ver pight, Vincent thoaght it prudént to put his
prisoners in irone, and having fonnd those that
belanged to the vesgel, he & once set about the
jeb. All the Englishmen were thus secnred ex-
oepting three of the officers, and they, wpon giv-
ing thoir pledge of honor that they would not en-
gage in any distarbance, weres allowed to go at
targe.

Our hero found that in all he had seveniy-
eight prisoners. Ouly three of the enemy had
been killed in the melee, so that the vessel's crew
bad amounted to eighty-one men, while his own
furce, all told, had nambered eighty-seven.

As soon a8 the brigantine’s head was put
ahoat, and seme half dozen battie-lanterns Jighted
and arranged about the deck, Vincent went sft,
and having cslled Obed and one or two of his
&wn men to accompany him, he went down into

#he brignotine’s cabin. He had bot little time to

take g survey of shings before he wes joined by
the prisoner captpin., ‘The latter stood for a fow
moments and regarded his captor in silencs, and
ot lenpth he sat down upon a rich divan that
was arraagod in the after part of the cabin.

“You, I snppose, sir, are commander here
row,” he said, addressing Vigcent Gray,

* Yes, sir,” rotarned the young man.

“ Woll, sir, if -it would not be impertinent,
I should like to know what you mean to do now
thet you have got command of one of his maj-
esty's vessels ¥

“ Yon mistaks, my dear sir,” smd Vmcent,
with a smile. * This is now s Yankee vessel ;

but if yon wish to know what I mean to do with

her, I will tell yda. Henceforth she is to be a
pairiot cruiser.”

“You mean & pirate,” returnod the Engllsh-
man, with bitter sarcasm.

“No, sir. She kas been a plrate until now, .

but she will bo so no more. You forget your-
gelf, gir.”

“DoI? I'm thinking ’tis you wlm have for-
gotten yourself. It may be a very pretty thing
now to find yourself in command of this vessel,
but it will prove a sore job for you before it is fin-
ighed. You know how piracy is punished.”

“ Ay, I do know,” returned Vincent, boldly;
“ and your tyrent king will know how it is pun-
ished. Dor’t talk to me of piracy. Look to
your own hands, sir. What have been yonr
deeds since yom bave been crulsing about this
ocast? Youhave been robbing onr people when-
ever the copportunity was afferded. You have
driven honest men from their vocation-—you
have robbed them of their hard-earned store—
you have invaded the sauctity of our people’s
houses, pilfered from. their flocks and bri)odg;"
your king and his parliament have shut up o
harbors, placed a navy to infest our waters, quar.
tered an insulting army. upon our shores, and
driven our people to starvation and want; and
now you talk to me of piracy! Out upon thee
and thy whole race of birelinga! By the heav-
ens above me, sir, there be hands and hearts in
thess colonies that are nervons. Thisis buta
begiuning of what ia yet to come. Pirates, ¢h ?
0, yon shall know how your own piracies shall
be punished. This creft s now in the hands of

those who heve bifter wrongs to redress, and

sweet liberty to gain.”

The Englishman shrank from the burning
gaze of the young patriot, snd for gome mo-
ments he was speechless; but at length he said,
with some hesitation in his munier:

“Do you mean that you are going to cr&se
sgainst the king ¥**

“ Of course 1 do.”

“Then your race will be a shorf one.”

“ It may be,” returned Vincont, with a fash-
ing eye, “but,” he added, in & Jow, solemn tone,

“ I gay, with thousands of my countrymen, my

Lifo and Liberty shall go togother for my comn:
tl'y [u

“ Ay,” uttered old Purkee, whose enthnsiasm
was equal to Vincent's, but whose language was
niot 5o ample for its expression, “that's the ideo,
Whalst we live we'll have liberty, and when wo
can’t have that we may as well die as not. By
the erown of old Neptune, Mr. Eaglishman, you
may tell your king that the patriots aint afraid
to.die, but they wont be trod upon.”

The Englishman egid no more, and shortly

* alterwards Vincent went on deck.

In the morning” Vincent Gray had a better
chante to examine the proportions of his prize,
and Dhe was agreeably disappointed upon finding
her much better than he had expected. In every
way she was proportioned- to meet his most fas-
tidious taste, and a fow experimiental evolutions
convinced him that she was everything that he
could desire. ®he carried ten guns, all of them
eighteen-pounders, and the two bow guns were

. long ones. She was well armed in other respects,

3
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and when our here put his vessol’s hend towards
the shore he felt well pleased with his fortune.

Before neon he had landed all his prisoners,
leaving them at liberty to go where they pleased,
and a3 soon as this was done he put back to
Swampscott, whera the four men who hed taken
charge of the sloop came on board.

Vincent’s next movement was to organize his
crew. Lyman Munn was chosen for the second
in command, Dick Powell for the third, while
old Durkee took the office of liontswain, leaving -
the gunner to be appointed when the most suit.
able one could be determfned on,

Before night the patriot erviser was ready for
action, and with nine hearty cheers the men
assumed their respective stations. They had a
vessel in the qualities of which they could trust— -
they had & commender in whose skill and judg-
ment they reposed the utmost confidence, and
they had hearts that were longing for the first’
blpw that could be struck for the honor of their
flag and thoe good of their country,




CHAPTER -VIIL

A BTARTLING MISBIVE.

I was & week after the capture of the English
brigantine that Miceh Trevett retutned from a
visit to Boston, where he had spent two days.
It was just dark when he entexgd his house, and
having eaten his supper, he sat down by the
fire in his sitting-room.

“ Olivia,”" he said, addressing his daughter,
who wag alone with him in the room, “have you
henrd from any of your acquaintances whe that
young mon was that landed here a fow wecks
gince from the man-of-war that put in here 2"

¢ No, gir,” returned tho maiden.

“You knew there was such an one.”

% ] heard something about it, for it was 1hade |-

the talk of the whole town.”

# Ay~1J know it,” said Trevett; and then he
foll into a thoughiful mood, But his thoughts
were evidently uneasy ones, for he moved ner-
vously about in his chair, and his face looked
pale and hagpard. At length he scemed to
arouse himself, and turning sgain towards his
child, he aaid :

#Well, Olivia, that young Gray has turned
out just as I expected "'

The maiden looked st her father inquisitively.

* He has wrned oot to he & regular pira
resumed the old man. “I never thought him
much better.”

her father's laat statement was false; for she
was well aware that he had ever placed the ut-
most confidence in. the young man’s integrity,
and from this she thought that the whole might
be untrue.

“ Whaet do you mean ?” she at length asked.

and they have seized upon one of his-majesty’s
vessels, and are now cmisi'ng wbout on a regula.r
pivatical expedition.”

“You mean, then, that he has taken up arms
against England.’

“ Ay, agaipst his lawful kmg and master ; but
ke will soon be caught, and then his head will
answer for his crime.”

There was o shudder passed through the fair
girl’s frame; hut yet her countenanee showed
that she felt ‘thenkful for the information she now-
had heard. She knew that her lover had wished
to obtsin & vesscl, and she knew why he had
now gaincd one. Tn her heart she sympathized
with him, snd she inwardly prayed him God-
gpeed on his noble mission, *

“ What do you think of his doings "’ Trevett

,” | asked, aftor watching his daughter for a few mo-

ments,
1 do not know that I could express an opin-

Al first Olivia turned pale, but she knew that

“J mean just what I siy. Vincent Gray has -
agsociated himself with 2 band of desperadoes, -

jon,” returned the maiden, * Mr. Gray has ap-
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" peared to be an honest, virtuous man, and if he

has now taken up arms against the king, I sup-
pose he has done only what he thought was

+ right.”

“Ah” uttered the oMl man, gazing ﬁxedly
upon his child, “ do yon mean to excuse the fel-
low for what he has done?” )

“I do not know that there is any need of my
excusing him, sir.”

“ Perhaps yon thﬁk he is doing nght "

Olivia saw that her father’s eyes were fixed
upon her, and for the first time in her life she
resolved to speak her mind when she knew it
was in opposition te his. His own acts of late
had been such as to tend towerds ‘the ostrange-
ment of his child, and she felt that the sooner
she expressed her honest opinions, the better.
Her father's whole course of conduct in relation

- to Vincent Gray had deeply wounded her heart,

and the love which a-child might feet for a pa-
reft wae fast growing dim and cold in her bosom.
She wembled when she thought of it, but she
could not hide the truth—she could not put
out of sight the factthat fespect for her father

- was losing gronnd in her soul,

- “Perhaps you thmk he is dmng nght * Mr.
Trevett repeated.

“I hope he is,” tremblingly mtnmed Olivia,

%Ay but what is your opinion in the pre-
miges 7

# Then, frankly, I thmk he iz doing right.”

Trevett started back aghast. Ho bad rot ex-
pec:ed that the girl would dire to avow such
opinions.

*“Do you know wlmt you tay he a.sked in
8 hissing tone.
_ % Yea, sir,” returned Olivia, more emboldeued
now tha.t she had broken the ice. ‘

“1, shonid like to know if you are a rebei at

" heart 7

“If to pray for the national freedom and in-

. dependence of these colonies makes arebel, then

1 am one.” .
" *“Now, girl, I shall know how to treat you,”
exclaimed the old man, in a tone of deep passion,

"I had suspected that you had a rebel hesrt,
- both against your father, and against your king;

but I shall look out thet you anffer the penalty of
your sin, You may not bé aware of the fact

. that my loyalty can overcome the parent in my
" bosom.”

“0, do not profal}e that saémi subject,” said
the fair girl. Do not talk of a parent’s love

* Silence, girl "

Just a5 Micah Trevett uttered that exclama—
tion there came & lowd rap upon the door. He
started from his-seat, and went to see who was
there. ‘

* Doez Mr. Trevett live here 1 asked the ap-
plicant.

*#Yes.: Iam he.”

*“Ah. I have a letter for you.”

“ Then come in.”

The old man led the way to the sitting-room,
and he was followed by Edward Thager,

A letter, you say,” said Trevett, after ha
had motioned his visitor to a seat.

“Yes, sir,”’ returned Thayer. * Trevett, your
name js—3Micah Trevet,”

"¢ Yes, sir,”” answered the old man, gazing
sharply into his face.
. * Then the letter is for you, sir.”

As Thayer spoke, he handed the leiter to thé '
old man. .

“’Tis from England I uttered Trevett, look-
ing at the superscmptmn, and turnmg pale.

* Yes, sir.”

“ Are you the man who landed from the man-
of-war a fow weeks since ¥’

““Yes, sir,” calmly returned -the young “man,
at the same time returning his interlocutor’s look
with a sharp, steady gage.

Micah Trevett tore n%an the letter, and’ whlle
he was reading it Edward Thayer turmed his
look upon Olivis, She met his gaze, and for a |
moment her eyes {oll to the floor. Thero was
8 bright spark came tb6 the youth’s eyes a5 he
locked wpon her hendsome counntenence, abd
when she egain leoked vp he spoke to her.

** A cool evening,” said he,

" ¢ Yes, sir,” tromblingly returncd the 1maiden.
. Thayer's gaze became more garncét thah be-
fore, but Olivia bent not her eyes befors it again.
_Olivia returned the look of the young man
pteadily, until her eyes became. dim, and then
she bent her head a2 if in deep thoughr. ‘

The young man started when he looked again
npon Micah ‘Frevett, for that indiviGual was ashy
pele, £nd he was trembling: like an aspen. He
eaught the gaze.of the youth-and his dasghter
fixed upon him, and in & quick, excited: tonas,
he bade the latter leave the room.. After she
had gone he turned to his visitor. .
* Do you know the contents of this letter, sir ?”*
he. asked, trying with oIl his power to appear
calm

until yon can exercise some of it,’%

“ No, sir,” returned Thayer. '
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*Do you know its import ¥

“Y only know that a gentloman in London
handed it to me, and asked me to dehver it to
yon ”»

* And wils it for that purpose that you came
to this place t”

“Parily.”

“Then you have other busin s in Salem.”

_““Perhaps s0.”

Trevett hesitated, and looked nneasily upon
his visitor., He was evidently worked upon by
some deep, powerful emotion.

“Did that man-ofwar putin here expressly
to land you?’ he asked, after a fow moments
of thought.

“1 ecouldn’t tell you, sir, I'm sure, whether
the two ships wonld have come-to off here or not

- if I had not been on board. I only know that
I wished to be landed here, and the commodore
granted my request.”

“ Who was the commodore ¥

“ Montague.”

Micah Trovett arose from his chair and began
to pace the room. At length he stopped in front
of the plaes where the yonng man sat.

“ What is your name ?” he nseked.

“ Edward Thayer.”

Trevett looked hard at the youth, and again
he crossed the room. '\?en he came back again,
he st down, o '

““Look ye, sir,” he said, in & quick, excited
tone, ‘“do you know one idea that this letter
containg 7"’

“Why do you ask methat question again 7
returned the young men, with considerable se-

. verity.
“Because I would have EOM1e axplanation

from you, if you counld give it.”

* Then I fear you will not get it, for I know
nothing of it.”

* Neither do 1,” said the old man, as he folded
the letter- and placed it in his besom; “T know
nothing of it. Elther they have mistaken the
man, ot else—"

“0, sir,” interrupted Fdward, “if you think
the letter was not intended for you, I will take
it again. I will take i, sir, if t,here has been a
mistake.”

“ No, no,” guickly retwrned the old man, at

the same time plecing his hand upon his bosomn y

ag if to sssure himself that he had not lost the
missive. “Ithink the letter was intended for
me, bat yet I am unable to analyze its meamng
Why have you not left & before 2"

“* Because I had not found you ont.”

Agnin Trevett gazed into his visitor’s face, and

_| he could not fail to detect the look of contempt

that rested there. He was sure’ that he was noi
mistaken in the natire of the look, but the as-

surance did not serve to make him any more.

easy. Thayer guessed whet was passing in the
old man’s mind, and without farther remark he
arase from his chair.

T think I will take my leave,”, he said, as he
buttoned up his coat.

“'Where do you stop ¥’ asked TFrevett, as he,
too, grose from his chair,

“] am stopping at Pollock’s inn, st present.”

“Then I Ehall know where to find yon, 1f I
wwh to see you.”’

Micah Trevett conducted the young man to°

the door, and after his visitor had g;’ma, he re-
turned and senk down into hie chair, For a

Yong time he auﬁ there and gazed into the fire.

Deep shadows Hitted across his countenance, and
in every look he plainly showed fhat he was tor-
tured by some ggoniping thought.

By heavens I he uttered, starting up from
his geat, “I'Il not trust that man, He knows
more than he chooses to reveal. He is—ol [

It was & stamning thought thet at that mo-
ment flashed across the old man’s mind, ang
with o tottering step he went back to his chair,
where he bowed his head npon his hands, and
thought. deeply %nd long. At length he raised
his head and locked sabout him. His face was
pale as marble, his features were rigid, and his

eyes were fixed and glassy. Again he opened-

the letter and read its contents. The paller of
his face gave place to a deep Aush, and his hands
were clutched.

“ P'il know him !* he gasped, as he thrust the
now crumpled letter back into his bosom. “T’ll
know him! By my soul's redemption, Ull know
him, The game shall not be won from me now !

Micah Trevett looked terrible now j=he look-
ed like one who enters & list where either him-
gelf, or another, must die.

CHAPTER 1X,

-

THE BOUL:BARTER.

Ox the next mortiing after Edward .Thnyer'a
visit, Mr. Trevett met his daughter in the sitting
toom. is face still looked pale, aud his brow
was dark and contracted; hiz whole appear-
ance showing pretty plainly that he had not
slept muck during the night. He met the maid-
¢n’slook with & tronbled exprossion, and when
she bade him ‘good mortting he tettumed: her no
answer, He went and stood with his back to the
five, arid-gazed down upon-the carpet. At length
ho raised his-tyes to:-the face of his _child.

“ Qlivia” he said, “do yon khow that young,

men who was hers last hight with that letser 17

* No, sir,” returned site, garing ca.refhlly ato
the'old man’s face, -

*Don’t yon remember over to have scen him‘
before v

* No, si.”

¢ Is thers nothing ahout his countena.nee that

looks fordifar to you * »

#Not that I know of, I surely d&id nat notioe-
any such.”

" Micah Trevett eyed his liaughﬂar sharply for

. sevoral moments, and then he tumed away to-

" wards the door, and touk his hat.
* Drealifast is almost ready,” sald Olivia, as

" she. saw that hor father was prepa.nug to ‘go

vut.
‘ “Never mind,” remmed the old men; “you

may eat when you get rendy 31 may hot be back
18 season.” .
He spoke in a husky tone, and his hand shook
when ho laid it uponthe door-latch,  In the hall
he pat on his over-coat, and then started out Into
the streot, The air waa biting cold, but the oid
man noticed it not.  He moved on with aqaick,
nervous step, and when Lé reached Polloek’s int
he stopped and tried to look through the win-
dows of the bar-toom, bt the thickly gathered
frost prevented him. He stopped npon the doors
step & few momenis, irresoldte, but at length ha
gathered resolution and wentin. He folt relievs
ed Wheb he entered the bar-room to find no one
thete bat a by, the rest of the people having
gone to breakfast, Hp called for spirits, and
having draok nedrly a twmblerful, he turned

| towartls the sminll desk whore lay the register

of the inn. He opened it and looked uver its
contonts until his eyes vested wpon the neme of
Edward. Thayer, With & trembling. hend the
old man shus the book, and thex hastened sway,
Boveral times he st.opped and gased down upon
the snow—crnet, and then- kept on.agnin, - In this
way he walked antil he reached the outskirts of
the town towards Danvers. Hore, situated ot &
Httle distancs from the road, wie a small hut
smong the bushes; with, & beaten footpath. lead-
ing to it. Towatds this hut Trevett took lis
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way, and having reached the deor he gave arap,

*“ Whe's there ?*’ cried a voice from within.

A friend,” returned Trevett.

“ Ay, —that's a very easy word to speak,”
came from the person inside; *but it don’t often
mean much. Who are you?” ) .

“ Micah Trevett.”

“Aha! All alone ?’

“Yes.”

In a mowent more the door was opened, and
the old man was edmitted, The individual
whom we thus find was a peculiar looking being.
He was a short, thick-set man, somewhera abouit
forty years of age, end of that peculiar cast of
countenence where character ia not easily read,
He looked shrewd, and, if he was 2 villain, he
had the power to hide it from his face,

“You ave ont early this morning, Mr. Tre-
veit,” said the man, as he palléd a chair up to
the old stone fire place, and motiened his visitor
to be seated,

“Yes, Ithemar,” returned the old man. “I
am out early, for I have 1mpormnt. busmess on
my hands.”

Ithemar looked sharply at his visitor, but he
made no reply. Micah Trovett looked cantions-
1y about the room—it was the only onein the
house—and then he turned towards his compan-
ion

“ Are wo alona ?” he asked.

“ Yes. I don’t have many visitors here.™

“ No, I suppose not. There are but few who
know you.” .

" As many as need bo.” ‘

¢ Yos,—of course,” retnrned Trevett, And
then, after & mowent’s pause, he -added, *it

wouldn’t be very safe for you to be generally

known.”

i« Ah 1" uttered Tthemar, with & sudden start.

“Q, don’t be alarmed. I only want to let
yon know that I understand your position. I
know that you have been a pirate, and that—"

“ Stop, stop.  Look ye, Micah Trevett; when
1 sriled on board youor ship, I did my duty, and
with what I did before, or with what I have done
since, you have nothingto do. I don’t think,”
he continned, in s lower tone, ** that you would
betray me, at all events.”

" OF course not,"” returned the old man, slight-
Iy shrinking hefore the threatening look of the
pirate. ‘T have come for a very different pur-
pose, T assure you.”

« Well, then, let’s know what it is.”

“ Do you want to earn money ¥’ asked Trov-

ett, with & tremulousness in his tone which he
could not avoid.

* That depends apon mrcumstances Firat-—-
how much ¥

“Why, as for that matter, it shall be almosf. -

your own price.”

“'Well, that’s fair, certainly.. Few men could
object to that part of the arrangement. Now
for the rest.”

Micah Trovett was not used to the kind of bu
giness in which he had engaged, and he hesitated.
TIe was now entering upen a path he had never
trodden before, though he had long been trav-
elling in the road that led to it. He had once
turned out from the irue path of life—he had left
the road of Right—and now he was fast entering
upon ways that were dark and dreary. Had
he, years before, been pointed to the ground on
which he now stood, he wounld have shuddered

with horror, and his soul wenld have shrank .

from it as shrinks mankind from death. Bat,
short-sighted, grﬁsping 1nan, he had leaped forth
into the quagmire, and now he was mallowmg in
ita vory depths.

 Ithemar,”” said the old man, while his lip
trembled, and his eye wandered uneasily about,
* you ymust pledge me that you will not betray
me, even if you do not accept my proposal.”

‘“ You may rely upon my soerecy, sir,” retarn<
ed Ithemar.

“Then,” said the old man, with an effort, * I
want you to—"

“ Go on, Mr, Trovets. No one hears or sees

vou but myself.”

Ithemar forgot the great Eye tbat looks through
all thmgs, and perbaps Micah Trevett forgot it.

“There's & man in Salem who is in my way,”
continued Trevett, I want him removed.”

“ Ah,—now you talk. Who is he ?”?

* I do not think you know kim, He hag very
recently arrived bere from England.” -

# Not the man who landed from the English
man-of-war ¥* gaid Ithemar.

“ Yes—the same. But how did you know ¥
asked Trovett, regarding his companion in much
surprise.

“ (0, Ichanced to be down on the wharf when
ha came in, and I saw him go off with Vincent

‘Geay up to Pollock’s ion. I have my eyes about’

me, sir.”
“ So it would seem,” said the old man, ina

troubled mood. * You say he went with young -

Gmy q
“ Yas-—-beuuse it happened to be Gray who
went out after him .’

v
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“ Ah, that's the reason, was it ¥ returned the |-
_ old'man, appearing te be somewhat relieved by

this explanation.
“1 sappose 80.”
“ Young Gray haa got himself into ot water,”

resumed Trovett, seeming desirous to vest from’

the subject he had hroached.
. Ah! was Ithemar’s veply, as he looked into
his companion’s face.

¢ Yes,—he's seizod one of the king's vessels,

and changed her into & rebel.eraiser.”

“ What ¥ uttered Jthemar, starting from his
seat; ‘ Vincent Grayscized an English vessel 2

“Yes,—s brigentine—-the Spark.”

“ 1 know thes eraft, and a beauty she is, too.
And he has commenced cruising sgainst the
king ¥

* “ Yes, tho villanous rebel.”

“He must be a rebel to do sucha thing as
thet,” retarned Ithemar, with a look and tone
which Micah Trevett conid not analyze.

8o he is,” soid *the latter; *“but I do not

.think he'll run long: without being brought up.”

"I don’t know,” thoughtfully replied Ithe-
mar, sinking back. npon his seat, and putting
more wood upon the fire. * He's got: s emart
erafi-under him, and I know he is 4 'good sailor.
1 there’s a man in'the colondes that can sail his

. vessel, young Groy is the man. But go on.with

your business, sir. T want to hear the lnst of it.”

“ Well, Ithemar, T want you to dispose of this
Edward Thayer, as he calls himself; and I want
it done quickly, too. New, will yor do it 2

* How do you want him disposed of 7 agked
the pirato, with a keen, seamhmg lock.

" Again Trevett hesitated.

“ Came, come, sir, if you want me to do you
& favor, you must gurely tell .me how it is to be

* done.”

“{ want the fellow k}].led id uttered the old
man, with a shudder.
“ Now yon talk.”

'

“ And will you do it 7"

* That depends wpon circumstances, Whnt
will you give me

# Name your price.” .
- * Say a hundred pounds.”

“Iwill pay them to yon,” uttered the old
man, with avidity. “I will.pay them now if
you will promise to do the job,”

“No, no,~Tll not take your mo:_:eyl now.
You' shall pay me after I have done the work,
and then there will be no grumbling.”

* But will you do the work? May I depend
upon you ¥’

"« Of course I cannot promise that I will do is.
The most I can promise is that T wilt try.”

“Well, Ithemar, if you will try, I can ask no

more. ‘When will you make the attempt 1

“# As goon as possible, ‘and when it is done I
will come and let you know.”
~ “Do not come by daylight.”

“0,n0. I'll come, if I como at all, when
nene will sée me to know me,*” ‘ .

““ Then I shall trust the affuir with you," snid
Mr. Trevett, arising and buttoning up his eoat.
“ Be careful in the matter, Inhemur and {f harm
is likely to come to you, I will help shield you
from it.” ‘

“ Nevgr mind that, sir,” returned Ithemar,
with & strange smile. 1 will look out that no
denger comes to me.”

“ Very well ; only do the work quickly, and let

it be done surely."

Micah Trevett hastencd. away from Ithama.r’s
hut, as though he would escape from the business
he hed been doing. He walked back tnwnrd;
the town like one who flees from some dangel; ;
but ke fled in vain, He could nos eicapo thd
demon he had courted. . The evil spirit was with
him—it was part of him ; it had & home in his -
soul, and there it was gnawing at the very vitals
of the man!

rd




CHAPTER X.

E GUNNER,
S | li:vhuh'“

Tupsk was a wide, wild senmation produced
by the seizure of the English brigantine by the
patriots.  The loyalists were startled with won:
der and indignation, nnd the pafriots were awak-
ened more keenly to & sense of their own powers
and responsibiities. Ceneral Gage offered a

" large reward for the re-captars of the brigans
tine, and Admiral Graves despatehed two cor
.. vettds und a brig to cruiseafter her.
" Vincent (iray was aware that the most strefu-
ons exertions wonld be made to tuke him, #nd
hence be kept out of the way until he could sys-
tematically dritl hia wien; for before he falrly
entered the lists apainst those whomight be move
poworful than himself in regard to might and
nnmbers, he dexired that his men should-at least
have the adventige of thorough discipline. One
thing alone nesded more practice than all clse,
agdl that was, the handling of the gnns, bus he
hoped soon to petfoct hils mext in that branch of
natal warfate. ’

The Spark (Vincent ditl not see fit to change
the vessel’s name} had been a fortnight In the
pm-!ota’ hands when our hero felt a desire to
vislt Salem. 1t was after dark when he'oathe to
anchor off the town, and having lefi the vessel
fo charge of old Durkes, with injunctions that a
strict watch should be kept, he lowered his hoat

enit went cn shor¢. He landed around on the

north side of the town, and then told his boat-
mien that they might return to the brigantine,
and also that he wished them to come for him at

midaight, and if he wad not there at that time, -
‘to wait for him.

Our hero’s first, movément was towards Pol-
toek’s imn, for- he bad left his trank there, and
he hnd papers end clothing whieh he wished to

obtain, * It was eight o"clock when he teached

the inn, and baving noticed ‘that there were
yuite g number of people In the barroom, he
went at once to the room he hatt formerly ovor-
pied, bat he found the door locked. He.there
upon went to the next door and knocked, and it
was rnoon opetietl by Edward Thayer.

“ Upon my soul ¥ uttered the youry English.
man, as he recoghized his visitor, * where upon
earth di¢ you come from "

w _sh1"” potarned Vincent, casting his eyes

quickly over his shoulder, 1 think some one
his followetl me up stairs.”

Theyer quickly trought a light but no one -

was to be geen.

* T gurely heard some orie,” said Vincent, gaz-
ing carefully abont.

« Tt may have been one of the boarders going
to bis root,” suggested Thayer.

« Ah, yos; I did not think of that,” retarned
Vmcent, 8 ho followed his friend into the room
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and took a seat by the five, having first, however,
taken the precaution’'to lock the door upon the
inside.

* Now, my dear Gray,” uttered Thayer, as |

soon as they were geated, *‘tell me where you
have been—what. you’ve been doing, and what
vou are going to do. I declare, I've boen lone-
gomse since you have been gone.”

 And have you not heard of my dolngst”
asked Vincent.

“Yes,—( yes. Everybody has heard of it;
but I want the particulars from Your own lips.”

“First,’ tell me if my things nre safe in the
other room.”

“ Yeg, When you had gone I locked the door |,

and took the key myseclf.”

“I did not "know as our host would allow
that.”

"0, as for that matter,” returmed Th&yer
with & smile, **I promised him that I would sec
that the rent of the room was paid, and so he let
me keep the key. Now don’t go to wasting
thanks,” continued the speaker, as he saw
that Vincent was about to reply, ¢ but tell me
of your adventure, for I am anxions to hear
lt ”n

Vincent did thank hlm, nevertheless, and then

" he went.on and related all the circumstances

connected with the capture of the brigantine,
and also of his subsequent movements. After
he hed concluded, Edward Thayer remained for
some time silent, but a length he said :
T 40, Vincent, I'shauldlove to join you in your
croisings.”

“ By my soul, Edw&rd you have the chance,
Come—thers’s a berth for yon,”

“ No, o ; I should love to do it] but circam-
stances at presgnt forbid.”

At this moment there was a rap upon the door.

“Whe’s there?” asked Thayer, nsmg from

his soat.
“ A friend,” returned the applicant.

“Bat who? What's your name 2"

“T'H tell you when ¥ come in.”

“Who do you wish to see 27

“ Both of you ”

“ Both,” repeated Vincent, in a whxsper it
must be somebody, then, who knows that I am
here »

~-sh? I'fl'gec;” returned Thajer; nird then

turning towards the doorsagain, he asked :

“ Who is it that' ‘you wish to see 7

“ Vinecent Gray, and Fdward Thayer, Come,

let mo m, for X may beneﬁ't you both. I am
aleae.”
3

!

“Let him in,” gaid WVincent, “I am weR
armed, and if he means evil, he may get the
worst of it."”

Thayer unlocked the door, and the applicant
entered. He approached the fire, and having
thrown back the collar of the thick peajacket,
which he wore, and removed his ha.t he turned
his gaze upon our hero.”

- “ What ?” exclaimed Vincent, starting up in
aurprise, * Ithemar "

“Yes, Capt'n Gray,” returned the new comer.
“Bo it seems you know me.”

*'Who would ever forgot you #”” paid our hero,
in reply, at the same time reseating himself.

“T shouldn’t suppose you would,—at any rate,
not 5o soon as this."”

“ Are you acquainted with Mr. Thayer ¥

“No I only saw him when he lended with
you.”

“Q, I thought yoix knew hlm, said Vincent,
And then turning towards Edward, he continued
—* This is Ithemar, Mr. Thayer. He sailed
in the same ship with me several years, and
though I cannot recommend him to your friend-
ship, yeh he is ono of the best seamen in the col-
onles.”

“ Not very complimentary, at all events ! said
Ithemar, with a slight emile.

* And yet as 'much as 1 can afford to be,”

“ Well, perhaps you are right; but I ween
that Mr. Thayer had better take me to his friond-
ship than to his enmity.”

“Of course I had,” eaid Thayot, who had
been regavding Ithemar with considerabie inter-
est; “1 woald' make an enemy of no man if it
could' be honestly avoided.”

“ That's the safe doctrine,” added Tethemar;
and then turning to Vincent, he continued :
“ There’s no use in leoking too critically upon
what’s passed. I have come here to-night to see
you ou patticular’ business, X have watched
here by the inn every night for a week, for I
knew you would be likely to come here when you'
came ashore. Now I know just what ‘you've
been doing, and 1 want to join you, I want to:-
ship on board ‘yonr craiser. - Givo mo-any berth
you choose, only give me one of some sort,”

Vineent Gray did " not hesitate for 8 moment,
for at that instant he knew not of another man'
witom he would rather ship thatt the man whe'
now applied to him. He knaw the'man to be an’
excellent” néaman; & cool, brave fullow, and o
whio ‘could be' thusted on daty. “Ho knew that

Tthemar had been at some period of his lifé a
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rover of rather a questionablg character—that he
had, in fact, been a freebooter ; but yet he felt
that thers was nothing positively evil in his dis-
position. .

“Do you-understand handling heavy guns 2
asked Vincent,

“1 ghould likq to see the man who can beat
me in arranging a battery, or in aiming & gun,
I flatter myself on that particnlar point, sir.”

* Then you are just my man,” exclaimed our
Rero, with considerable satisfaction,

“ And you will give me a berth.”

 Yes,~yon shall be my gunner,”

Ithemar arose from his chair and extended his
kand. There was & strange lght in his eyes—a
Eght that was the brighter for the drops of mois-
tare that were gathered thera. '

“ Vincent Gray,” he said, with a-slightly
trembling lip, “you are the first man who hay
trusted me for a long hme, snd you shall not re-
gret it. There are men,” he continued, in &
deeper and more meaning tone, * who would
wust me, but they do not know me, and in their
trust they wozld make me a villain. I will accept
your offer, sir, and all I can hopo is, that I may
Live to leave a name behind me when I am gone,
that some men &t least, shall honor. By the
heavens above me, sir, you shall. find that Ithe-
mar can do his duty.”

Both Gray and Thayer gwed upon the man
with strangely swelling feelings, The former
grasped him by the hand, and warmly eaid :

1 am not afraid to trast yom, Ithemar, for I
know you to be a man who never neglected his
promised duty. Awnd now when will yon go bn
board the craiser ¥

* When you go.”

* That will be to-night.””

*“"Thaen so much the better. And now,” con-
tinned Ithemar, turning to Thayer, “1 haven
word to say to yom. I think you can be secret
and judicious."

I think I ean,” retarned Edward, with indi-
wations of wonder upon his conntenance.

“ Are you acquainted with Micah Trevett

“ T havo seen him.”

" Ay,-—aud he has seen you. I wish to tell
you in & sort uf oonﬁdelmal way that you must
beware of that man.”

« Ah 1" uttered Thayer.

¢ Yas,” returned Ithemar, * you must beware
of hin. I will not leave you in the dark. Mi-
eah Trevott seeks your life 1

* Becks my lifet” iterated Thayer, starting

from his seat. “Do you know this to be a
fact 1

“Yes, 1 do.”

“How . X

*T ought not to tell you that.”

“(), stop not now; tell me all; for if this be
true I would have the proof.”

Ithemar hesitated.
« Wil it implicate any one else 2" a.s'ked Vin-

cent. :
“ None but Trevett,”

¢ Then why should you hesitate 2’

“T do not know that T should,” thoughtfully
returned Ithemar. - *“I surely do it for the sake
of justice, snd I may as well out with it.”

“Ay, tell me,” urged Thayer, “how you

know of this.’
T Well, I will,” paid Ithcmar, speaking in &

low tone. * Micah Trevett offered me one hun-

dred pounds to kilt yon!”

Edward Thayer turned pale with excitement,

~—an oxcitement that sent the blood all away
from his face, and made him tremble.

“ By my soul, I can hardly think that of Mi-
cah Trevett,” said Vincent.

“But I can, though,” returned Thayer. T
can believe It,” he continued, the color coming
back to hisface, * Aha, the villain knows me.”

* I sposk the truth,” said Ithemar. * Micah
Trevett came to me— he told me that I had been

a pirate, and he thonght to engage me to do his

murderous work ; but his man was mistaken.
It was he who told me that Vineent Gray had
bocome a vebel cruiser. I did not vefuse to do
his work, for I rosolved that I would warn his
intended victim, and that I would 2lso try.to join

the patriot cruiser. Ihave now done all thatI

could wish, and, Cuptam Grny, I &m at your

" sopvice.”

“ My dear sir,” said Thayer, “I do noi wish
to insult you, but yot I will ask you to accept-—""

“ Stop, stop,” interrupted Ithemar, “I do not
sell my friendship, bat if you will accept it, it is
yours freely.”

“I do meoept it, air,”” warmly answered the

young Englishman, “and I hopo I may see the -

day that I can repay you.”
“Perhaps you may,” eaid Ithemer. “You
are on your guard mow, and I advise you to bs

;)on 't fear on that account,” returmed
Thayer; “I will look to the fellow.”
“Fdward,” said young Gray, with consider.
able earnestness in his tone, * may I not under-
atand more of this ¥

|
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e No, no, Vincent ; not now. Don’t ask me.
Between myself and Micah Trevett there is a
deep sccount to settle, and if T were to reveal it

to yon [ should break a solemn promlse, and.

not benefit youn, either.”

Vincent asked no more. He was racked with
cariosity, but he had too much good sense to
tmpose ppon his compamon s friendship, so he

tarned the conversation upon another topic.

At length the landlord was sent for. He
expressed much surprise at seeing Vincent, and
after his voeabulary of wonderment was ex-

hausted, e was engaged to procure s team to’

carry our hero’s effects down to the wharf.
"This having been done—one of his own wagons
being the vehicle, Vincent paid up his bill and

saperintended the removal of his things. Hay-
ing promised that he would call npon Edward
Thayer upon the first opportanity, our hero get
off with the wagon, accompanied by Ithemar,

It was nearly ten o’clock when the party
reached the plice where the’ brigantine’s bost

'had landed. Vincent saw that his trunks were

safely unloaded, and then he sent the wagoner

‘| off..

“Now, Ithemar, what say you to keeping
guard hero for & while ¢ ‘

““ Anything you please, sir”

“Then I wish you wonld remain abuut here.
Y may not be back rmunch before midnight.”

Tthemar promised to look out for the trunks,
and Vincens tarned back up into the town.




CHAPTER XI.

A FATHER'S CURSE.

WaiLst the scens recorded in the last chapter
was going on, Olivia Treveit was alone in the
small sitting-room of her father's homse. She
looked .paler than when we first saw her, and
the marks of care wete now clearly defined tipon
her brow. . She had a book in her hand, but
she had censed reading, and the volume had
fallen upon her knee. She was alone, for her
father had gone, as he had told her, to attend a
meeting of the loyalists, and the servants had
retired.

The maiden gazed upon the flame as it curled
up from the hearth, and her eye followed each
fantastic wreath of smoke as it tock its wayup

" the wide-mouthed chimney. She murmured
short gentences to herself—sentencea full of grief
and sertow, and anon she would cast her eyes
towards the windows 2s some gust of wind rat-
tled the shutters. She hed just put more wood
upon the fire, and had sat back and re-opened
her book, when her attention was arrested by
the sound of footsteps without. At flrst she
thonght it was her father, but as they did not
approach the door she concluded that it must
be some one else. While she was yet hesitating
to see if she could hear the footsteps, she
thought she heard her name pronounced. In an
instant the blood rushed to her face, and she
aprang to the window. She saw the ontlines of

man revealed against the white snow, and she -
knew that it was Vincent Gray. She went to"

the door and called his name. ‘
 QOlivia,” said our hero—for it was really he
—T must speak with you a moment.”

He spoke in & low tone—aimost a whisper—

and at the same time cautiously approachéd the
door.

«T gm alone,” roturned Olivia.

In a moment more the young man was by her
side, and she led the way 10 the.room she had
Just left

 Alone, did you say ¥ agked Vincent, &8 he
entered the sitting-room and gazed about him.

“Yes. My fatherhas gone away, and will not
be back till midnight.”

« (0, that i3 fortunate,” utteréd the young
man, as he pressed the maiden to-his hosom and
kissed her. « I foared that I mightnotsee you,”

he continred, as he took & seat, ¥ for I cannot re-

mein long upon the shore, and yet I shonld not

have been happy to have gone away wnthout one

word of bleasing from you.’

« And I shall be happier now that you have
called to see me.”

Olivia had seated herself by her lover's side,
and her head was reclining upon his shoulder.

“You look very sad, Olivia,” said Vincent,
as he gazed into his companion’s face.

#¢ And why should I not be sad 2 returned the
maiden. “ Alas! you know not what T suffer”

“Yes, I do. I know that yon must suffar
much~-more -than -it is right you should suffer,
and I have come now to offcr you help from the
trials you here pass through.”

Olivia gazed up inte her lover's face. *“ How
can you help me ?** she asked.

“How? Why, you shall leave the place
where you are so miserable ; you shell flee from
the roof where all is harshnasa, ‘and accept the
hoon of peace from me. I can find you a house,
dpexest girl—a home where you shall be safs till
I can farnish & house for ms both. Come, wxll
you accept my proposal

The fair girl was thoughtful, and the tears that
had started to her eyes dried away. Her head
was bent for some moments, and when she at

“length raised it there was almost a smile upon

her fentures.

“No, no, Vmcent," murmured Olivia, “I
would rather stay where I am for the. .present.
L appreciate your kindaess, and I am grateful for
it, but I cannot accept your proposal now. Go
on in the path you have chosen, and be assured

- that I shall not forget you. Whenever I hear

of your success, I shall be happy,*and at some
time—when you can settle down—when you can
offer me & home by you‘r side-~then—then T will
‘be youre,”

“I ‘tless you for that wssurance; but even
then you will have to flee from your father, for
he will never consent to otir union,”

* Then Ishall'mot hesitate to dmobey hiim,”
quickly returned Olivi; ‘“and if in thet I do
wrong, msy God forgive-me.”

“Tt can be no wrong,” ‘eéarnestly added Vin.

cant; ““for it ia-but the aemring of a-boon which
God himself hath meant.for' all his:crestures.
0, I wish you would leave thia .plsve now.; but
if you realiy-think you-caght not, I will not urge
it, for you would not be happy; but—forgive

me xf I speak to0 plainly—Micsh Trevatt is

no
“—-ah Ligd mten'uptad the maiden ; ““he is’ my

father.”

Vincent Gray did not say what he intended lsoE
keve said. He felt the gentle rebuke, and amo-|
ment’s reflection showed him that Olivia s‘nifarem
enough already from.knowing ‘the truth, wmhontl
having it spoken by other lips. i

“Iwill not speak & word to hurt your feel-
ings,” he seid; “but yet I de mot think yoi
know your father so well 2¢ I know him.”

“Ah, Vincent, I know him well enough.
God forbid that I should know more.” :

Olivia shuddered ae she spoke, and burmd her
fuce in her lover's bosom. Vincent spoke kindly
to her ; he whispered words of love into her ear,
and ere long she looked “up and amiled ggain.

Trevelt again, for the fountain of his heart's
love was opened, and he .poured forth such

glowed es-they were wont to,glow in yeers gone
by. Time flew on unheeded. Minutes dwindled
away so swiftly that even hours were unheeded,
and the -first startling sammons that aroused
young Gray to his senses, was the clanging of
the clock-hatnmer behind him. He looked up,
and it was midnight !

My soul, how the time has ﬂed 1" he uttered,
a8 he started up from bis seat. o

The maiden gazed tremblingly up st the.clock.

“T know not that it was so late,’” she said.
* My father will be back ere =k>ng O, he must
not find you here.”

“No, heaball not; but one question I must

Thayer has been here ¥

“ Yes,” ' .

“And what of him? What do you know
abont him 7"

* Nothing at all ; only he came hers ami hft.
a letter with my father,”

‘Did your father speak of him after he had
- jgoned”

“Yes, He was conmderably moved by A.be
letter, and do he was by the young man's eppear-

.| ance. ‘There is & mysiery about the affuir,. but

it is all dark to me.” f,
«y woulﬂ like to know what it is, but it 'must

pass now.’

“You can be no more curious nbont the affair

than I am,” returned Ohvm, “ for I kpow thnt

my father fears that oxan.? e

“ Yes,~~I know he does,” waid Vmeent, wwith

.{‘ashadder. “But I must.go now, When Lcoms

aguin { will not fail—"
ther's step. ITasten,~—hasten by the-other daor,”

‘e waa confident that Micah ‘Frevett. had entered,
the bell, and if :such was the casd, he conld ot
wwoid being seen, Iis soul shrank from sheides
of being detected in the act of sneaking away
from the premises.

It was some time ere oar hero thought of Micah '

“It is too late,” he said, turning to Olivia
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#weet, tonder words that the maiden’s cheeks

-ask before Lgo. I forgot it-till now. Edward

«.Havk 1”” atiered Qlivia, 0, there is my for

Baut before Vincent could reach the back eatey,




42 ‘OLIVIA TREVETT. o

sad imprinting & hurried kiss upon her pure
white brow. 1 wonld rather this had not have
happened, but it cannot be helped.”

The msaiden had no chance to reply, for al.
-most before her lover had done speaking, her fa-
ther entered the room. The first object that met
his eyes afier he entered, was Vincent Gray. He
stopped and gazed a moment upon the young
man, and then he took another step forward. His
face was pale, and the sudden anger made him
woak. It was not until Vincent had started to
wards the door that he recovered himeelf,

“Hold, you young villain,” he gasped.
 Btop where you are. Now what brings you
here, creeping into my home when I am gone ?”

The eyes of the young patriot captain flashed,
and his bosom heaved with indignation.

“ Bpeak, sir, and tell me why you are here,”
exclaimed Trevett, still pale with rage.

“1 came here to see your danghter, sir. Now
what boots it

“ You forgot that I forbade you ever to enter
my doors again.”

“ No, gir. T remembered it well; and I also
remembered that I did not promise to obey you.”

' By the saints above me, young rebel, ¥ have
'a mind to—"

. ““Hold, Micak Trevett. Beware how you
threaten! T, too, may have & mind, and if I
should, 'twould ba a bitter one for jou."

Trevett quailed s moment before the glance of
the young men, but it was only for the moment.
On the next he had regained himself- Heé looked
‘once more upon the intruder, and then he walked
nervously to the door and opened it.

“Now, dog!"” he uttercd, * there is the door !
Go! Come here again and yon chall rue it,—
go l!l . .

Captain Gray was for & moment completely

paralyzed. It did not lay in his power to obey [~

such an order as that. His whole soul shrank
from it with loathing; He saw that .Olivia was
trembling with fear'and apprehension, and he
krew thet the sooner ke left, the better it wounld
be ; but he could not go under that command.

““Are you going ?’ cried Trevett, taking a
step towards the young man, and still pointing
" towards the doot.

“Not by yoar order, sir,’” quickly returned
our hero, while his eyes flashed more brilliantly
than before. “ Of my own free will I shall go;

but never for such a command as yon have

given.”

“Aha !t gasped the now raving man, be.
tween his clenched teeth, “I'Il help you,
then.” - )

Micah Trevett forgot himself; he sprang upon
Vipcent and seized him by the collar, and as he
atterpted to drag him towards the door, he
cursed the young man with a bitter dath. Via-
cent Gray had been driven as far as human en-
durance could go before, and this vile outrage
went beyond the bearing power of his impulsive
goul. With all his wondrous strength, he seieed

the villain by the throat, and hurled him off.

Micah Treveti struck with a stuoning erash upon
the opposite wall of the room, end ‘then fell
sengeless to the floor. ) -

Olivia uttered & quick cry as she saw-the form
of her father settle upon the fioor, and both she
and Vincent reached the spot at the same in-
stant.

(3 1-God knows Icould nothelp it I"* groaned
the young man. % Ha drove me to it: 0, Oli-
via, can you forgive me for this 1.

“Yos, yes, Vincent,” at once returned the
fair girl.  {* You were not to blame. .Go, now.
I forgive you, for I feel that you did no wreng,”

“ God bless you!” It was all the young man
conld say, for he saw that Micah Trevett was
movitg, and he wished to aveid another en-
counter ; 80, seizing hia hat, he left the place,

“Js he gone ?” whispered the old man, after

he had found a chair and sunk inte it,

* Yes,” tremblingly retarned Clivia.

Micah Treveit was pale as marble, and his
hands were clutched firmly together. Slowly he
turned his eyes upon the fire, and then he locked
again upon his child. =
 Qlivig,” he said, in & tone'of dreadfnl calm-
ness, “never speak with Vincent Gray again.
If you ever dare to listen to one word of love
from him-—if you ever think of giving him yoar
hand--if you dare to break my orders again,
then—"

But we will not write the words whmh that
mad old man spoke. It was a'terrible curss;
and, when he had done spesking, the poor girl
sank fainting upon the fioor. The curse was.so
fearful that it fell upon her almost with a death-
stroke.

CHAPTER XII

THE OAKEN BOX.

WHEN‘ YVincent Gray reached th- spot where
be had lefs Ithemer in charge of the trunks, he

- found that the boat hed been soma time waiting
“forhim. Ithemar -had already placed himself on

good terms with the boat’s crew, and the luggage
was all on board.

*I've kept you waiting longer than I expect-
ed ” said our hero, as he stepped on board the

-boat. “Have you managed to keep warm,

Tthemar 24
“ 0, yes; T've had excitoment.”
“ Ab,” uttered’ Vincent, detecting something

_peculinr in the man’s tone

“Yes, TN tell you as soon as we put off.”

As soon as the bost was well ont into the
stream, Ithemar turned towards our hero, and
speaking in a tone so low that the oarsmen could
not hear him, he said :

“X have had a visit from Micah Trevett He
stumbled across me accidentally, though I found
before he left me that he had been ont to my old
quarters to night on purpose to gee me, ' I had

“teken a turn up into the street, and was pacing

carelessly along, when the old villain crossed
my hawse, and run bump afoul of me,”

* And what was his businéss 4

“About young Thayer. ©, he swore nght
Jolly becanse I had not killed the youngster ; and
he even began to threaten me, but I clapped a

stopper on that, I can agsare ye. I told him,
finally, that I'd given up the job, and I think
he'll take ancther tack, now. He heard the men
coming up from the boat, which landed while
wa were talking, so he np helm and steered off.
I hope Thayer'il he on the look-out.”

“Bo do 1,”" returned Vincent; *“and I thinke
he will. He seems to be & shrewd foliow, and X
hope he'll prove himself 30.”

“He’s got fair warning, at any rote,” raturned

‘Tthemar; ““thowgh I must say he's got a dan-

gerous row to hold, for such an enemy as Micah
Trevett is worse than a real bold villain. OfF all
enemws, the downnght cownrd is the most dan-
gerous,” %

' You are right thers, Il;hethar yoiu are r:ght
there, Upon my soul, I pray that Edward
Thayer may be upon jhis guard. Ihave halfa
mind to turn back now, and warn him of this
now danger,” .

“ 0, 1 have attended to that, 1 went into the
pot-house on the corner, and wrote him & letter,
and the tapster promised to put it into the office
in the morning. Se the young gentleman will
not seffer for want of information,”

“I am really glad you were so thoughtful,
Ithemar.”

“So am I, and I hope "twill be the means of
helping Thayer, too.”
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““No doubt of it,”” szid Vincent,

Ere long, the boat reached the brigantine, and
shortly after, the vessel was got nnder weigh, and
stood off to the eastward. On the next morning,
Ithemar was introduced to the erew, and when
he took his atation 28 gunner of the cruiser, there
was not a dissenting voice to his appointment.
As soon as opportunity offered, the new gunner
went at work to drill the men at the guns, and
he showed himself to be not only perfectly ac-
quainted with all the minutiz of gunnery, but
he also gave some valuable hints with regard to
therigging of the gans. TInshort, Captain Gray
had reasen to be thankful for the acquisition he
had thus mede,

Leaving the patriot cruiser to pursue her course
in quest of adventare, let us return to the inn at
Salem. It was the third morning from that on
which Vincent Gray had last been there, and
Edward Thayer was alone in his chamher. He
had been perusing the letter he had received
from Ithemar, for the twentieth time, at least.
The missive was coarsely written, in chiro-
graphy, but the -language was pure and good,
betraying the writer to possess not only a good
education, but also much originality and genius.

Thayer was sitting at his table, and had just
pushed Ithemar's missivo from him, when some
one knocked at his door, dnd quickly taking up
the letter he had been re-perusing, he thrust it
into his pocket, and then asked who was there
at the door.

“ Thelaudlord ' came back, in Pollock’s blunt
tones.

“ Ah—then come in."”

“ A letter, sir,”” said mine host, as he Inid the
misaive upon the table, * and with & lordly look-
ing seal, tog,”

“Ah, how did it come %’ asked the young
man, as he picked the letter up.’

* By the post, to night, from Boston. A shil-
Hni tO pay.)'t

Thayer, handed Pollock the shilling, and as
soon as the latter had gone, the young man

.opened the letter, and began to read. It.was

from the commodore who had landed him at
Salem, and run ee follows :
 Province House, Boston, March 30, 1775,

“Dear Epware,—I received yoors of the
23d, and have taken some paing to look up the
intelligence you need. Micab Trevett is your
man! Yoo had better proceed against him at
ooee. The papers you possess are all pure, and
you need not fear for the result.

“J am ordered back to England at once, and
I am glad of it, for -T have seen just enough of
matters here to assure me that there must be a
struggle between the colonies and the king, and
with that struggle I would have nothing to do,
My oath of office would not let me fight for the
colonies, and God would not let me fight against
them, I hope and pray that it may be a bloodless
struggle, but I fear that it cannot be so.

“If you have letters to send to England, get
them to me by the tenth of neki month. See me
when you cam.

Yours, Monracye.”

“P. 8.—Tear this s soon a8 you have read
it, or I may be thought a rebel. M.

*“ Ay, Montegue,” murmured. the young man '

to himaself, a8 he twisted the leticr and then

threw itinto the fire, “I’ll desiroy the letter,

and people shall not know that yoy are an hon-
est man. I know you, however, for an honeat
fellow, and I pray that you may be blessed wher-
ever you go.”

Thayer watched the paper he had thrown into
the firo until its last particle was reduced to
ashes, and then he arose from-his chair and went
to his trunk, from whence he took asmall oaken
box, the outer surface of which was almost cov-
cred with its bindings of burnished metal. Hav-
ing gone back to his chair, he Iaid the bex apon
the table and unlocked it. It was full of papers,

and one after another he took them ont and read"

them. Mostof them bore heavy seals, and had
the appearance of being legal documents,

*“ Ah, Micah Trevett, you have run your
race,” soliloquized the young rnan, as he placed
the papers back into the box, and turmed the
key. * You have missed the hour of your tri-
umph.”

As Thayer ceased speaking, he gazed thought-
fully inte the fire. ©One hand rested upon the
cover of the box, snd the other was pressed npon
his brow. In this position he was sitting, when
he thought he heard a noise at one of his win.
dows. There were two windows to his room,
one of them gverlooking the street, and the other
looking out upon the passage way that led from
the inn to the stable. It was at this latter win-
dow that Thayerthought he heard the noise, and
thither he hastened. He looked out upon the
roof of the passage-way, but he could see nothing.

*It was only the flapping of some loose shin-
gle,’” he muttered to himaelf, as he remmed to
his geat; ‘that was all.”

Again he hedrd something that sounded like a

OLIVIA TREVETT. 45

scmmblmg upon the roof, and again he went to
the window, but could see nothing. This time
he opened the window and looked.out, but every-
thing was as it should be, so far as he eould see.
He ought to have opened the window before 1

At eleven o’clock Thayer retired, but before
he did so, he carefully loaded his pistols and
placed them under his pillow, The noise ho had
heard at the window occasioned him to take
this precantion. He set his candle upon the
mantel-shelf, and left it burning.,

For a long while-after he Inid his head upon

- his pillow he remeined perfoctly wakeful, The

information he had received with regard to the
intentions of Micah Trevett made him somewhat
anxious, to say the least, and he desired to close
his business with that man as soon as possible,
He could not help wishing that he had received
Montagne’s letter at an earlier date ; for, brave
though he was, yet there was a mysterious fear
upon him which be could not exorcise—a foar
that made him wakeful and uneasy.

At length, however, Edward Thayerslept, but
his sleep was by no means & sound one. It was
troubled by bad dreams. Once he dreamed that
some one was trying to force ‘his window ; but

‘he awoke and found everything as he had Jeft it,
“and again he sank into & slurber.

When he next awoke, he ‘had been startled by
a sharp, rattling nolse, and he-found his candle
had gone out and left him in almost total dark.
ness, Ho felt a current of eir sirike his face,
100, and he quickly comprehended that his win-
dow must be open. It took him but & moment,
to call his senses together, and without noise he
reached undér his pillow and obtained hoth his

-pistols, one of which he carefully cocked.

This being done, the young man silently raised
his head pnd listened. For some time all was
quiet, save the fitfal gusts that came in at the
window, which Edward knew now to be spen.
Ere long, however, he heard a slight rustling
noise near the foot of his bed, and in a moment
more he was 'sure that some one was moving
there, His first impulse was to leap from his
bed, bat ‘& moment’s refleetion showed him that
such a course would by no means be & judicious
one, 8o he remained where he was. .

- It might have been a minute affer this that
Edward saw a dark object pass betwqen the foot

of his bed and t\m street window. He raised his
pistol, but before he could fire, the object was
lgst in the darkness, and as he did not wish to
risk a shot, he detgrmined to wait and teke ad-
vantage of the next favorable opportunity, for ho
had not the least doubt that the individuel in his
room had come to assassinate him. The next -
sound that met his ear, howsver, caused him to
start up with a new fear. He was confident that

his strange visitor was getting out at the window!

Edward Thayer leaped from his bed and hast-
ened to the window, which was really open, and
he saw a man just jumping from the roof of the
passage-way. For a moment he thought of fol-
lowing, but that’ was a wild thought, and it
passed quickly away. He would have given the
alarm, but that wouldonly make an affair pub.
lic which for the present hehad reasons.for keep
mg private,

The young man was bocoming chilled at the
window, so ke shut it down and terned towards
his bed, where he sat down to think. He had no
doubt that the man who had been in his room
was an emissary from Micah Trevett, and that
he had eome to murder him, but that from some
cgtise he had become frightened, snd hence had
fled.

As soon as Thayor thought he had satisfied
himself on this point, he went to the fire-place
and raked gpen the embers, and having found a
coal Jarge enough for the purpose, he re-lighted
the candle, which had been blown out by the
gust from the open window, Having done this,”
he proceeded to draw on his clothing, for ®was
very cold ; and he had ebout half dressed him-
salf when he noticed that -hia trunk was open.
He wes sure that he had shat it and locked ¢,
after he had returned the box of papers back to it.

. With a startling fear the youth sprang towaids
the trank. The lock was broken, and the con-
tents were all in confusion, -He searched the
trunk ‘all throngh—he locked into every comer
of the room—he examined hig other articles and
boxes—but he could ndt find what he songht.
The oaken box, with zll its priceless contents,
was pone,

Edward Thayer gazed for & moment upon the
spot where he had last placed the box, and then,
with a groanof anguish, he sank upon a chair.

The loss he had snstained could not be counted,




CHAPTER XII.

THE PRICE

It was not yet daylight ; it lacked a full hour

of dawn, when an individual emerged from a low
pot-house near one of the wharves, and taok his
way up into the town., He was muffled up ina
great Fearskin coat, and his cap waa pulled down
over liis face. There was no need of this precau-

tion for the sake of concealment, for it was so
dark that his featutres could not be recognized by
th@leamst passer, but the man seemed to hide
himself instinctively, as though he feared even
his own presence. He hurried on with quick
steps, sometimes walking ankle-deep in the slosh
of the late March thaw, and ofton slipping npon
the half melted ice, but never stopping to take
note of his mishaps, or to guard against their
repetition,

Thus the pedesirinn kept on watil he.reached
the dwelling of Micoh Trevett. Here he stopped,
and having stood 2 moment at the door, as
though he was undecided as to what course he
should pursue, he ‘gently touched the metal
knocker. In a few moments the sound of a foot-
step was heard in the ball, and then came the
voice of Mr, ’I‘revett. asking who was there.

“It is me,” returned the applicant, in & low,
hurried tone, crouching neaver to the door as he
spoke.

“ WeH, and who is me #* asked Treveit, from
within,

OF CRIME,

“Jonas Pool,” almost whispered the pedes-
trian, placing his lips close to the key-hole.

"The deor was slightly oponed, and the cye of
Mr, Trevett peerad out tpon the applicaht. As
soon a8 the old man seemed to have gained a
view of his caller, by the aid of & small lamp
which he held in his hand, he openad the door
more widely, and bade the man come in. - Hav-
ing closed the door and locked it, Trevett beck-
oned his visitor to follow him, and then Ied the
W2y up stairs to & small room in which was the
merchant’s library, Here there was a large lamp
burning upon the table, and there were numerous
boxes and packages lying about, looking ns

"though thoy had been recently packed up,

Micak Trevett motioned his visitor to n seat,
and then sat down himself near the small stove
that heated the rodm. Assoon as the new-comer
was seated, he threw back the collar of his coat,
and laid his cap upon the foer by his side. He
was & young man, not over thirty st the farthest,
and kis face was pale in the extreme, He had a
very intelligent look, and had it not been for
marks of dissipation upon his featnres, he would
have heen decidedly handsome. .

“Well,” nervously spoke Trevett, after he had
gazed awhile upon the pale features of the young
man, “have you been to the inn 7

“ Yes,” whispered Jonas Pool resting his lcft
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hand upon the table at which the old man Med
been writing,

“Ha | uttered Trovett, ©there’s blood upon
your hand I '

““No, no,” gasped Pool.

“Yes 'there is. You should have washed it
befors you eame here.”

“Blood ! where ?"’ said Pool.

“Upon your hand. Seel”

The young man locked ai his left hand, and
he saw where the blood had trickled down apon
the under side of it, from the fingers to the wrist.

“RBut never mind now,” . resumed Trevett,
“you shall wagh it before you go from bere,
You found the young man’s room

* Yes” .

“ You disturbed no one.”

“ Only Edward Thayer.”

“Ye;; of course, 'But he made no outery—uo
noise ; he started no one else,”

* Not that I know of.”

“Good! And youaresure you finished him.”

*“ Finished him {"* repegted Fool.

* Ay,~—killed him.”

“No, no, I did not do that; I conld not.” '

" What 7" uttered Treveit, starting forward
in his seat, * Did you miss the stroke ¥

“No, no; Idid not tryit; I could not take
his life.” - '

“Fool! coward!” bitterly exclaimed the old |
" man, a9 he clenched his fists and sank back mto

his chair.

“Hold, sir,” cried the young man, brought
back to” himaelf by the merchant’s taunis; ““do
not gpit upon me now.”,

“ But why did yon not do the work you en-
gaged? If you did not attempt the job, then
how came thet blood upon your hand 1

“ T eat it on the ice when I got down from the
stable-roof.”

“ And so that's the only blood you've spilled!
0, what & coward I

“Call me a coward if you please, sir,” re-
turned Pool, with & flushed cheek, * bus I should
have been a coward if I had killed that man in
his bed. You know I am poor, and you know
I have been & dissolute man, and when you offer-
od me solarge a sum to do the murder, I thought,
I could do it; but, sir; I could not. Hold, one
moment,” he continued, *“ as he noticed that the
old man was sbout to speak, “I did not come
away entirely bootless, See if there is anything
in there that can be of service to yow.”

As Pool ceased speakmg, he drow a small

oaken box from beneath his coat, and placed it
upon the tabie. The key was in the lock,

“ Ah,—~what means this?" esked Trovett,
drawing the hox towards him, with a lock of
amazement, Where did you get it? Whatis
lt an

“T1 tell yom, sir,” returned Pool “fgot -
up on to the shed, where I could lock into the
young man’s window, and I just saw him open-
ing this box. He took out a lot of papers, and
after he had looked them over snd put them
back, I heard him talk to himself about yon, and
I found out from what he ssid that in those pa-
pers he had some strong evidence against you.
I saw him put the box back into his trunk, and
then he locked it. .And he must have heard me,
for he came to the window and looked out, but I
crouched 'down, and he did not see me. . And
afterwards, when I got down off the shed, he
must have heard me again, for he came to the
window, and this time he opened it, but I was
out of sight. After I knew he had gone to bed,
I got on to the ghed roof again and looked into
his room. He had left his candle burning, but I
made cnt to hoist the window without noise, and
the wind blew the candle ont. When I got into

.| the room I meant to have killed the sleeper, but

my heart was too strong for me.”

“ Too weak you mean,” interrupted Trevett,

#“No; too strong; for it held out against the
temptation that had turned my brain. If my
heart had been weak, I could heve overcome it.
I could not do the bloody deed, but I résolved
that I would do something far yon, o 1 sock my
knife and broke open the trunk, and got this box.
When I snapped the trunk-lock I must have
startled Thayer, for I am sure I heard him
move; but I got off without being detected,
though it was a narrow chance. .Aund now, sir,
if those papers are of any value to you, you may
pay me what you will ; but not for all the gold
you 'possess would I now take a humen life in .
cold blood. I have this night learned & lesson
which I shall never forget.”

"It may have been that Micsh Trevett also had
received some glimmerings of bitter truth from
what he had heard, for his lips quivered, and
his eye fell to- the flor ; but the puncture of hia
consclence waa not very deep, for he soon recov-
cred himself, and without speaking he drew the
oaken box to his lap and opened it. © The first '
thing that met his gaze was a bundle of. papers,
neatly folded and tied with red tape; these he
began to examine. At first ho trembled, and for
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some time his emotions seemed to be almost]

overpowering, but at length he became calm,
and what of feeling he experienced was all in-
ward, for he expressed none of it npnn lns coun-
tenance.

Carefully he examined each paper that the
box contained, and when he had finished the
task he replaced the documents, and having
locked the box, he placed the key in his pocket.

*¢ You kave done well 1" slowly and emphatically
pronouneed Micah Trevett, as he looked the
young men in the face,

“7 thought the papers would be of value to

ou.”
< They are,” replied the old man, without be-

traying any feeling save what his words might

conveg

e spoke, he placed his hand inhis pocket
and drew forth his purse. He counted there-
from ten golden guineas, which he handed to the
young man. )

. “Here,” he resumed, ““take these, and use
them a8 you see fit, Will that pay you 7"

* Yes, air,~0, yes,” said Jonas Pool, as he
grasped the money aad put it in his pocket.

“Then I hope you will be secret about this
matter. Your own safoty demands it.”

¢ ghall not run my neck into danger; and I
know thers are no means of deteeting me.”

Micah Trevett knew from tho young man’s
manner that his secrecy could be relied on, and
he felt sefe.

“ You had better go now,” he said. Tt will
be daylight ere long, and you must not be seen
here. If I want you again, I shall kncw where
to find you.”

Jenas Pool made no reply, but he arose from
his seat and pu} on his' hat. The merchant
lighted him down stairs, and having bade him
once more 0 be secret, he let him out at the
door.

When the young man reached the street,he hur-
ried towards his home with quick, nervous strides.
This was the first time he had ever done a wrong
deed for hire. He had long been a-apendthrift,
and once, in a drunken brawl, he'had stabbed a
mwan, ¥From such causes he had gained = noto-
riety, and Mr. Trévett had -hit upon him as a fit
person to do the work he had- in hand. At the
first offer of a large sum of gold, Pool had
promised to do the deed, but when he did 5o, he
did not knpow his own heart. That heart had
been so long seared and overran by petty-erime
and debouchery, that even its owner did not
know its resl worth, but when he thus dragged

‘it up from its resting-place, hie found more of

humanity in it than he had expected.

Jonas Pool hurried on, and the gold jingled in
his pocket. He had alweys thought that the
musie of gold would be pleasant, but ha did not
find it so now, He saw the pleasant face of the
voung man whom he had robbed, and he con-
trasted it with the face of the bad man whom
he had wickedly served. Iis heart smote him.
He had awakened from a moral sleep of years
to find that ho still had a soul.

Jonas Pool hurried on,buthe pressed his hand
upon his‘pocket to stop ths jingle of the gold.
Itas sharp music was painful to him, and he
heshed it }

CHAPTER X1V.

THE I“GHWA}“ME&.

As soon a8 Mieah Treveit was once more
alone in his library, his face assumed an exult-
ant look, and he placed his hand upon the oaken
box: with & decisive movement.

“ You may live, my young man,” Lemuttered

to himself, while his eyes gleamed with satisfac: |-
Ajon. “ You may, lve, so long as you do not

cross my path again. But you have lost your
hoarded decuments—you have lost the provf of
the story yom would tell.. And. yet,” he con-

tinued, sinking. into. 8 cheir, and bowing his
head upgn' his hand, “I amn not wholly safe
while you live. I would rather you were, dend,

and these papers were with you, But while you
live Tl keep these.”

Tt was broad daylight when Trevelt aroused
himself. from  the reverie into. which e had fall-
en, and his first movement wes to hide the box
he hed. received from Jonas Pool.  Next, he
went at work to flulsh packing up some articles

- which he.hed, arranged for that purppse before

Pool came in. By the time this was accom-
plished, his breakfast was ready.
After he had eaten his morning's meal, he

called. Olivia to his, Library. She was struck |

with amazement at the state of things in her fi-

ther's .room, for she knew.that some radical]

change i affaira waa about to take place.
“My child,” said the old man, **what things

you possess separate from. my stors, you mist
at once pack up.  Get your jewelry and clothing
together as soon as possible.”

* But why this movement, father 7"’ asked. the

fair girl, looking up with painful wonder.
“ Becsuse I am geing to leave this place at
once. Thave sold the honse and all the farni.
ture, and at the hour:of' noon a carriage will be
ab the door to take us away.” ’

‘.And whither are you going 7"

“ Never mind. He you readty to stcompany
me, and ask no questions,”

“But do.you mean that you w1Il go at the
noon of to-day ¥

“Yes; anud theramust be no delay. Whether
you are ready or not, yop will go; so you had
better hasten and de the most you can.”

Olivia knew that further words with her father
wonld be useless, so she withdrew from his pres.
ence and went 10 her own chamber ; but it was
gome time hefore she set abont obeying her pa.
rent’s commands, She sat-down in a chair by

the side of her bed und gave way-to the painful’
thoughts that came crowding upon Her. Ta res

gard to the movements of her fither, she had o
faint gllmmering of the truth, She félt'confi-
dent that it was in some way connected with the
appearance of Edward Thayer-—that her fathior
feared that young man, and that hiy present

I
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movement was but to escape him. Thus much
she felt confident of. Then she thought of Vin-
cent Grray, and she wished that she had gone with
him when he first asked her. When he had
snoken to her of fleeing from the tyranny of her
father, sho had felt s tie for the home of her
childhood, but, now that tie was to be severed,
she wished that she were enywhere, so that her
lover might be with her to bless her.

But Olivia Treveit dared not waste too much
time in repining. Bhe know that if her father
found her not ready he would be angry with her,
so she arose from her seat and set about packing
np her things. One large trunk contained all
that she wished to carry, and just as she had fin-
ished packing, her father entered her chamber.

# Ah, youw have been obedicnt for once,” he
snid, as he noticed that Glivia was all ready.

«1 am all prepared,” returned the maiden,

“Bo I see. ,And now you had better dress
yourself, and - then get your dinner as soon as
poasible. The carriage is here.”

Olivia looked for a moment into the stern face
of her father, and then soe burst inte tears.
She was miserable, very miserable.

s What means all this 2’ uttered the old man,
with marked displeasure, * Why are you shed.
ding those tears 1"

« Because I am unhappy,” was the fair girl’s
simple reply. :

Micah Trevett did not speak further ; he only
Yooked for a moment into the face of the weeping
girl, and thoh he tumed and left the room.

It was one o'clock when Olivia Trevett was
helped -into the carriage that was to convey her
away from Sslem. It was a covered vehicle,
the frony seat of which was removed to make
yoom for the trunks and boxes, leaving the back
gogt to be occupied by the father and child,

Mr. Trevett got in, and the door was elosed
after him, and shortly afterwards the carriage
atarted on. (Mivia asked of her father where he
was going, but he gave her no answer.,

« You will tell me, at least,” urged Olivia, **if
you ave going far away."”

«Yes; I am going far away,” returned Tre-
vett with sudden energy. “I am going where
you will not be troubled with any more of your
quondam lovers.” ‘

The poor girl sank back in her seat, forshe
had no more to say. Herfather had no affection
now in his werds; he had ne love for her in his
acts; he had no feeling for her in his languaage,

¥

and she remained silent, a prey to- her sad
thoughts,

Thé carriage rolled slowly on; the horses be-
ing obliged to wallk more than hailf the time. The
road was in o wretched state, owing to the recent
thaws; the mad being in some places almost np
to the hubs, and deep cradle holes intervening
just often enough to keep the travellers on a
constent gnard against beipg thrown from their
seats. In this way the coach crawled along its
tedious way until the shades of coming night
began to settle down upon the earth. The
horses had not ce.ftain!y averaged more than
three.miles an hour, but to Olivia it scemed as if
they had travelled a long distance.

The coach was now upon alevel road, and
Olivia could sce, upon looking out through the
little glass window behind her, that they were
in the midst of a deep wood. She had just
made this chservation when the sound of voices
was heard by the roadside, and ir a moment
more the carriage stopped.  Mr. Trevett opened
the window and asked what was the matter.

# Ah, my dear sir,” roturned & man who at
that moment approached the door, * we've atop-
ped you on a bit of businesa. Bad travelling,
isn't it 2" ° :

“ Yes,” faintly retarned Trevett, not exactly
knowing what to say. !

 So we thought we'd be kind,” continued the
stranger, “ and relieve you of part of your load.
You will oblige us by get-ting out.”

Micah Trevett began now to comprehend
what all this meant. Thero was light enough
to distinguish objects about the carriage, and he
saw that the man held a pistal in his hand.

Do you mean to rob me?”’ the old man
uttered.

get out. Come, I hope you wont force me.”
Now Micah Treveit was not a man who pos-

sossed o great deal of courage, and the sight of

what he supposed to be a loaded pistol, struck

urged by passion to do many foolich things, but
he could not look calmly at danger. Had he only
taken the precaution on the present occesion to
arm himself, he might have made a show of re-
sistance ; but as it was, he tremblingly obeyed
the order he had received, and when he reached
the ground he found that there were two more
men present, one of whom held the horses, while
the other had the driver nnder charge.

“ Ah, a lady,” said the highwayman, as he put

+
V.

¢ 0, you speak too plainly, sir. But get out—

him with terror. He was aman who might be
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ont.

ness, Ah, you have & goodly amount of bag.
Eage-”

his héad into the coach, after Trevett had got

“You will not harm me, sir,” uttered Olivia.
* No,no, madam ; that is no partof my busi-

sir. T would like to stop longer, and examine
the rest of your things, but you see *twouldn’t
be judicious.” ‘

*“Btop ! stop1” cried Trevett, ag the highway-
raan stuffed the watch into his pockot, and

As he spoke he seized the trunk nearesl:’r.o tarned away ; *give me that box ”

him and dragged it out upon the ground,

“ Give me your keys, sir,” he said, turning to |,

Trevett,  * Corme,be quick, for it's getting dark,
and I've no doubt you wisk to he on your way
ugamn.”

The old man handed over the keys without
delay, and in a fow moments the highwayman
had the trunk open. He overhauled several
articles of clothing which were on top, and at
length he came to a brass-bound, oaken box,
which he took out. '

" Do not trouble that,” urged Trevett.

“ Don't trouble yourself,” returned the high
wayman, lifting the box in hishand; uponmy
soul it’s heavy.” B

* That's only the box that's heavy,” snxiously
replied the old man. * There’s nothing in there
bu papers, and they can be of no use to you.
Do not open it, sir,” '

“ Yes, I understand,” said the highwayﬁmn,
with a look aud tone of ineredulity,  But it's
& little too heavy for papers. I'll examina it,
&t all events.”

“Hark I’ at this moment uttered the man
who stood at the heads of tho horses,  * There’s
somebody coming 1 ‘ ‘

The fellow spoke tha truth, for in a moment
more the sound of heavy wheels was distinetly
heard ahead. Coe

*“Your watch, quick!” exclaimed the high.
wayman, as he made a gragp at the golden chain

0, don't trouble yourself about it. 'l take
good care of it.” .

“But it will bs of no use to you.”

0 no--1 supposenct. But good-hy. Hope
yow'll have a pleasant journey.” ’

The three highwaymen then leaped into the -
woods, and were soon out of sight. For hlong
‘time Mieah, Trevett stood and gezed into the
open trunk, and he was not aroused from his
r?verie until the coming wagon stopped near
him. Itwas a baggage team, bound for Salom.
** Hallo—upset, ch ¥’ exclaimed the teamster.
The driver of the coach explained, in a fowr
words, what had happened. )
- “Then I can’t help you, I suppose,” returned
the other. ,
“* Yes, yes, you can I quickly eried Trovett,
Go and help us eateh the rascals.”
0, that would be nonsense,” said the team-
ster. “ Bo, if that's all, I’ keop on, for I'm late
already.” : '
The fellow drew a heavy pistol from a box by
bi? eido as he spoke, and having exemined the
priming, he put it back agein, and then started
on. .
““ What waa in that box, father #* asked GOli-
vin, afier they had resumed their way.

“ No matter,”. sullenly returned the old man,

sinking back into his sent, and uttering an gudt-
ble groan. )

Olivia knew that he must have Jost same-

‘et

that hung from the old'man’s fob. « Good-by,

thing valuable, and she thought *twas money,.




CHAPTER XV.

AHE SEARCH WARRANT-—A CURIOUS FACHAGE.

Waen Edward Thayer fully aroused himself
to action, after having realized the loss with
which he had met, he finished dressing himself,
and then fooked at his watch, It was two o’clock
in the morning. He Had thought long wpon the
circumstances under which the rabbery had been
committed, and he had made up his mind that
Micah Trevett must have been at the bottom of
it, and with this idea he determined to go atonce
to Treveit’'s honse and watch to see if any one
went in or came out. He set the candle npon
the table, and, thinking that it could not bum
until he returned, he extinguished it. Then he
cantionsly nnlorked his door, and, with as little
poise as possible, he descended the stairs.

Everything went well until Thayer came to
the front door.. He uniocked it without trouble,
but, in opening it, he upset a chair, which, in
tho darkness, he had not {discovered, Fearing
that the noise might arouse the landlord, and
not wishing to be scen and thus subjocted to &

guestloning, he started with a quickened step
for the street. He forgot thut there was a high
stone horse-block just In front of the low stoop,
and he paid dearly for his hecdlessness—for he
struck against the block with such force that he
pitched headlong over it, striking his head upon
the Stone curb beyond, Almost at the same mo-

with a light, and catching a glimpde of the form
upon the ground he inguirsd who it was,

Thayer was too ruch injured to speak, or to
kiow what was going on; but he had sense
envugh to know that he was borne back into the
house und placed npon a bed. He felt, too, the
fitmes of apitlt as his kind host bathed his brow,
but after this his conscionsness was gone.

Tt was nearly ncon when Edward came to
himself, and he -was somewhat agreeably sur-
prised to find that He had met with no serious
injury, only having been stunned by the fall he
had received. His previous disquiet had fa-
tigued him more than he hnd bden conseious of,
and for seversl hours he had slept soundly.
When he arose he felt « little stiff, but he could
perceive no further difficulty.

The host was full of curiosity, and Tha}er
told him the whole story of the lgst night's adr
venture, only keeping to himself the nature of
the loss he had sustained.

« And didn’t he steal anything?” asked Pol-

« Not much of consequence. He took a box,
but he wont find anything in it that will benefit
him.”

“Is pose the ‘tarnkl snipe thought there was .
money in it,” said® the host, with emphasis

ment the host appeared at the door of the inn

“ But we'll catch Lim it he's to be found.”

lack, after Rdward had related the circomstances. *

+

" and Edward was left alone. He did not wish to

" himself, as he drew on his overcoat, * you: shall

.the officer to the dwelling of Trevett,

_with fear.

* istic response, -

" boring house and hastened over to the spot where

!

:
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*1 hope we shall,” responded the young man.
“Tt’s o pity you stumnbled over the horse-block
last night, or you might have catched him as it
m.”

After the host i:wd deliverad this idea he was

called away to attend to the serving of dinner,

eat at the teble with the others, so he had his
meal conveyed to his own room. When he had
eaten it he felt quite sirong~—strong enough to
go out, and he determived 1o go. He believed
that his box had been conveyed to Mr. Trevett's,
and he resolved to go there at ones and confront
the villain.

“Ere another night passes,” he uttered to

be brought to justice. Ah! Micah Trevett, your
time is ap—I know yon now, end I have you
fast, I'll take the meanis to muke you give up
the box, and then I'll shew you to the world for
what you are.”

Edward’s first movement, after he feft the ilm,
was to find a justice of the peace, and, heving
found one; he applied for a search-warrant to be
served on.the premises of Micah Trevett, The
Jjustico was surpriged. ot the request, and- at first
he refased to grant one; but, at length, being
made satisfied with the spplicant’s credibility, he
issucd the warrant, and then procared an oﬂicar
o serve it.

Thus prepared, young Thnyer accompanwd

“Eh | What's this mesn ¢ uttered the officer.
“ Shutters all closed—gates shut—~firos ont—and-
doors Jocked, too;” he continued, as ke tried the
front door and found it fast,

‘ Has he gone ¥ murmured Thayer, slt.arting
“ Looks preeiously like it,” was the chamcl;er-

* 'Wié mudt enter the- house," urged Edward,

"' Of course we must; for I’vo got the order.
Get in fair if we can, aind, if we ean’t do so, we'll
do the mext best.” .

At thig juncture a man ceme out from a neigh-

our acquaintances stood.

“What's the matter " he asked, as he came
up.

* Want to get in here,” replied the oﬂioer.

“ But the folks have moved out.”

* Haa Trevett gone ¥ asked Thayer.

He's gold hiz house and farsiture and I've got
the key.”

“ Well, let me bave it,” said, the officer, “I've
got & search-warrant here, and I must get.in,”

“Eh ! uttered the men, es he saw the war.
rant. “ Gad’s, my life, I thought old Trovett
looked wightily flurried when he went sway, .
Ho haint been right for more'n & week. But
here’s the key. - Zounds! Trevett is an.old fox, .
anyway.”

- The officer took the key and opened the doon,
They found the furniture a!l there, and the bed.
ding, but all else was gone. All parts of the
house were examined, but the box ﬁ"‘ld not N
found,

“ Where are the sorvants P a.aked the oﬁcu.

“Don't know,” roplied the man who had
brought the key, "* They went away this fore-
noon.” '

“But where hag Trevett gono t” inquired
Theyer, tremblmg with bitter disappointment,

“Pon't know, I asked him, but he told me
"twas none of my business,”

The young man muade all the ingniries he:
conld think of, but he could learn nothing, save
that Trevett started off upon the road to Bostom.
He returned with the officer to the office of the.
justice, and, having paid the required fees, and -
explained as much of his business aa he dered.
to, he went back to his inn, having mede up hig
mind before he reached thers that he would ste
for Poston on the next. morning, - ‘
" At nine o’clock that evening Edwurd was in-
hig room, when one of the stable boys came: npr
and asked to be admitted,

* Here he 2 bundle, zur, as you must ave loft
if the stable,” he said, at the same iime Iaying

‘small dirty package upon the tabls,

“ How so ¥ inquired Thayer, taking up the
parcel.

““ Why, ‘canse I found i, . Be'ant ‘st yoor
name on it ¥

. “Yes,” returned Edward, assuming an fntes:
Tigent look. There was to hitn a mystery in the
affair ; but he did not wish the boy to detect it,
“ Yes, yos, it is certainly mine. Ju the stable,
you say, you found it 7" '

*Yes, zur; layin' right up side ov the grafn.
box. - ' It's yours, bo'ant it 1"

* Certainly, certainly, my boy; and I am
muck obliged to you for bringing it. Here, 'ﬁ

[ this,”

Ho placed & shilling in the boy’s dirty hand ue

" Yes—went this noon, not an hour ago.
4 .
!

he spoke, and then motioned for him to be gone,,

-
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The youngster grinned with intense satisfaction
ag his eyes sparkled upon the silver coin, and
elutching it firmly in his hand he shuffied off.

As scon as Edward was alone fie proceeded
to examine the package he had so strangely re-
eeived. ‘The outer covaring was of brown paper,
and Thayer'’s same wasg written upon it in &
¢oarse, scrawly band. He untied the ropeyamn
which secured it, and inside of this he found sn
old: stocking, that was slso firmly bound up.
The young man hesitated abont examining fur-
ther, and he laid the curipus bundle upon the
table. The idea had crept over him that this
might be some disbolical contrivauce for his
death. The cireumstances under which he had
received it, s peculiar appearance, and, above
all, the events of the past few days, tended strong-
1y towarda this point.

For some minutes Edward Thayer sdt and
gazed upon the package ; but he was not the man
to be easy until he knew what it contained, and
_the longer he regarded it the more anxions he
became to lock into its contents. o he took
the parcel mp again, and, with careful move-
ments, he unfastened the string. As he grada-
ally unwound it he heard a chinking, jingling
zonnd, and at length, when he emptied the cou-
tents ont, ho found ten golden guineas. Ho was
looking at them with curious surprise when he
felt gomething crumple in the stocking, and, up-
on further examination, he found & piece of pa-
per, clumsily folded to resemblo a letter, upon
opening which he found the following, written
very hadly, but yet intelligibly :

« Ma. Taaver :—This money is the first I
ever received for doing a crime. I cannot enjoy
it, and 1 cannoy keep it, and to make a clean
treast of the whole affair I will tel! you all about
§t. Mr. Micah Trevett hired me to —— [Here
some words had been written, but they were so
effectually obliterated that Edward counld not
rake them out. The next that was intelligible
was aa follows:] I stole the box of papers from
your room for him, aud he peid me the ten
guineas. I csnnot give them back to him, for he

find Mr. Trevett you can find your box. Iam
sorry I took it, but it can’t be helped now. You
needn’t try to find out who I am, for you wont
be able to do it. But if 1 knew that you
wonldn’t be injured by what I have douve I
should be happier than I am now.”

Fdward sat back after he had read this strange
opistle. He was confident ihat it was genuine,
and he had no hesitation in giving it credit. The
coincidence struck him ag peenliar that in both

in a measure, mistaken his man. Oue thing,
however, troubled the young man exceedingly,
and that’ was how it could have been known
that the box was in his possession, or that it con-
tained papers which could be of any account.
He could onty imagine that at some time he had
been watched ; then he remembered the noise he
had heard at his window while he was last en-

upon this point he allowed the matter to rest.

Thayer was now sure that Micah ‘Trevett had
the papers, and he was resolved that on the fol-
lowing morning he would set out in gmest of
him. At abont ten o’clock Edward went down
to the bar-reom. A teamster had just arrived,
who sat by the fire sipping & mug of hot punch,
and, at the same time, relating the circumstance
of his having met a coach, upon the highway,
that had been robbed. He described the man
who had spoken to kim, and Edward at once dis-
covered that it must have been Mr. Trevett.

“Was there u female with him 7” asked the
young man. -

% Yes, I seed some sort of a fernale in the
coach,” returned the teamster. ‘

# And where were they then?”

met, on the road to Boston”
That was enough for Thayer. He did not
stop to hesr the remainder of the teamsier's

fis room he set about preparing to-follow the
hase man who was, in some way, deeply wroag-
g him, '

has gone, g0 I gend them to you. If you can

of Travett's attempts npon him he should have,

gaged in looking over thase very documents, and

“ Just about two miles this pidc of Winnisim-

somewbat enlarged story; but going at once to

CHAPTER XVI.

TEE SEA BATTLE,

. |
EpwarD THAYIR went to Boston, and though
'he received. the assistance of General ‘Gago
through the medinm of Montague's instmmen:
telity, yet he could not find Micah Trevest. He
searched for & long while—for days and weeks
—b‘ut of the man whom hé sought he conid gain
no intelligence. He became worried and down.
hfsarted, and his increasing anxiety was begin.
ming to wear npot his constitution. Montague
n:m,d to persuade him to return to England in
hu} ship, but the young man felt confident that
Micah Trevets was somewhere abous Boston
and he determined to stay until he had found’
him., . '
_ In the meantime the patriot cruiseriwas hover.
ing about the bay of Madsachusetts, and, though
many attempts had been made to capture her
yet she was still {ree. It was nedr the last o;
April.  The brigantine had been lying-to off the
town. (.)f N_ewburypore,'wheré sbe had gone after
Provisions. It was fa the afternoon that Vincent
Gray eame off from the shore and boarded his
veasel, The provisions had been brdught on
board before nadn, and he had jnst beet to setile
the }nll. 43 soon as his boat was run up to her
devits the young captain called his men all upon
the quarter deck. There was a deep fire in his

bright, black eye, and his'fa i i
s Slac ce was glowmg‘vmh

the response,

“ Now, my brave men,” he said, }

bold tone, * we have no n’eed wa;e:r‘l tl;:s :e:ls‘:::t;
of Heaven upon our courss. The enemy have
stricken the battle-blow | They have made war
upon ue; they have butchered onr people ; th

F:aye forced ug to the chance of war | At' I&:g—
Ington and at Concord they have led their sol-
diers out and shot down the patriots. The éonn.
try i6 ringing from one end to the other with the
fierce war cry, The avenger is looso and the ty-
rant shail feel his blow. There shall be idleney‘
on our hands no longer, Let every nerve ::

strained, and when
shall be’ot.u‘s P ext we n‘leet the enemy he

The crew did not shout: hut .

more closely aronnd their c:)mmmt::{ %:ﬂ;:::g

the particalars of the startling annonncement ho

had made. He cxplained it to them s he lml

lear:'md it, and when they knew it all they. ine -

ed silently away. It'was a full. minute ero I;

other word wag spoken after the captain !m;

closed his story, The first who spoke wag hh

maz. He laid- hig hand npon the Hun nearest :;

hu(x:,l and, in a desp tone, he suid : .

can die—but 1 must sither live to 4

tyrant £2ll, or else die by these batzeri::”. ” the
* 8o will we all 1" responded Vineent,

And the whole crew joinedji!!'mlmly in
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As soon as the men were once more gathered
at their respective stations the brigantine was got
under sail sagain. That night, at twelve o’clock,
she passed Cape Cod, and then stood off to the
north’rd and east’rd.  An hour after daylight, on
the next morning, a sail was reported on the lar-
board quarter. Vincent Gray obtained his glase
and stationed himself for watching the stranger.

“Phere are two sails,” he said, at the end of
soms ten minutes.

# There sariinty is,” responded Obed Durkee,
who also had & glass,

« Mr. Durkee,” said Vincent, “will you let
Ithemar take your glass 7"

“ Sartin.”

“Now, Ithemar,” returned the captain, X
want you to go aloft and see what you can make
of those fellows. One of them looks wonderfully

like the brig that helped the sloop-of-war give us ‘

chase last week."”

The gunner took the g}a.ss and went np to the
main-top, and in the course of five minutes he
came down.

“ Y¢'s the same brig, slr," he said, approaching
the captain.

“ You are ‘gure, are you ?

Ve, sjr; 1 know it.”

“And the othar sail,—not the sloop, is it?”

“ No mir. She s & ship; but she’s ‘got no

q7r

guns. She must be either a st.ore-shlp or &l

transport.”’
“ Then we'll mow give the brig a chance to
engage us," said Vincent, with sparkling aye and
heaving bosom. You may slacken sail, sir,’
he continued, turning to Muun. Have the
Bquare mmnsall clewed up, and t,hen we'll watch
she fellow’s movements.”
The communder’s order was obeyed, and aftor
the mainsail had been taken off, and the fore-
staysail hauled down, the brig gradunily gained
npon the cruiser.
The wind was about southwest and, as the
brigantine stood, she had it upon the starboard
beatn. The brig was standing just about the
same and was situated about two miles dup west
of the Yankee, so that their present courses were
nearly parallel.
+ 8he’s lufing,” uttered Ithomar,
«% pee,” returned Vincent, whe was also
atching the bri
" ‘:cAndg she's ﬁakmg signels to the shlp,” Ith-
emar added.
“ Ay, mapomied the captain, **1 see. That

the brig is standing (for us now, and the ship
keeps on as before.”
The truth of Vincent's surmises was soon
placed beyond a doubt, for the brig had luffed
enough for the chase, while the ship, that was
now clearly made out to be a store-ship, stood
on as before,
¢ Wg wonf run away from you again, old fel-
low,” said Vincent, as he placed his gless under
Liis arm and took his speaking trumpet. ' You
ghall have yorr heart’s wish this time. Now see
to your batteries, Ithemar.” -
“ Ay, ay, sir,” responded the gunner.
The men were called to their quarters; the
small arms all got in readiness; the cutlasses
end pistols distributed to the crew; and the guns
east loose, and a stand of grape put in upon the
top of the round shot.
The brig was now not more than a mile dis-
tant and rapidly nearing the cruiser.
“ Wonder if she thinke we can’t sail faster 'n
this,” aaid Obed, as he stood watching the move-
ments of the enemy.
« Of course she must know better than that,”
returned Vincent, © for she can see that.two of
our best aails are off ; and then she knows that
iwe ran away from both her and the sloop once
before. Ha!” '
At this moment & wreath of smoke curled out
from the brig’s side,-and a shot was seon to
strike the water about two cables’ length short
of its mark. _

“ Wonder if that's their best gun ¥ aaid Ithe.
mar, as he noticed where the shot struck.

“ We ghall be likely to find out soon,” return-
ed Vincent. *If he’s gota better gun he'll give
t ”

&

but the shot fell short as befors, and ere long
afterwards a third was fired with, the same result.

“By Saint CGeorge !’ exclaimed Vincent,
““her guns are no heavier than ours; and I be-
lieve our two bow guns are longer and heavier
than any she has. f sunch is the case we'll give
her broadside for broadside.”

 While it snits us,” added Ithemar, in a low
tone.

Vincent looked into his face and saw that
there was & meaning look there.

¢ '3 rather have it arm fo arm, hand to ha

continued the gonner. . * I know the metal of

signal muskbe for the shlp to keep on, for see—

beat.”

. afd the shot struck the water just under the

In & few moments the brig fired another gun,

your men, and I don't beliove they can be easily

'
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“ understand,” retnrned Vincent, * We'll
board when we can.”

* Good I'” uttéred Ithemar ; and then he toyn-
ed away to look after his guns.

In half an hour longer the enemy was within
tess than half a mile, while the store. -ship held
nearly the same relative position as before.
During all this time the brigantine had not de-
viated a point from her original eourse, while the
brig had been veering and hauling in various
ways. At the present moment thefEnglishman
was nearly sheam of the Yankes, with his star
. board bow open.

At this juncture the brig fived gnother gun,

brigantine’s atern.
_ “That shot was fired low,” said Ithema.r

“ Ay,” returned Vincent.

As the captain spoke the brig fired auother of
her bow gans, and this time the shot came whiz-
zing over the Yankee’s deck,

* Shall 1 level upon her ™ asked the gunner,

“No,"” nervously returned the young ceptain,

“ But we can strike her.”

T know that; but don’t you see the chance
the brig is giving us? By the cross of Saint
George, if she stands on th that way ten minutes
longer we’ll rake her with o fuil broadside. Ses!
what a chancé she’ll gwe us if she don’t keep
away.”

“T'm afraid she’ll up hel}n before shé gives
us, that. chance,” said the gunner.

“ Bhe will 1f she’s wise,” resumed Vincent,
** But we'll be ready for the chance, at all svants.
See that the larboard guns are traly levelled,
sir. Q, if she does keep on go I

Another shot from the brig at this momenit
strack the cruiser about three feet above the wa-
ter, but did no further damage, Another shot
passed over the deck. The patriots were now

el oxcitement. The larboard watch were at the
guns, and the starboard wutch at the sheets and
braces. Vineent saw that, great as was his con-
t¥ol over his men, he could not restrain “them
much longer, for he noticed that these at the
guns were blowing their matches to keep them
well alive, and that they were keeping the guns
to bear upon the enemy. !

“—-gh 1 foll from the young captain’s lips,

The sound, slight as it was, reached the ears

of every man, and every eye was upen him.

““Let the guns be aimed two points farther

forward. Heave them around ca.reful!y Stand

The order was quickly obayed.

 Now, Ithemar,” said Vincent, * I am goxng
to put the helm up, and T give the ba,ttems to
You. As soon 85 they bear upon the brig, fire1”

The enemy was now within musket sEot and
ong or two of her last shots had done sorq‘e'{i‘am
ege amonget the cruiser’s rigging. Vineent
gave the woid to the helmsman—the hrigantine
fell quickly off—Ithémar caught the enemy in
the range of his guns, and he geve the word,
The light cruiser started from the shock us her
broadside howled forth its war note, andfor somo
moments the smoke lay thick upon the water ;
but it was swept away at length, and then the
Yankees saw what they had dore.

The brig’s mainmast was shot off within six
feet of the deck, and it wont overboard just as
our. patriots got sight of it. Vincent levelled
his glass, and he could see where two shots had
struck the bulwarks of the starhoard bow.

“By Suint George ! he uttered, *‘she must
have been raked by those shot. You did well,
Ithemar.”

Ay and I can do it agein,” returmed the
gunner,

Yot shall have a chanca with the other bt
tery,” safd the captain, as he pliced Hik glass
under his arm. ** Stand by to wear ship. Move
quickly, now.”

The brig had fallen off before thie wind, hevihg
lost all her afier sails, and Vincent could pfaiﬁiy
soo thit all was confusion on her deck. Hie
vessal wore handaomely, and, in » fow minhm
was running free on the latboard tatk  In fhis
way he rani dnder the enemiy’s stérn sl ﬁred hix,
starboard broadsile. Then he backed litd nain-
topsail dhd thus Leld & daking position. 1 ted
minutéd front that time the brig fired d gun to
leeward, 8k had no flag to- pull down, for iy
had been sliot awdy by the firat broa&slde, nnd
the Americans understood that her blauk gnn
wid d token of furrender.

Viticent Gray drdered his siien aWway fiifl s
gun, dénd then ke leaned back againgt the fall
abd looked thonghtl‘ully upod the scene nbout
hitt. Not a man of his erew had Hean lﬂled
and only three wounded. His vessel wis fi'ro
wig sériohsly damaged, Not e sﬁa.r wag imumd
noF & tiniber crashed. The faty p:e&es of rigglng
had bGéen effectually stoppered &b soon 43 théy
wers shot away, and the fow nhot hétes in the
sides had bied p!ugge.d Apd yet thé chemy
waﬁ o total wreck !

by the braces, and be ready to edie away.”

" “Upon my soul,” murmured the young éap-

.
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tain, speaking aloud to himself, I can hardly
velieve it.”

" Believe what 1" asked Il:hemar, who stood
by his side and heard him.

“Thet we are almost uninjured, and she a
wreck.”

* Simple as daylight,” returned the gunwner.
“The Englishman lost his chance to fight by
his very first foolish move. He must have
thought that we meant to run away or else he
wouldn’t have kopt on as he did and pgiven us
that first chance for raking him. Bug, when that
was done he was simply at our mercy.”

“ Yes, I see,” said Vincent. “I understand
it. I understood it before; and yei *twould bea
strange story to tell. Few Englishmen would
like to believe it.”

“Ay,” responded Ithemar, with » kmdlmg
eye; “that’s true; but, as sure as God is just,
they shall have to believe harder things than this
before America shakesoff their galling shackles ™

Vincent was upon the point of responding,

'when he was startled by a ery from old Durkee,

who came hastening towards him ; and he quick-
ly turned to hear what the old man had to say.

CHAPTER XVII

4

THE BTRANGE BECAPTURE OF A STBANQE EHING.

“Brr! gee!" cried Durkee, a8 he came up to
where the captain stood, * the store-ship is off1”,

“Zounda! I had aimost forgotten her,” ex-
claimed Vincent, as he gazed off to where the
hip had squared away under full sail. “Lar-
board braces—round them in handsomely—up
with the helm, Fore tack and sheet—let go the
buuntlines—haal down. Now for the mainsail.
Stand by, Mr. Powell, to set all the starboard
studding-sails.”

These orders were broken and given at inter-
vals, but the movements were quickly performed,
and, in a few minutes, the patriot cruiser was
leaping after the ship like a dolphin. In the
meantime the brig was left to be knocked about
at the mercy of the waves, possessing no power
to make sail,

The ship was by no means a remarkable sailer,
and the brigantine overhauled her fast. In less
than an bour the distance was short of & mile.

“ Ithemar,” said the captain, * you may level
ene of your how-chasers, and fire a3 soon as yon
are ready.”

The gunner hastened forward and, in a few
moments, he fired oue of the long guns. The
ball atrack the water under the ship’s starboard
waist. Ithemsr londed and fired ngain. The
third shot struck the ship in the stern, and the
Americans could see the splinters as they struck
the water under her quarter.

* That’s done the business,” cried Obed, *for
she’s ludin’.” -

The old man’s words were true, for the ship
soon came up to the wind with' her main-topsail
to the mast, and, in less than ten minutés after-
wards, tho brigantine Iuffed up under her weather
‘quarber

* Ship ahoy !’ shouted Vincent.

« Hallo 1" returned the Epgllshman

“ What ghip is that?”

¢ His Majesty’s store-ship, Succor.”

* This is the patriot crniser, Spark. Send your
boat alongside at once.”

In oheyance of this order the ship lowered her
boat, and her captain was soon upon the ¢ruiser’s
deck.

' Are you the commander of that ship ?* asked
our hero,

* Yes, sir,” returned the Englishman, gazing
around upon the stalwort men who composed
the Yankee crew.

Vincent.
“If you mean to require it, 1 suppose 1 must,”
was the hesitating reply.

should not have given you chase.”

| after some moments of reflection, 1 muost say

Y suppose yon have surrendered 1 resumed -

“ Of course I mean to require it, sir; else I -

“ Well,” uttered the captain of the store-ship, -
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thet you are brave fellows, but I wonldn’t give
much for your necks.”
¢ Ah,” said Vincent.
“Ay,"” continxed the Englishman ; “ for you
-must know that eventually you will be captured,
and then yon must swing,”
“T understend. what you mean,” returned
our hero, with a smile; “but be asstred that

+ .
we give ourselves mo uneasiness. Now what

have you on board your ship ?”

“ A few passengers, and o eargo of sick men. »

“What ?” agked Vincent, thinking at first that
the man might be quizzing him.

“A cargo of sick men,” repeated the Eng-
lishman. *I have ninety-thred invalids on board
whom I was carrying from Boston to Halifax.”

“Tll go on board and see,” said our hero;
and, torning to his coxswain, he ordered his boat
0 be lowered and got alongside.

Besides his boat's crew. Vincent took Ithemar
and Durkee with bim, leaving Munn .in charge
of his vesscl. He allowed the English captain
to board the ship first, and then, accompanied by
‘Durkee and Ithemar, ke followed. When he
reached the ship’s deck he found a namber of
emaciated fellows abont the gangway, and, on
examinatior, he ascertained that the captain lmd

. told him the truth, for her steerages were full of

poor, sick soldiers and seamen; and then some
he saw who were evidently only passengers,
“Now what de you mean to do ¥ asked the

" Englishman.

A number of invalids gathered around the spot

" where the two captains stood, and Vincent could

see that they were full of fear and apprehension,
“You may go your way,” said our-hero, a8
he cast his eyes about him., “I w:sh not to

_ trouble such as yon.*

“ Bless you!” cried a poor cripple, who had
hobbled up to the spot. And all the others

- blessed the young American for his kindness,

“'Then vou will not take our provisions, sir,
nor our—"’
“No, no,” interrapted Vincent. “ T want

' hothing here ; but I wish with all my heart that

you may reach Halifax in safety.”

“You.are & generons conquemr," said the
Englishman, -

1 am engaged in a righteons canse and can
afford to be,” returned our hero.

“'Well, perhaps. you are.” ‘

“X know I am, for I fear not to call on God
for help,”

During this time Ithemar had canght sight of

& man—one who seerned to be a passenger—who
‘was busily engaged in packing some things into
& large trank that stood open by his side, Hia
countenance looked familiar and the gunmer
drew near.

“ Hallo, Ithemar,” exclaimed the man, as the
gunner came towards him. ¢ Rather a strange
place to find me, but here I am.” ‘

“Eh--Jack Robuck,” uttered Ithemar.

“ Yes,.it's me.”

“ You seem to he packing ap in a hurry.”

“Ay—~for I want to join your vessel. I cam
handle a catlass or a pistol.”

“But what on earth brings you here? Are
you a prisoner 1" ) .

“0), no—only a passenger. ‘The truth fs, I
got into a bit of a serape on shore, and my par-
ticular friend, the sheriff, was dfter me. I re-
speet the man; but dida't care about seeing
him just then, so I sloped—told the ceptain of
this ship a cock-and-bull story, and got passage
for Halifax, But I guess I'll leave him now.”

Captain Gray had approached and heard the
last part of the fellow's speech,

“Eh~-you're the Yankee captain, aint you !"
asked Robuck, looking up, and then | rising to
his feet.

“I have command of the brigantine,” replied
“Vincent.

8o I thought; and T want you to give me &
bertl: aboard. I can fight, sis.” .

* But who are you ¥’

“ Ithemar can tell you.”

Vincent turned towards his gunnor.

“I'H tel what I know,” said Ithemar, respond-
ing to his commander’s silens question.

* This fellow is named, for the present, Jack
Robuck. Ho is considerable of a noted high-
wayman, and iz, just at this prosent time, flecing
from justice.”

“ Pretty well done, but full frank enongh,
though,” aid the follow, with A coarse langh;
and then, turning to Vincent, he added:

“Not a very fair character for a Ohristian, bt
it’ll do for a fellow that expects to got o living
under the smell of powder all his days,”

““ It may do for you,” said Captain Gray.

“Bug you'll take me on board your eraiser 1

““No, sirl” emphatically and indignantly re-
turned Gray. “I do not lead a band of outlaws.
My cause ia & just and holy one, and I waitnone
arcund me but noble hearts. You had better
keep on, and leave America as far behind you'as

you can,”
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Just as Vincent ceased speaking, his eye caught
s amall, silver plate, upen which was ‘engraved
the name of Edward Thayer. It was just visible
smong the clothing in the ‘follow’s trunk, and,
without stopping to ask permission, the young
man stooped down to examine it more closely.

* Hallo, there,~what ye up to?” cried Ro
buck.

“Just looking to see what this means,” re-
turned Vincent, as he dragged a small, onken
box ont fiom the trunk, the corners of which
were strongly secured by straps of burnished
brass, and the upper plate of which bore the
same of his young friend.
<. * Just dvep that thing !’ exclaimed the high-
wayman, springing forward and seizing the box.
Bat he did not gain the prize, for the young
aaptain knocked him back, and then turning to-
wards the captain of the ship, the young Amer-
iean cominander said :

“Look ye, sir, I have one favor to ask of
you. I muet have the handling of t.lns fellow &
few moments.”

* Anything you please, sir,” returned the Eng-
Behmen, who had heerd enough of the -fore.
going conversation to learn the character of his
passenger.

‘*“Now, sir, where did you get that box 3"
demanded Vincent, turning again to Robuck.

“ No muatter,” doggedly replied the highway-
men,

" Then we'll see if yon cannot be made to
speak,” said Vincent, with decision. ‘“ Hers,
Ithemar—and you, Mr, Durkee-lnash the fel-
low to the ripging, here.”

The fellow struggled, but it evailed him noth-
fng, for, in less than two minutes, he was firmly
Iashed to the rigging by the end of the maintop-
sail halyerds, As soon as this was done, Vin-
oant took the end of the spencer vang, and, hav-
jug pessed it twice around one of the shronds,
be placed the bite over the villain’s head and
drew it tight across his neck. He then passed
the rope to Obed, and bade him pull when
srdered. '

" Now, air,” demanded Vincent, with a flash-
fng eye, * where did you get that box ¢ Speak,
or I'll put you jo the torture.”

The highwayman trembled, but he did ot
reply.

“ Pull ! said our hero.

Obed drew hard wpon the rope, and Robuck
began to grow black in the face. '

*'Will you tell me now ¥

The follow made a sngn of assent, and the
rope was lposened.

“ Now, where did you get it 2"

“Y got it of a man who was en the road to
Boston,” answered Robuck, gazing first upon hia
interlocutor, and then upon the old man who
held the end of the vang. :

* A young man ¥

“ No—an old man.”

“ Do you speak the truth, now 1"

i Yes."

“ And you are sur¢ ’twis an old man ¢’

[ Yes.l!

“ Do you know who it was

# Yes—Micah Trevett.”

“ Al uttered Vincent,' *“did ke hmre it?
What else do you know abont it !

The highwayman was silent. Vincent made
a motion for Obed to prll the rope, but, before

it began to tlghten the second time, Robuck

spoke :
“ Well,” said- he, “if youw'll take me down
out of this I'll t¢ll you the whole story.”

Vincent reflected & momaoxnt, and then he took.

‘the fellow down.

“ Now,” said he, * sirice you are so particu.
iar about it, you may have the whole story. I
overhanled Trevett on his way to Boston, and I
robhed him of thig box. I thoughtit had money
in-it, but I got wonderfully deceived, for it con-
tained nothing but papers. I afterwards’ found
ont that Trevett himself must have stolen the
box, for a young chap~-his name is on the hox
—-had it stolen from his room af old Pollock’s
inn. Trevett’s moved &ll his trapa off,—nobody
knows where,—and young Thayer has gone to
hunt him np, That's the whole story, azr, from
beginning to end.”  *

« And, § suppose, Trevett took his family with
hinm ? gaid Vincent,

“ He had only one ehild.”

“ And she—did she go with hlm 2" agked the
young captain, trying with all his power to ap-
peer calm.

** Yeg~-I beliove a0.”

"« Have you heard snything of Mtcah 'I‘re\ ett
since you 58w him 37

“ No, not a thing.”

Vincent know of no more to ask. He was al-
ready made uneasy, and, feeling confident thag
he could gain no more intelligence from Robuek,
he resolved to let him go and return to his vessel.

“ 1 will take this box,"” he.said, * and see that -

it reaches its rightful owner.”

OLIVIA

 Look hers,” exclaimed the fugitive highway-
man, with considerable assurance.  I've been
keeping that box just for the sake of getting a
reward for it, aud hsn’t hardly fair to be cheated
out of it,”

“1If you had cotne hnnesﬂy by it I would
willingly pay you a round sum for it ; but, as it
is, you may thank your stars thet you are not
worse off than at present.”

Robuck said no more about the box ; but, be-
fore Vineent left the ship, he eeid to the captain :

““ Your passenger here it certainly w great vil-

_lain; but, T must confess, that in his robbing an

old man of this box he may have done——as it
now turns out—a most fortunate thing for jus-
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tice. If you are willing you may do moe the favor
to let him go about his business when you ar-
rive in port.”

“ Willingly,” retnrned the Englishman.

“ Well, that's something, anyhow,” said Ro-

| buck.

In o'few minntes more Captain Cray eatered
his bost, and, having informed the Englishman

{ that he was at liberty to square away when he

plessed, he rowed on board his own vessel.
Having reached the deck of the Spark, aur hero
went to his cabin and put away the oaken hox,
and then he returned, and, afier Alling away, he
put back towards the dismantled brig.

CHAPTER XVIIL

THE MYSTERY QF

THE -OAKEN ROX.

. HHITTIS

I'r wag well into the afternoon when the pat-
riot craiser filled away after leaving the ship, and
during the time she had been lying-to the Eng-

Tish brig had been drifiing slowly to the north'rd

and west’rd. The latter vessel had most of her
foremast standing ; but the foreyard had been
shot away. The fore trysail was the only sail
she could set, and though ‘she had that on it did
-not keep her to the wind.

“ Seems to me she is settling,” sand Ithemar,
who had been watchmg the brig for some min-
utes,

“ She is 1" responded Durkee. ‘

Vincent opened hiz giass, and he could seo
that the English crew were at their pumps, and
that they were working hard, and yet he was
convinced that the vessel was gradually settling
in the water. While he gazed upon the brig the
Englisn ¢nsign was hoisted at her fore trysail
peak, with the union down.

“#_Ah,” uitered the young captain, * thero goes
8 signal of distress, IThope we shall reach them.”
But the brigantine could do nothing more in

" the way of gailing, for she was cloze upon the

wind, with her bowlines taut, and every sail
wasg get that would draw. Sho was just able to
stand direct for the wreck by allowing nothing
for leaway; but then the bng was driftieg enongh

"to more than meke up for that. In ten minutes

from that time the brigantine laffed and came

 about just ander thé Englishman’s weather-beam.

* Brig ahoy !

“ Hallo

“ Have you surrendered *”

“Yos; and we're sinking, tos. For God's
sake, he];') us 1’

“ Then down with your boat at once,"” shouted
Vincent.

“We can’t get them out * said the English—
man. “ You've riddled the boats at our davits,
ard we can’t get up & purchase to henve out onr
deck boats. Send your own boats alongside or
we shall all sink.”

Vincent ordéred his men to&tir themsolves
lively, and, in . few minutes, the three cuttors
were in the water and alongside. ‘He did not
deem .it nocossary or expedient to stop to get
out the launch, but, ordering half of each crew
to their respective boats, he set off at once for
the brig. . When he reached her he found that
she had settled to within six inches of her port-
sills, and it was evident that she conld not re-
main afloat mapy minotes at the farthest, When
our hero reached the gangway of the brig, he
found her men all crowded about the place resdy
for aleap into the hoats, and it was with the nt-
most exertion thet he succeeded in preventing
them from all crowding into the single bout,
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from which he had just come ap, For a single
moment Vincent cast his eya over that desolated
deck. It was covered with broken spars, huge
splinters, torn rigging, and dead men. The
wounded were collected together in the starboard
gangwey, where they were waifing to be taken off,
“ For the love of mercy, sir,” urgad the Eng-
ligh captain, *let us get off &s soon a8 possible.
" The brig mnst soon go down,”

““X will make all the haste I ean,” returned
Vineent, still standing in the gangway to prevent
the men from rushing over. * How inany men
have you, ali told 4~

* There aro only forty-eight left, in the wound-
ed and all.” ‘

‘Thet: pass the wounded over first,” said
Vineent. * Get them into my hoat s soon as
possible.” .

The English captain instantly cleared the
gangway, and then the work of removing the
wounded men commenced. It was speedily ac-
complished, for there were but few who needed

-agsigtance, After this the other men descended
regularly into the hoats, the three cutters holding
them all with ease. It was too late to think of
saving anything from the wreck, for the water
was already rippling in over the portsills, go our
hero at once leaped down, after the others were
all in the bhoats, and then put off. The hosts
had not yet reached the brigantine, when the brig
was geen to heel quickly over, with her lee rail
under. In & moment more she righted, and the
sea rolled over her deck. That was the last of
the war-brig, for, while yet the men gazed at the
quivering foremast, she pitched forward with a
mighty throe, and on the noxt moment she was
gous from mortal sight forever |

* That's the last of her !’ uttered the Bnglish

captain, gazing sadly upon the spot where his'

vessel had gone down; and where the floating
spars and splinters were tossing wildly about.

“ But, I suppose, you would rather see hor
theie than to have had me taken her into port as
a prize,” said Vincent.

“It mukes no odds,” said the Englishman,
dejectedly, ““ I deserved to losc her. In all iy
life I never did so foolish n thing before,”

*“Ah, how so ¥’

“Why, I might have known that you were
not trying to run away, for you had your square
mainsail and fore-staysail off, and yet I gave you
chase with a perfect recklessness,”

“ You didn't give us eredit for such metal.”

“I knew the motal of your guns, and I sup-

posed you must have an efficient crew; but you
ran away from me once before—?"

“ That was when you had a heavy sloop to
back you,” interrupted Vincent.

“Yes, I know that, but I’dldn’t stop.-to thmk
of it,” said the English captain,

“ Well, well,” snid our hero, “yon have no

need to blame yourself, for we were determined

to take you, and we had no fear of failing.”

#1 dow’t know ahout that,” returned the Eng-
lishman, with compressed lips. “I think if T
had done as ¥ ought you would now be my pris-
oner.”

“ I might have been a dead man,” emphatically
pronounced Vincent, ** but nots prisoner, DBut
that brigantine, sir, could not have been yours.
You had not the men to take her,”

Further conversation was cut off] for, at this
moment, the firat cutter grazed the side of the
cruiser, and, soon afterwards, the prisoners were

all on board. The boats were run up, the main- '

topsail filied away, and then the wounded were
taken care of. From the prisoner eaptain, Vin-
cent learned that the total of the brig’s crew had
been eighty men, and that among the killed were
the first and second lieutenants, the gummer,
boatswain, and one midshipman. By the time
the prisoners were all secored it was neﬂrly sun-
down, and, having seen the vessel set upon ‘her
course for Massachusetts Bay, Captain Gray re-
tired to his cabin. The events of the day crowd:
ed heavily upon him, but among them dl} none

oceupied a larger space, in his miund, than did

the oaken box he had obtained from the fagitive
highwayman. He got the box and placed it up-

on his table. The lock was broken, snd having .

cast o'F the stout cord by which it was secared,
he- raised the cover, He sew the papers—they
seemied all in ovder, and appesred to have been
not much handled. For a long while the yourg
captain sat, with his head resting npon hig hand,
gazing into the box.

“I do not know as I onght to read these pa-
pers,” he said to himself. * They are not mine,
though 1 have fairly obtained them.”

Vincent held a long debate with himself, He

was anxious—nervous—bat he hesitated, It was.

not curiosity that moved him—it was a far deeg-
er emotion,
I think it would be right,” he at length mur-

raured, - for then I should know how to act.

There may be important intelligence there—-in-
telligence whwh will guide me in assisting Ed-
ward Thayer.”
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" This last comsideration had its weight upon
our hero’s mind, and he resolved to examine
encugh of the papers to enable bim to understand
what he could do to help his friend. To be sure,
curiosity wus one of the elements at work in the
young man’s mind, but then from that cause
aloné he would never have sought to know the

-mysteries of the box ho had come in possession |’

of. Vincent took ou the bumdle of papers that
1aid uppermost, when he was interrupted by a
call from the deck. He went up, and having at
tended to the subject upon which his decision
was required, ke returned to the cabin, He now
lighted a eandle and then re-opened the box.
The first bundle of papers he untied, and one by

- one he cast his eyes over them. They were
deeds, and the only thinig that surprised Vincens
- was that the name of his friend was not mention-

ed in them. These he tied up as he had found
them, and then he opened the second package,
The first paper he unfolded was of little conse-
quence, bus upon the contents of the second his
eye was fized with more intensity. Twice he
read the paper over, and then, with-a trembling
hand, he laid it aside. On taking the third pa-
per he was still wore deeply moved. He read it
through, and then he leaned his brow upon his
hend,

“Just Heaven!” he mu'rmured ““can this be
troe ¥

Agam he looked at the paper, and, when he

* laid it aside, there were shades of strange doubt

upon his features. Amuother paper, larger and
more copiously written thun any of the others,
waa next opened. Vincent read it with a burn-
ing eye. His lips were tightly compressed, and
his brow ways bent with the most intense applica-
tion. When he had finished reading it, it foll
from his hands and dropped upon the floor.
He was pale, and his lip now trembled. Ho
picked up the paper and again he read it. Then

"he folded it up and placed it back in the bow,

“ (O he uttered, as he started from his seat,
and paced up and down the cabin, ** Micah Tre-
vett must not escape. If he is in Boston he
maust be found.” ' ‘

After musing & few moments, he added :

“Edward may find him—and Edward will
want these papers,” g ) .

Tho yomng captain stopped and looked into
the box, Thén he shut down the cover and
placecl it back in the place from which he had
taked it It was while he was laying the box
away that he thought of the English captain.

There was ® bare possibility that he might have
seen or heard something of Treveit, and, acting
upon the impulse, oir hero sought him at once.
He found him sitting upon the after gua carriege,
on the starboard side of the quarter-deck.

“Ah, captain,” ssid Vincent, as he leaned
over the gun, I wish to ask you a question,”

“ o on,” returned the Englishman, in a sort
of dupressed tone; 1 will answer you if I think
proper.”’

© 0, I'mean to ask you nothing which can in

any way relate to your interests, or those which
you serve. I merely wish to ask you if you
know of a Mr. Micah Trevett, in Boston—;f‘ you
have seen him 27

¢ J know no such man.”

“Then I shell gein nothing from you,” said
Vincent,'in a diseppointed tone

“ Trovett-—-Trevett,” muttered the Engluh-
man o himself I have heard tha name, but I
know of no man now who bears it.”

“If you had ever seen him,” said our hero,
# you would not forget him. He may Lave left
Boston,”

“1 have seen n good many strange looking
men in Boston. How did this Trevett look %

¢ He was - tall mun, with a slight stoop in his
shoulders. ' His hair was very gray—almost
white; his eyes were small, gray and sharp; his
nose was long and promment his cheek bonos
high; his forehead quite broad, ani his neck
very long. He'was nearly sixty yoars of age,
and some might think him older.” )

“By the royal trancheom, Captain Gray, I
think I’ve seen your maun,” exclaimed the Eng-
lishman, after & moment’s thought.” “Hs had a
child—a daughter ¥ ’

““ Yes, yes,” gnsped Vincent, * One child—
that was all his famliy What do yon koow of
him ¢

“ Yes, yes; that must be the man,” resumed
the Englishman. * He came down and engaged
pessage for himself and child in the ship that
you overhauled to-day.”

* But he did not go in her 7" uttered Vincent,
fearing, for the moment, thut Trevett. might
have been on beard.

“No. As near as I could learn he was watch-
ed by some one ; or, rather, some ons watched at
the wharf, and he did not come.”

' Vincont asked several more questions, but he
could gain no more intelligence on the subject.
He could only learn that for & week, at ‘loast,
from the time of the brig’s sailing, there would




64 : OLIVIA TREVETT.

be no opporturity for Trevett to leave Boston
by water.

‘When the patriot captain left the Englishman,
he had gzined as much intelligence as he conld
have hoped for; but what he had tearned made
him nervous and uneasy, for he knew that Micah

Trevett was watching for an opporiunity to es-’

cape from the eolonies, and he feared he might
succeed. Succeed! OV 21l of Vincent Gray’s
hopes of happiness to come htmg upon that one
issue. :

CHAPTER XIX.

THE FPATAL COEPA&T.

Ix was near nine o’clock in the evening, The
night was dark and stormy, and the wind howled
mournfully through the streets, In a small
room, in the third story of an old house, situated
near what was then known as Belcher’s Lane,
in Boston, sat Olivia Trevett. She was very
pale and wan, dnd her cheeks were wet with
tears, There wad no fire in the room where she
sat, and she h.d to draw her shawl closely about
her to keep out the cold. The wind whistled

. without, ard the ram pattered heavily againet
the single window. Ever and anon the maiden
would ctart as a gust rattled the sash, and, at
such moments, it could be soen that her nerves
were almost wholly unstrung.

She sat there aud heard the distant clock strike
the hour of nine, and then she arcse and went
to the window. 8he tried to peer outinto the
rtreet, but the darkness was too intense.

“ 0, why don’t he come ¥’ she murmared, as

she turned away from the window. “ Even his

company i4 better than this loneliness. Why
does he Icave me alome so much? O, father!
futher! if you knew what I snffered; if you
kuew how you were wrenching my poor heart,
you wonld not treat me so !”

She sat down again snd wopt. 'She was, io-
deed, miserable and unbappy. She hud been
confined to that chamber, and the one sdjoining,
for several weeks, and-—save one old woman who
supplied them with food, and her father—she
hed seen no one.  She knew that her father was
forced to do as he did ; that from gome strange
cause he was secking concealment. She knew
that he had once engaged a passage in & ship
bourd for Halifax, but she knew not why the
ship went without him.

At length she heard a heavy, cantious step
upon the stairs, and, in a few moments more,
Micah Frevett entered the room. e was won-
drously:altered since last we saw him. His fiace
had grown thinner, his brow more contmcted
his frame more bent, and there was more tremd-
lousness in his lirabs, His efés were resiless and
uneasy, and they moved ahout in quick, furtive
glances,

“ Have you been disturbed, Olivia ? 77 e aaked,
as he removed his wet coat, and 1aid his hat up-
on an old shelf in the corner. .

“ Only by my own thouphts and fears,” re.
turaed the maiden.

“ You must be foollsh child, ‘There’s noth-
ing hers can hurt you.”

“And do you never fear when you are here
a,lona L

Micah Trevett turned quickly upon his dangh-
t.er and an angry flush overspread his features.

“Be careful how you spesk,” he said:

Olivia tremblingly slirank from her father's

frown, and, with a painful movement, ghe buried
her face in her hands.
. *“You shall not stay here much longer,” con-
tinued the old man, in a softer tone. * There is
a ship soon to sail, and I shall secure a passage
in her,”

“But why did you not go before 77 aske(l
Olivia, looking np into her father's face.

“ Becanse,” retarned Trevett, with the evident
hesitation of one who lies, *“she. had ‘'so. much
snckness on board, and sowe of it was conta-
gisus,” .

“ 0, I pray that'you may not be dxsappommd
agein,’” cjaculated the maiden, with fervent em-
phasis. “ I cannot live here, shut out from

‘

" of importance.”
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God’s pure air. Any place would be preferable ’

to this,”

*No, no—you nght find some 'places worse,”
said the old mam, in a peculiar tone’; * many
pIaces worse than this. But you shall leave it

-goon.”

As Trevett spoke he commenced pacing the
room, and, at the end of some ten minutes, he
stopped and took his wateh from his pocket. It
was a heavy silver watch, which ke had purchas-
ed since he came to Boston, *

¢ Come, Olivia,”” he said, it is near ten o’

- clock, and you should be in your bed. Besides,

it is warmer in bed than it is here.”
“§o it is,” murmured the poor girl, as she

"shuddered and drew her shawl more closely

about her. “I have been very cold here, If
YO stay much longey—"*

“ Hush I’ gharply intetrupted the old man.
‘ Weshall not stay here mach longer. There—
53y no mors, but go now to your bed.”

Qlivia stowly arose from her chair, and, having
lighted the only remaining candle, sha retired to
the adjoining room.

' Look ye, girl,” cmlled her father, Just ad she
was about to close the,door of hor little room

) behind her, “if you hear other voices hera than

mine, you must not be alarmed, for I may have
company. 1 expeet some one here on business
’

Olivia made no reply, but when she had closed
her door, and wag alone, she set down her, can-
dlo, and then sank down upon her knees. She
rajged her eyes towards heaven and prayed. She
prayed long .and fervently, and her pure soul
seemed to gather strength from the prayer, for
her features were more calm and serene as che
oncg more arose to her feet, and she trembled
not as “before.

After, his daughter had gone, Micah Trevett
sat down and lsaned his head mpon bis hands,

. ‘Broken sentences fell from his lips. at intervals,
‘aad thongh the train of thought from which they

sprang may have been connectgd, yet the words
he uttered had no connection with esch other.
They were low and incoherent, and sometimes

he started, when he gave them utterance, at the

sound he had made. |
At length the old man sank into a sort of

- glumber, and ‘when he started from it he had

heard the clock strike the hour of midnight. He
arose from_ his chair and went to the window.

. The rain had ceased Mlling, but the heavens were

still hung with clouds, and it was too dark to see

down into the street. Trevett left the window.
and commenced pacing up and down the room,
and this movement he kt?pt up for full fifteen
minutes. At the end of that time he heard foot-
steps upon the sidewalk, beneath his window,
and, in & moment more, the sound of a low, shrill
whistle broke upon thie air, '

Trevett took the candle and descended to the
street door; and when he reterned he was follow-
ed by two of the king's soldiers, . Thay obeyed
the motion of the'old man by seating themselves,
and then awaited his pleraure. The candle wae
noarly burned ont, and Trevett glided noisclessly
into his daughter’s room. Ho found her candle,
and having satisfied himself that she was sound .

‘asleep, he raturned.

“Now,” suid he, after he had lighted the other '
candle, and seated hirself, ‘‘ we will to onr basi-
ness.”

Both the soldiers locked at kim. They were
low, uncouth locking fellows, with Iust and crime
stamped upon every lineament of their foatures
——beating just enoagh of ignorancein their coun-
teiances to indicate that they were the ready '
tools for any kind of villany where money counld
ba gm;hared to iheir scanty purses.

“You have heen recommended to me as men
who could be trusted,” continued the old man,
as the attention of his guests was tornod towards
him.

#Yes, sir,” returncd the first snld:er “we
pride ourgelves on trat—eh, Mike ¢

* Cert'nly,” responded the gecond soldier.
“We can be ‘trusted, "specially when we’s paid
for it » .

“ Speek low,” said Treveit, *for there is’
some one sleeping in the next room.” -

Eoth the soldiers nodded nssent, and then the
old man went on ;

- “Do you know what T want of yon

“Not zactly,” said the first man.

“Nor we aint particalar,” ndded the second,
“seein’ as how you mean to pay us. We way
told you would pay us hnndsomcly ”

«f will bay you well, and yon shall ask no
questiona.”

0, don't be afeared of that, old foller. "Taint
our business to pry into your secrets, Just give
us thé work and the money, and we'll do the

rest”

Micah Trevett was chafed by the fellowu
coarse famllmrity, but he dared not resent it.
He had sought the interview; he had placed

. 1
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himself in the ignoble position, and the truth
came upon him that he must now pat wp with
the consequences. 'With all his villany ke could
wot but feel nshamed of the company into which
he had fallen. Some traces of his natural pride
were still left—enough, at least, to show that he
wag not now what he once had been!

‘While Micah Trevett sat there and gazed into
the bloated features of the two hireling villains
with whom he had to deal, he felt a strange sen-
sation of awakening remorse creeping over him.
Why should he not* He had once been a
proud, independent man, and he had not lost the
memories of his manhood. But it was now too
fate! He had sold himaelf a slave to the power

_of gold, and his own hands had wound the mesh.
"es which he could not now rend in sunder.

The old man shook off the feeling that had
fallen upon him, and, drawing nearer to the sol-
diers, he said :

“You need not fear for the pay; you shall
have it in the king’s pure gold.”

* And in course we'll have it aforc we do the
work " said he who had been called Mike.

“Yes—before you leave this reom, if you
like.””

“ Well], that sonunds honest; so just tell omt
your husiness

"“Do you kndw Edward Thayer ¥’ asked Tre-
vett. ‘

“Yes,” said the first soldier. * The man as
engaged us to do your work showed him to us.
A voung, pale, womanish-locking fellow.”

“T don’t know abont his locking womanish ;

. but he I8 young and he looks pale, too.”

“ All right—weo know him.”

“ Well,” resumed Trevett, in a half-heritating
manner, ““ from particular causes -and reasons I
do not wish to come in coutact with that fellow.
T know that he ha.s the most base deslgns upon
me.’

A significant glance, which was =t this mo.
ment passed between the soldiers, arrested ‘the
otd man’s attention  He saw the sly smile ‘that
played upon their featares, and he at once com-

prehended that he wes making a fool of himself
in attempting to deceive his present company by
any falseé coloring of his relations with young
Thayer; so he resolved that he would go straight
forward with bis business, and leave his moral-

izing for those who might, not know its base .

quality.

““Tha truth is,” he contmued “this young
fellow is hanging close npon my heels, and ¥ am
confident that he hns found out my place of
abode. He must not find me; and yet I cannot
again move for the preseut to avoid him, It
would suit me if he were dead.”

“ And the sooner the better, I suppose,” said
Mike, with a significant leer.

“ Yeg, of course,” responded Trevett, gaining
more confidence now that he had fairly broached
the subject, I want you to put him out of the
way 50 that he may never tread the earth' again
to molest me —and it must be done at once, too,”’

 Just when you say, sir.”

“Then let it be on the first opportunity, Be-
tween you both you can contrive to watch him.
Be sure and not let the first chance pass.”

“Leave us alone for that, sir. You may be
gure, that we shan't let tlns business lay long on
onr heands,” |

"« And now for the pay,” said Trevett, as he
opened a trunk near him and took out & bag.
“1 will pay you down twenty guineas cach, and
when your work is well done 1 will pay youm
twenty more. Are you satisfied with that 4 .

““ Yes,' uttered both the soldiers at a breath, ns -

their eyes caught the glitter of the yellow gold,

Micah Trevett paid them the gold, and then,

with' a repetition of his fommr injunctions, he
dismissed them,

In half an hour afterwards that o]ti man laid
his head upon his pillow  He tried to think that
he was safe. Safe from what? He thought of
the danger he had just been trying to guard
a.gainst. He forgot the Eye that was locking
into his soul! He did not then hear the Voice

that was th.n whxapmng a terrible truth into his

esr!

CHAPTER XX.

ADYENTURR.

Vixcext Graxlanded his prisoners at Poris-
mouth, and, without waiung to receive the con-
gratulatmns and ‘éncomiums of the eountless
patriots, who eame crowding in from the sur-
rounding country, he at once set gail for Massa-

chuseits Bay. He had determined to take & trip

upon the land, and he knew of no better place in
which to harbor hie vessel, while he was gone,
than that from which he had made his first ven-
ture, Therefore he ran his vessel direct for
Swampscott, and, withont meeting any hindrance

he reached the haven in safety. The brigantine,

wes anchored in a sheltored place, and Vincent

gave her in charge to Lyman Munn, with direc--

tions thas he should vemain there unsil his re.
turn ; but with a proviso, however, that, in case
of danger, the brigantine might be put to sea
with the mutusl consent of the three next highest
officers—Durkee, Powell; and Ithemar:

“But,” satd Durkee, sfter Vincent’s hoat
had been ealled afongside, “hadn’t you better
have some one go with you. Hy the great horn

_ spoon, them Britishers will make quick work
“of you if they get hold of yer.”

¢ Never fear,” returned oug here. “Ido not
mean to expose myself without need. I think
youw’ll see me back agnin in safety. Allis, if I
do not return, you will, know how to do your
duty. ‘The craizér must not fail with my loss.”

“ Stop a minnit,” attered 01d Obed, with much
earnest feoling in his manner. * By thunder, if
you talk so we shan’t lct you go—most sartinly
we shan’t, If there is the least posaible danger
that you wont come back yon hadn’t ought'r go.
You know you hadu’t. It's yer daty to take
care of your vesdcl and crew firat.”

“1 understand you,” said Vincent, who conld
not help foeling flattered hy the honest anxiety
of tho old mwan. “ I undetstand you, Obed;
but you do not guite understand me. I did not
give you the injunction in view of any danger I
apprehended, but in view only of that lot which
is common to us all.”

“ Ah—ryes~—woll,” uttered Obed, * I suppose
we should all try to do ocur duty a5 well as we

{eould ; but—buit—you must come back,”

“ 'l risk him,"” snid Ithemar, who had been
standing near, The gunner woll knew the busl-
ness:on which the young captain was bound,
and he was the only one of the crew who had
‘any clear idea about it. Ithemar’s reark closed
the conversstion, snd Durkee only shook his
commander warmly by the hand in expression
of hig further thonghts and feclings,

It was nearly dusk when Viocent's boat was
shoved off, and, by his directions, he was pulled
towgrds the beach, whers the neck of Nahant

joins with the main fand. As scon es the boat
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touched the strand our hero leaped ont, and,
having bade his men return at once to the brig-
antine, he turned up towards the town of Lynn
end harried away. He was well armed, having
a pair of well tried pistols and a stout dagger,
all jof which were safely hidden from sight, and

“it was with & hopeful step that he started on his
mission. - He hoped to find Micah Trevett; he
hoped to find-Edward Thayer; and third, but
by far the deepest in his soul, came the image of

Olivia. The thonght of that beautiful, lovely
being gave strength to his steps and steeled his
heart against the fear of danger.

When Vincent reached the village of Lyan it
was dark, There was to be no moon that night,
and thouph most of the heavens were now clear,
yet there was a thick, smoky haze coming up
from the sea, and it promised to be durk ere
many hours, But our hero knew the road well,
and if there were likely to be ohstacles in the
way they were thought little of. ‘T'he erid to be
gnined was uppermost, and the damgers that
might lie between were left for their own time.

. It was near midnight when Vincent reached
Winnisimmet, and here was the first need of hes-
itation. He knew that a line of sentries were
stationed all around the entrances to Boston,
and that no one could openly enter the town
without a passport. A bonon fide pass, of course,
he could not obtein, He dared not trust him.
gelfto venture through Charlestown, for he knew
that all was commotion there, so he scttied upon
the only chavce left, and that was to procure a
bost snd run the risk of landing in Boston under
cover of the darkness.

With this intention he proceeded to the water's
edge, and, after groping about for some time in
the darkness that had now enveloped the coast
and buy, he found a small skiff, which was made
fast to the ving of an old anchor that was em-
bedded in the sand and mud. He found that he
could ensily launch the boat, but there were no
oarg to be found. In this emergency he be-
thought himself of a small cot he had passed a
short distance back, and towards that point he
retraced his steps, After séarching about for a
jong while, and stumbling over various obstacles
that came in his way, he hit upon a pair of

. oars that were set up in one corner of an old
ghed. He could only be guided by the sense of
feeling it his search, but he was sure that the
oars were soend ones, and, having secured
them, he worked his way out of the shed.
The young captain hesitated s few moments.
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after he had gained the open air, and gave a few
thoughts to the thing he was doing, Ferhaps
the boat he was ahout to take might belong to
some poor fisherman who could mot afford to
lose it. He would willingly have paid for it,
but that was next to impossible under the present .
circumstences. He had no time to spend in
hunting up the owner, and, moreover, he had no
desire to trust himself to the inguiries he might
be sabject to if he should open a negotx.mon

“with the fisherman,

“ Never mind,” he said to himself, as he start-
ed back toward the water, with the oars upon .
his shoulders, “Iwill try to find the owner at
some future time, and then [ will pay him, He
shall lose nothing by my appropriation of hig
property if X can help it.*”

Vincent found it harder work to get the skiff
into ihe water than he had anticipated, but he
at. lenzth accomplished the job, and, havmg
seated himself upon the dnly thwart the boat
contained, he got out his oars and put off. He
had ne landmarks by which to go, except a fow
twinkling [ights that he could see to the south-
ward, and, as he felt confident that these were in.
Boston, he took them for his puides, At first he
pulled slowly, for he wished to husband his )
strength in case of need; then the tide was in
his favor, so he mede very good heading withoat
much exertion.

After-n while our adventurer saw lights to the
west of him, which, he' supposed, must be in
Cherlestown and, upon the other hand, he fan-
cied he could detect the shore of Noddle's Isl.
and. He was now confident that he was on the
right course, and he plied his oars' with more
encrgy. As he neared the shore he steered to-
wards & point near which thers was no light
burning, choosing to make cut hjs way in the
darknees rather than to run the risk of exposure.
Ere long he knew from the motion of the water
that he was close upon a landing of sowe sort,
and giving one more vigorous pull at his oars,
he drew them in, and’ then hurried to the bows
of the skiff. .He had barely time to brace him-
self when the boat strack, and he conld see that
he was surrounded by floating timber, but that
the shore was only a few feet from him. Having
taken pa.rticula.r care that his pistols should not
get wet in case of accident, he crawled ont wpon
the timber, and was soon upon dry land.

The yousg man’s eyes had now hecome so
accustomed to the darkness that he could make
out objects about him with considerable certainty,
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" and, after gnzing about him for & while, e dis-
covered that he was in a shipyard. At first he
thought it might be Baker’s, but he saw lights to
the left which he knew must be upon the North
Battery, and he concluded that he had landed in
Greenough’s yard.  He knew enough of the lo-
ealitic- of the town to guide him now, and, with
. & cantious tread, he moved up towards the street,
The gate of the yard was locked, but he man-
aged to craw! under it, and, iri doing so, dropped
ons of his pistols.
of puttmg it hack from whencs it had fallen, he
kept it in his hand.

“ Who goes there ?”” at this instant cume start-
ling upon Vincent's ear.

The young patriot captain looked wp, and
could plainly distingunish the sentinel only a faw
paces from him.

* A friend "’ he quickly returned, having made
up his mind instantaneously upon the course he
would pursue. ’

“ Then advance and give me the counts ralgn !"
ordere:: the soldier.

Vincent advanced, but the sentinel agaih in-
:enupt;}d him by bringing hié mosket to a charge
end ordering him to * stand 1" '

“ Now give me the countersign 1

“ Biir—Me-~Mo,—I declare, | can’t think of
it. Let e see: Me—Po—Fla,—upon my soul,
I maut bave forgotten it.”

Vincent seemed to be exerting himaelf to the
utmoxi to call to mind the talismanic word,

“[’s no-use,” he continaed. * You'll have to
call the offiver of the guard, He will know me.”
4 Can’t call ro officer now,” blunily returned
the solilier. * You had better try to think of the
countersign.”
“I teil you it's of no use. Colonel Lestie
gwve me the word bimself, but it’s gone from me
now as sure as fate. You'd hetter call your
lieutenant or sergy ant, or something, and Fl—"
- “ Lwll yon 'swont wors. }f you haint got the
conntersign vou must just-consider yourself my
. prisgnér—that's all."”
** Vers well. Jnsr. tell ‘mewhere I must go
and 1’ follow.”
an Vincent apoke the roldier b: ought his mus
ket o his shoulder.  This was the movement om
. hero had been watching for, and, with » sudden

He picked it up, but, instead.
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hound, he leaped forward and struck the sentry
upon the side of the head with the butt of his
pistol.  The blow was struck with alt the young
man’s might, end the unsnepecting soldier sank
upon the pavement like & desd man. Vincent
atopped not to see what were likely to be the ul-
timate effects of hia blow, but, at the top of his
epecd, he started off up North street. '
For along distance he travelled on without
coming acrose another sentry, and also without
seeing eny signs of a place where he might find
lodgings. He naturally supposed that the further
he kepr from the wharves the less would be the
danger of meeting senrinels, and in the end it
secmed he was right, for he gained the head of
Union Street without meeting any more of them.
Here Vincent stopped & while to think. He was
well acquainted with an old man, named Fallon,
who kept an ion in Lindail’s Lane, not far from
the head of Long Wharf He had stopped with
the old man often when he had been in Boston,

times past, and he knaw that his heart was in

the right place.

Our hero wag not long in making up his mind
that he would rerk old Fallon, and, juat as the
town clock straek the hour of wo, he started
down Dlock Square and entered Merchant's
Row. He passéd two sentries on his way, but,
under cover of the darkness, he escaped them,
and, at length, he had crosved King Btieit in
safsty.  He had just entered Mackerel Lane
{now Kilhy Bueet), when he was etartled by the
sound of voices ahead of ‘him. Directly upon
his right hand ha could -dis'ingnish’ an onlet of
some deseription, and into this he carefalty rurn.
ed " He found it to be a sort of narrow salied,

‘{ and, ns'he falt his way in, he diseovered that it

was partly full of wood. By the time he had
gained what he thought a place of safety, the
voiees which he had heard had come to the en-
trance of the shed, and Vinceni was not alittle
andasy upon finding that he was likely to have
visitors, for he knew that some one was entering,
But he oid not give & sonnd that could indicute
his presence, He crowd: d himaelf a8 far out of
the way as porsib'e, and, having camtionsly
cocked one of his pistols, he awsited the result
of thie unlooked for companion: hip.




-CHAPTER XXL

THE ASSABSING,

Lt

VixcenT GraY had boen crouched awayin
his place of concealment some five minntes.
During this time he had made up his mind that
the fallows who had come into the shed were not
after him, but that they had come in for some
purposs of their own. He judged that thers were
only two of them, for ho could just distinguish
the outlines of their forms against the open space
in front of .tha shed.

¢ —gh,” uttered one of the men, in a low tone,
but yet lond enough for Vincent to distinetly
hear, “you muet be meful now.” We must do
the thing to-night, if ever.”

¢ Yeg,” returned his compsnion, *“and that
must be soon, too, for it sirikes me that *twont
be a great while before daylight.”

# No,” resumed the first.speaker; “but then
he'll be sure to be along before that time.”

There was & silence of some minutes, during
which both the men occasionally peered ont into
tha alley.

“] hope you haven’t made a blunder now,””.
at length said he who had before been the second
to apeak. 4

#Blunder! What d’ yo mean ?"’

“ Why s’pose 'n he shounldn’t come along here,
after all 1

«Q, I know he will. Isaw him go into Ad-

mwiral Graves's house, up in Cow Ltme, and T
know he’ll come back this way. This is the-way-

he went, and, it's the nearest for him.”

“ Spems to me this is & curus time for him to .

go and see the admiral ¥

¢ Not a bit of. it. .0ld Graves has been down.

in the harbor and didn’t get back #ill nearly mid-

night; and the young chap’s business was kind .

of pressing. You see while I was under the win-
dow I heard something of his busmess, go I
know just how 1o act.”

““'Well, now X should just like to know whaf.

you heard. Don’t be keeping everyl:hmg to -

yourself.”’
“ Rasy, Darby. Of course I couldn’t tell you
out in the open street. But, you see, I heard

just enongh to let me know that he’d gone ap

to the admiral’s to get him to put & stop to old
Trevett’s leaving the town., Hark! what noise
was that ¥ ‘

“T didn't hear ne noise.”

«But I did, I heard spmebody move in here”.

« (3, that must have been me. I trod ona
stick of wood. Doen’t be scared at nothing.”

“] aint easily scared, Darby; but I shouldn’t
like to be ketched in this business.”

+ Neither ghounld I but old Trevett’s gold—"

“ There’s that noise again1” nttered the first
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spesker. By the cross, Darby, there’s some-

hody here,’*

“ I tell you I don’t believe 1! »

“Well, I'll look, any way. You keep watch
hers, and T'll sake & survey in amongst the wood
thera.”

Vincent heard the fellow poking in amongst
the wood ; but he grasped his pistol firmly and
remained perfoetly quiet. Upon hearing the
name of Trevets he had made an involuntary
movement, for it had startled bimi ; aad now he
began to collect his thoughts, and, even while the
rmfan was hunting abont smong the wood, be

took time to reflect upon what he had heard..

He had no fear of itie two fellows who had come
into the shed, for he had every advantage over
them ; but yet he did not wish to be discovered,
and for this he had two weighty rensons. Inthe
first place, though he might easily defond him
self with his pistols, yet they wonld expose him
10 & chance of publicity which he did not covet ;
and, secondly, he wished to know the result of
the inténtions of his two invisible companions.
"This last thought had the most weight upen his
mind, and, if for nothing else, he would have
risked o great deal for satisfaction on that point.
He had heard encugh to satisfy him that these
men wers about to do some job for Mr. Trevett,
and, of course, he thought it must be Micah
Trovett. Is it a wonder that his mind shonld
ron on to & second person—and thas that second
person should be Fdward Thayer? At least,
that was the course which his mind took, and he
was overwhelmed with anxiety. The whole
affair wag strenge, very strange, and even now
Vincent. fancied that he conld see a wonderful
providence in the results of his adventure -that
hed thus-far crowded upon him,

For two or three minutes the fellow, who had
thought to search out the oceasion of the noise
he had heard, groped his way around amongst
the wood, but he did not come near the spot
where owr hero was ensconced.. He was feeling
his way out o the extreme corner of the shed

when, by some mishap, be contrived to overturn |

a pile of wood, and, as it came rattling down, he
started back towards the entrance.

“There, I should think yow'd hunted about
enoungh,” growled the man who had remained on
the watch.

The other applied rather an indelicate epithet
10 the unfortunate wood pile, and, at the same
time, he stooped as if to rab his ankle, He had
bnt just commenced this last movement when

he was aroused by a quick exclamation from his
companion.

. “Hist! Here comes somebody. It musl;be
him.”

“ Hal—so it i, Steady now, Darhy. We
mustn’t miss a stroke,”

“ But s'pose °n it shonldn’t be him "' suggest-
ed Darby.

“It must be him. But I've thought of a way
to make sure. As soon as ho comes along yom
meke a groaning mnoise, a8 though you were in
pain. Groan in.real good earnest, now, and
he'll be sure to stop. As soon as I hear hia
voice I shall know him.” .

“ Wonderful,” uttered Darby. “TU com-
mence now."”

And, therefore, the follow commenced so
groan right lustily. He did it in the most ago-
nizing style, and it bad the desived effect. The *
pedostrian gradually approached the spot, and,
ag he came nearer, the ruffian renewed the pite-
oud moaning with extra zeel. It had now be.
come g0 light that objects could be seen in out-
line quite plainly. Vincent could see ihe forms
of his two companions, and he ¢ould also see
out into the street. He could hear the footsteps
of the coming men, and his nerves were sirung
for the conflict in which he was dotermined te
engage.

* Now mind, Darby,” whispered he who seem-
ed to be spokesman, ¢ we must do the work-with
our daggers. As soon a5 I am sure of the man
T’ll strike, and you must follow suit. We muste’i

«cry out to give any alarm. —sh! TLook sharp

now "

As the pedestrian reached the eutrauee to the
shed, he stopped.

“ What's the matter here?” ho asked, while
Darby still kept up his groaning,

In an instant Vincent recognized the voiop of
Edward Thayer. He had carefully possessed
himself of a stont billet of wood, and, without
wziting to hear Darby’s answer, he sprang from
the place where he had been concealed.

. Vincent had had his eye from the firét npon
tha head of the ruffian who was to strike firsg,
and upon that head his club was gimed. He
struck with all his might, and the fellow gank
upon the pavement without a groan. Darby
started up, but he was too late to use the dagger
which he had drawn, for our hero had marked
him, end the ponderond club came crashing
down upen his head. Both those blows “had
been -studied npon—the patrigi captain hdd
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eonnted vpon them with & certainty; his cye
hed been true, and his nerves steady ; and those
two blows had been just such ones as a butcher
gives when he settles his axe upon the massy
brow of the stout ox.

“Edward! BEdward ! crled our hero, step-
ping over the forms of the two prostrate men.

* Just Heaven !’ ejaculated Thayer—for he it
was. " Who are you ¥

" You know Vincent Gray.”

. Yes— yes; but this pcens, What means it?
Vincent—is it really yon

*Tt'is, most certainly ” o

Edward Thaycr seemed, at fivst, inclined to
doabt the evidence of lds own senses; but he
soon convineed himself that he was, indeed, in
the presence of his friend:

*“You sro indeed Vincent,” ha exclaimed, at
the same time extending his hand. * But what
means all this 7"’

In as few words as possible our hero related
all the circumsiances, from the time of his Ieav-
fng the brigantine, at Swampscott, wp to the
present moment, "

“ Then this i3 some of Trevett's work,” ut-
tered Thayer, after Vincent had concluded. 0,
what a villain that man mnst be )’

“8ohe is Edward. Sobeis. Buthiscourss

I well nigh yon. I think we have him now—
that is, if he's to be found,”

0, I know where to find him,” returned
Thayer. . )

“Then,” resumed Vincent, * he is at the end
of his race. But we must look afier these two
fellows here. Let na go around to Fallon’s inn
and get a lantern, VI trust the old man.”

Withont hesitation, Thayer accompanied his
friend arcund to Lindall’s Lane, where they
eaily found the inn.  There was a light burning
in the bar-room, and, npon entering, they fotund

" that the old man had just srisen. The matter
was quickly explained to him—or, at least, so
much of it 29 was thovght necsssary, and he waa

" requested to furnish a lantern. '

 Eh—Vinrent—"" '

#_h 1 interrupted our hero, as he saw that
the jolly old publican had recognized himx. *“1
hope I may trust yon.” :

* Trust me!—that you may. Iknow you—
I know what you bave bien up to. 1 know
you've trod ou the king’s eorns most anmerci-
fully, and I love you for it, my boy. Trust

me !’ egain repented Fallon,.ina low tone, but.

yet wish the decpest, truest energy, “ my soul,

when & patriot mayn’t trust old Bob Fallon,
then I hope 1 may be buried in one of my own
wine vats, that’s alt 1"’

“0, T believe you,” said Vincent, as he re-

speak my name in the hearing of 1he royalists.”

“Dpn’t be alarmed on that account. Bat
come—I'll light my lantern, and in the mean-
time, you just try the virtue of that fellow.”

Fallon pulled a black bottle out from a dis-

tant corner as he spoke, and set it bufore our
hero. . '
* That T keeps for parlicular friends,” resumed
the old man, as he pricked up the wick of the
lantern-lamp. “ If you've been out all night it'lt
do you good.” :

Both our hero and Hdward £1t in the, mood
for u slighs ssimulis, and they partook sparing-
ly, of the wine—for wine it was, and of the
pure vintage, too, By this time Fullon was
ready, and together the three set out for the
scene of the adventure. '

“ Here they be, still as mice,” said the old
pablican, as he came up to the spot and held his
fantern down, * And British soldiers, tco. Wake
up, here, you bleody thieves I’

“Is it possible you have killed them, Vin-
cent ¥’ uttered Thayer, seeing that neither of
them moved heneath Hallon’s exertions.

“Purhaps I did,” returped Vineent. I
struck with all my power.” - -

“ They're dead, as sure as fate,” saild the inn-

ed in like rotten pumpking. - No wonder they
died.” B
“What is to be done?" queried our hero,

might be,

“ Leave that with mse,” retarned Edward.
“1 am intimae with General Gage, and I will
take the wholé of thiz upon my shoulders.
Yoo shail not appear in it at all. "Ab soon as
it is farly daytight I will lodge the proper inc
telligence at the gnard house.” --

Vincent thanked his fiiend for this, and,
shortly atterwards, the trie returned to the inn,
where Fallon proceeded to build a fire, intima-
vag, as he did so, that hi- two frienda shonid
sson have =omething. substantial for the benefit
of their ** inner man.”

“Now Edwsard,” said our hero. while Boni-
face was out, “we must have Treveitin oar
power us soon a9 possinle. I know something

of his attempts to lenve the town, and I fear he

turned the warm grasp of the old mun, “Don't-

“having lighted a lamp, the kind hostled the

keeper. *Uracious? their heads are both smash- - trembling hands, Edward opened the package.

atill a litde anxions ag to what the final resnit
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may accomplish his otject if we 'do not move
wpon him at once. Do you know whers to find
him % '

“Xes; T know the very house he occupies. 1
Jearned of it yesterdsy. Yes, we will find him ;
we will crush him ; but, Vincent, alas] I have
Tost much that I may need in the work.”

““ What is it you have lost, Edward +*

“ Papers—documents. 'They were in—"

‘“An oaken box,"” interrupted our hero. A
box bound with brass, and bearing your name
upon a silver plate on the top **)

* Yes, yes,” uttered Thager.

“ Then rest you easy on that score.”

“But you do not mesn that you have the
box 2 '

“Not with me; but I have all the papers,
safe, hers in my pocket.”

*‘Heaven bless you, Vincent! Get a light—
let’s have a room by ourselves. Safe-—safe did
you say? O, ‘

A{ this moment Fallon returned. Vincent
requested a private room for a short time, and,

way to one of his back rooms—a emall, out.
of-the-way place, where private meals weresome-
times served.

After he had gone and left them alone they
sat down by the table, and then Viacent drew
the papers from his pocket. They were care-
fally‘Med np in an oileloth covering, and, with

“ Where—how did yon get them 1" ho asked,
as he threw off the atring.

Vincent told the story of their recovery, and,
when he had finished, Fdward ran his cyes over
them. |

* Are they all there ?” asked onr hero.

“ Yea— all,”” whispered Thayer. * They are
all‘here. (God be praised ¥

“And you must not blame me that I read
some of them,” continued Vincent, * for I only
sought light to guide me in the way ¥ should
operate with them.”

“ Then you know their sacret 4 said Edward,
with a twinkling eye.

*Yes; Icould not helpit. Iwould not have

done it, but—""
“ Tut, tut, my dear Vincent. You did por-
foctly right—or so near right, at all events, thad
I shall bless you for it while I live. Now let's
to breakfast.”

“And then to Micah Trevett’s,” added onr
hero, .

“ Not quite. * I must see to the two villaing in
the wood-house, first. ‘They must be leoked to.™
I am almost sorry T killed them ; but "twas
their own fantt *

- *Twas a blessing to the world that they
died,” said Edward “so think no mors of i,
Come, let’s hasten, now. The sun ig rising.
O, these papers make ms strong once more I

-’;}s.‘.};hg';
i




CHAPTER XXIL

DAWN OF RBETRIBUTION.

THE sun was j;mt peeping up over the blue |

watera of the bny when Mivah Trevett bad fin-
iehed dressing himself. His face was very pale,
and his whole frame trembled violently. His
features, now that théy are seen by daylizht, be.
tray an unusosal sharpness, and the brow has
grown lower, and the furrows are multiplied and
deeper Even the hair has grown whiter, and the
tong locks quiver with the agitation of the body
almost as though they were swept by the wind
He gazed nervomsly about the room when he
had clothed himself. He heard a noise in the
atreat, and he looked out at his window. He saw
men and boys hurrying slong—all anxious to
make the bost of their way, He thought some
of them looked up at his window, and he drew
tremblingly back.

Poor mau! His cup of bitterness was well
nigh full—aund its flood was poison, too. He
had filled it himself. Drop by drop had he let
in the soul-searing tide, and now, while it trem-
Med near the’ brim, seeming every moment to
overrnn, he only sought to let in snother flood
to swell the slready accumulated sea of con-
demnation. His heart was not softened; his
soul was not moved by even a thought of repent-
ance. It was only bitterness that was in hig life-
cup, and, in his heart, he still held the demon
that bad lured him from the first.

He heard footsteps below, and, being satisfied

that his hostess had arisen, he palled at the tat-.

tered bell-cord that hung in one corner of, the
room. The sumwmons was scon snswered by
Pame Lambert herself. She was a portly wo-

man, many years pact the bloom of life, posses-

ging a fair share of good nature, and "seeming
not over-scrupulows in matters of order and
cleaniiness.

“Now, Dame Lambert,” said the old man
“haste thee with my breakfast as speedsly 88
may be.” »

“ As soon as I can fetch my water a bilin’*

‘raturned the dame,

« By the way, what was all this noise about in
the street

“* Why, sir,” said sha, opening her eyes very

widely, * there waa a hovrid murder last night.”

« Ha " uttered Trevett, while & gleam of ftend-
ish exultation shot athwart his face Where
wes it ¥ "

« Down in Mack’rel Lane, I believe. O,"what
horrid works ! ’

“Yes, yes, dame, it is hombla. I ﬁope the .

villains may be apprehended.” '

“ 8o do I, sir. Ah, me, these are terrible
times. Nobody aint safe now. How I ahmﬂd
like to see the murderers hung.” *
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. *“ Alandable wish, dame—very,” said Trevett,
with & slight twitching of the facial muscles.
8o you are sure it was & downright murder (i

“ O yes, sir.’

*And do they know the young man's name?”

* What young man ?”

“ Why, the one that was murdercd, to be sure.”

0, Lord bless you, sir, *twant no young man.
*Twas & couple of aoldicrs ’at was murdered

“Boldiers! Two soldiers!”” gasped the old
man. “0, no, you mtstake——you heard - it
wrong. No, o, no ,—perhaps twa soldiers did the
murder ¥

“X tefll you, sir, I heard the news direct, It
was two soldiers ‘at was killed, Old MacNeal
just come down by here from his rope-yard, an’
he had been an’ssen the bodies. One of the
soldiers, he said, was Darby, and t’other was
Mike Fiuch. But, less my soul, sir, you needn’t
be so frightened Nobody wont kil youw”

“I am not afraid of that,” uttered Trevets,
struggling with his emotion. * But it always
affects me thus ta hear of murder. There~go
and get our breakfast, and bring it here to my
reom.”

« Two so'diers 1" groaned Micah Trevett, after
he was left alons. (), Heaven! if the fates be
against me now! Buat no—I'll bear np Bgainst
them! They shall not overcoms me! Mike
and Darby both dead! The youngster must
bear & charmed life! This is the third {ime—
and yet he lives!1” ‘

Thus was the old man mirmaring to himself
when Olivie entered the room; and, glmost at
the same moment, Dame Lambert appeared
with a waiter, upon which were coffee and tgast.

“Bet it down, dame,” said Travett. “find
now go and watch below, You koow I pay yon

-well for your trouble.”

“0 yes, sir; most excellently well,” rephed
the woman, with a sparkling e; e~—for phe thought
of goldén guineas.

-*“ Then . look you wel! to the door. Allaw no
one to enter till I am gona. If any one comas—

if they ask for me—tell them that I am . gone— | .

that youir housa is empty Tell them that Lam
gone tp—to—Boxbury. Tell them I wont sway
secretly—in the night—last night; that—I—I
was afraid to stay here. Mind and tell them
that. Be sure that you make them believe that

- I am gone.”

“ Yes siry hesitatingly returned” the ,hostess,
gazing with wonder into the termr—wrought fea.
tures of the old man. ¢ Yes, sir. But qhall

I tell them that you was afiuid to stay herg?’

“Yes, yes; for then they will think more sure-
ly T am gona.”.

Dame Lambert cast a long, searching Fook
upon her guest, and then she left the room.
After she had gone, Micah Treveit poured him
out a cup of coffee and drank it. .After this ke
sat down by the table and drew a piece of toaat
apon his plate. Olivia watched him with anx-
ious glances, and one.might have seen, from the
marks npon her conntgnance, that she wes mov-
ed by something more than a mote sottled mel-
ancholy.

“Wather,” ghe timidly said, ““I heard Mrs
Lambert speak of a murder.”

*“Yes,” reimrned the old man, trying to be
calm, * she did spesk of it., It seems two sol-
diers were murdered last night.”

“'Were they the same that were hera 1

The gir) seemed to have asked this question
instinctively. She did not, surely, call to mind
all the bearings of the thing, or she would not
have asked it.

“The same thet were here!” repeated Trev-
ett, in a low whisper, at the same. time turning
pale. *“What do you mean ¥

Olivia hesitated ; but she found that she had
commenced, und she determined now to carry it
through .Bhe had a terrible suspicion—a sus-
picion that had been gmduafly creeping over her
mmﬂ—that her father was & guilty man; that
some grest crime hung upon hig soul. All his
movements wnded to strengthen her in this opin-
fon, and she cbred not now how soon she knew
the whola trath, It might be dreadful to her; it
rmghh cmah her already bleeding heart; but she
wished to know the truth. She felt a spirit of
buldness too, ¢reep over her soul—for the very
wo;'sv, she conld have to feer-was a knowledge of
the truth she suspected. Aas for her father, she
felt that, let bis }meh roach ag high as it would,
he could ‘herm ;}er no. miore. He could not
heap more sufferiig upon hér head then she
alrondy byre. :

“ What meap you, girl, by that queltlou ™
repeated the old-man.

"1 meant to ask you if thosa two soldiers, who
hnve been murdered, wera the samo that were
here with you mgl;t. before last.”

“Ha!  How know you that I had two goldiers
here 3" uttered Trevett, droppmg the piges of
tosst he had taken upon hig fork, aqd ‘gazing
sharp ly into the face of the girl,

"l licard them here,” calmly rephed Olwm
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" Ay—yon may ha.ve hQer them—but did
you see them "

“ Yos.”

“ Iow "

“1 looked through the little window, in my
room, when they were going out,”

“And did yom hear what we said? Did you
know their business here? Speak—speak, girl,
or by the—"

Olivia uttered a quick cry as her father canght.

. her by the arm, and, in spite of bher resolution,
ghe was fright med by his terrible look.

“ No—no," she gasped, I heard nothing.”

“Not & syllable? Beware! Did you not
hear a word 2"’ :

*No, mo. I only saw that they were two sol-
diers.”

“Well,” whispered the old man, letting go
the poor pirl's arm, and sinking back into his
chair, *they were the two who have been mur-
dered. But why do you look at me o sharpiy?
Why do your eyes burn so? I had nothing to
do with their death. Turn away that gaze!
Look not at me 5o 1

Olivia was awe-struck by the sudden change
which came over her father. He looked at her
ag if he were affrighted, and his eyes were set
and glassy,

1 had nothing to do with the murder, I tell
¥ou,” he continued. * By Heaven! there's not
a drop of blood upon myhands! See—see—
are they not white and clean? They would be
red and gory if there were blood upon them 1"

Olivia shrank sway from the wild light that
gleamed in the »ld man’s eyes, and a cold shud-
der ran through her frame—for she saw that his
mind was wandering. But he soon -regained
himgyelf, and, for some time, he sat with his brow
reating upon his hands. At length he started up
from his seat and gazed about him.

* Come,” ho said, speaking quietly,  we must
prepare to leave this place. now, I have dis-
guises prepared, Here is & suit of boy’s cloth-
ing for you, This old woman’s gown will hide
mﬂ.” .

“What! and must we leave hero in such a
shape " murmared Olivia.

* Yea; any shape, so that we' may get away
in safety. Come, & vessel sails to-day, and a
passage is engaged for an old woman and her
son. Letus once get beyond the confines of the
colonies, and we may be safe.” -

“8afe from what?” asked the ma.lden, in a
low voice.

“ Ask me no more questions, but dress your-
gelf.”?

Micah Trevett shuddered when his child ask-

ed that question  but he mastered the emotion,
and, having given his answer, he turned towards

& bundle that lay apon a chair near him, and

proceeded to untie it. First he took out an old
woolen gown, and . then a black silk hood and

shawl., He had just laid these upon the table,

when he was stertled by an ouicry from Dame
Lambert. He started up from his g¢ccopa‘ion;
but, before he had thought of going to the door,
he heard the sound of fuotsteps npon the_stairs.
They were too heavy for the steps of his Fostess.

He sprang forward to lock the door, but he was,

too late, Tt 'was opened before he could reach
it, and Vincent Gray entered the room.

The young patriot captain stood for a moment
without speaking. He pazed upon Olivia, and
4 shade of anguish swept across his features as

he saw how pale she looked. She had started

from her seat; and her hand was pressed hard
upon her brow.

“ Olivia,” pronounced our hero, in a tremblmg
voice. “ Qlivia, | have come to save you.”

The fair girl took a step forward, and then
stopped. Vincent saw why she hamtabed and
he moved quickly to her side..

# Fear not,”” he said, as he caught ber hand'

and pressed it to his lips. ¢ Fear not, dear girl,
for 1 have come to save you.”

“To save her! villain!" cried Treveit, now
recovering himself, and springing forward.

“DBack ! back! old man,” exclaimed Vincent,
still holding the. maiden by the hend.

“Who are you that orders me back ¥ thun-
derdh the gray-headed man, fnll awakencd to
wrath.

“ One who knows you!” returned Captain Gray,
in & calm, deep tone.

These words were very snnple but they had a
wonderful effect upon Micak Trevett.: He drew

back from the gaze which the young man had -

fixed upon bim, and he shuddered Bat he soon
worked his way batk to the possession of his
AIBUrance.

“ Ay,” ke uttered, with a mad voice, “and I
know yon.. By my soul, your head shall not rest
on your shoulders through another day. ' Yom

shall know what’tis to beard me. Let go the -

villain’s hand, Olivia. Let go, I say 1"

" Hold, sir! Lay but a hand upon this pure
form, and by the Lord that made me, Il level
thee to the dust! Oat, you base murderer !”

; .
)

OLIVIA TREVETT, 77

 Murderer!” cried Olivia, starting back in |
affright. (), do not say that my father is a
murdeer 1"

- Hal hal” rcornfully, bitterly langhed Miesh
Trevett, ' * See now how kindly the pirase-chief-
tain can be. Now, base girl, let go his hand, or
bear the dicadful curse I spoke oncein your ear.
Ha! I see you remember it 1

Olivia did remember that fesrful curse, for she
drew tremblingly back, and shut both her hands
over her face

“ 0, leave me, Vincent—Ileave me,” she groan-
ed. “ Leave me to my fato!”

“Up? up! Olivia,” quickly replied the youth.
“Up to your soul of love and purity I he con-
tinned, again éeizing her by the hand and deaw-

ing her to his_bosom. “ 0, my soul of souls-

my purest, dearest love, there is no more danger
for thee. That base man is not even to be
funred.”

Mlcah Trevett geized a chair and ralsed it

.above his head.. With eyes glaring like coals of

fire he darted upon the young man; but his
blow was of no avail, for Vincens had been on
his guard, and the chair was broken in pieces
upon the floor.

“Back! back! old man,” pronoumea our
hero. ** Here comes one who can make you see
yourself1”. .

Footsteps sounded npon the stairs a3 Vineent
spoke, Mieah Trevett seemed to know their
import, for he shrank back aghsst, and stood
like the condemned awaiting his death-doom !




CHAPTER XXIil.

CONCLUBION.

* An! Vincent, you've,cornered the villain 1”
excluimed Edward, as he came hurrzing into
the room. :

“Yes,” returned our hero.

* Edward Thayer "’ murmured Olivia, gazing
into the face of the new comer.

“No, no, sweet girl,” returned the young
mhn, “J am Edward Thayer no more after
this. Edward Wellington is my name.”

“ Wellington — Wellington,” murmured the
maiden, gazing hard upon him. *Barely, I
remember that pame. O, tell me, sir, what i3 it
that hangs upon my memory,”

*“Out! out!” yelled Micah Trevett, startmg
forward, and wrenchmg the trembling girl from
- the young captain’s embrace. *It's all a lie!
—a bage, fiendish lie! You cannot prove i¢1”

‘ Prove what ' calmly asked the young Eng-
lishman, as Olivia sank into a chair behind the
old man.

“The foul nonsense you have hatched up,”
hissed Trevett.

“ Ay, but I can prove it.”

** No, no—you have no papors—no documents
It’s a lie \—a base lie 1

“I kave the papers, Micah Trevett. I have
them safe. The very ones you stole from me,
and which, in tarn, you lost upea the highway.
God bas giver them into my hands again, sir;

and he has also led you to the brink of the fate
you deserve.” )

The old man sprang to his trunk, and, be-
fore he could be stopped, he had taken there-
from a pistel, which he aimed at the hoad of the
young man who had just spoken; but Vincent
Gray knocked the weapon down, and, with the
same movement, he forced the gray-headed vil-
lain back into & chair.

“0, Mieah Trevett,” spoke Bdward Welling-
ton, dn low, measured- tones, at the same time

shallfig his finger with meaning emphasis, “ how '

low have you fallen! O, where now is all the
ambition that has led you through life! Old
men, I would fain spare you, bat I cannot.”
The old man sank back inte his chair and
groaned aloud, while Vincent Gray turned to
where sat Olivia, and took her hand onee more.
“Do not tremble,” he whispered. * Look
up, deerest. You shall be bappy. :
The fair maiden faintly smiled through her

| tears ; and she seemed struggling to believe that

her lover had spoken the truth.

“Micah Trevett,” eountiumed Edward, atill
standing in front of the old man, *let me tell
you astory. It ie a plain, simple tale and one
with which I am well nequainted. There once
lived in England a wealthy baronet, named
William Wellington. His wifs died and left
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himy with two children—a little boy and an in-
fant danghter. Sir William did not live long
to moura the loss of his wife; and, when he
knew he was dying, he called his college-mate—
a man whom he thought to be his friend—to his

. bedside, and into his hands he gave the whole

of his vast wealth, and his children. Sir William
bade that man to take care of his children, and
when they were of aga to tarn the property over
to them, He left all the documents neces:ary for
the transaction of the business, and so trae did
he think his friend that he gave thein, also, to his
keeping, Shortly afier that Sir William died.”

“Stop ! stop? groaned Trevett.

“Not yet, old man, You mnst hear the whole
now. Not long afier the baronet died the guar-
dian of his children went on & visit to the north
of Seotlend. He had friends and relatives in
Aberdeen, and, while there, the boy-—~the eldest
child—was Jost amid the mountain fastnesses of
the Mar Forest.”

“But that was an accident, O, it was all un-
foreseen !”” gasped the old man. * The boy was
searched for long snd thoroughly. He wasa
wild, unruly child, and he wandered away.”

. “I know all that,” continned Edward. “Buﬁ
the boy was not utterly lost, for the young Lord
Montague found him and took care of him,
The guardisn_returned to Londen, and, shortly
afierwards, he embarked for Americs; and now
he began to laok ‘with longing eyes upon the
wealth he had in charge. He began to hope that,
the boy might be dead, and with the entrance of

"this hope his hears began to harden. Among
“the documents Sir William had left wes one

which pravided that when his daaghter fhuan o
ried, let it be at whaé it age might, h are

" of property should be given wup er. Now,

sir, how ¢id that guardian do hifduty ? He

destroyed all the papers he held’; tanght the child |

that she was his own daught.er; and, finally,
claimed the wealth that was not his, andfused
it for himselfft He hoped that the thing was
lost to other memories but-his own. He hoped
that the boy was dead; that the evidence of his
erime was swept away by the hand of time,
and, at length, he began to flourish as ore of

" the rich men of the colonies. He did not bnow

that the keensighted attorney had kept dapii
cates of the documents he had drawn up for
the baronet; bat ruch was the case, and those
-duplicates full into the hands of Lord Montague,
with whom the son of Sir Willlam still lives.
Search was at once commenced, At the instiga-

‘hostess promised to look

tion of Montague the youth changed his name,
fearing that the name of Weilington wonld fright-
en the game before it could be trapped. Infor-
mation was gained that the false guardian was
in Salem. Montague landed the youth there—
—~and-—and-—you know what has (rapspived
since. You know the murder that has rested in
your heart,”

“0! O groaned the old man,

“ Ah, Micah Treveit, wonder not that I your
heart is heavy. Lock ap at me, sir. 1 am that
boy whom you lost in the forest of Mar; you
are the man to whom Sir William Wellingion
entruated his children and his wealth; and you
—you, Olivia—my own, my dear, my long-lost
sister, God has given—"

Edward Wellington could speak no further.
Tears filled his ¢yes and scbs choked his ntter-
ance. But he sa\w the fair girl who had sprang
to his bosom ; he felt her tears as they fell upon
his cheeks ; he heard her swoet voice it ds called
him **brother,” and, with his arms twined fond-
ly ebout her, he raised his streaming eyes to
heaven.

Olivia drank in tha heaven-sent truth, mor
dwelt there o doubt of all she had heard in her
mind, It was opened to her soul—not altogether
as a thing of new creation, but more as the clear-
ing up of hopes and sspirations that had lain
long bidden in the darkness of the past.

“Micah Trevett, have I not spokeh the
truth T asked Edward.

The old man said ¢ Yes,” and, even as the
word trembled upon his lips, his head fell back-

agd . he rolled from his chair. Vincent
g side aud lifted him up.

s only fainted,” sald onr hero, as he

laid his hund ahove the old man’s heart. * Let
us gend for help at once.”
Dame Lambert waa called; and, very fortu-
hu.tely, she was found close at hand—being sta~
tioned just ontside the door. How long she had
been there was not certain, nor did either of our
friends think to inquire. Trevett wan aesisted
to the bed that Olivis had oconpied, and the
his welfare.

# Now, my dear Vinceut,” said Edward Wel.
lington, after the three were alone, ‘“‘yom must
leave Boston for the present. This case must
go betore 4 legal tribunal, where Olivia and my-
self must both 'appesr; but, of course, you can-
not accompany us. You Lknow that even new
you are not safe. It has leaked out, even now,
that it was not really I who killed the two assed-

i
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sing, Whilst I was in the general’s quarters,
this morning, I obtained a pass for yon under
the pame of Thomas Leavenworth, It will pass
you safely thiough Chavlestown, and from thence
yoll can take yoir own course as it seems best.
You know the rebel ceptain who has captured
a royal hrigantine, and sunk one of his Majesty's
brigs of-war, is not very safe in the heart of the
British camp.”

“I know—1I know,” said Vmcent, * And
yei it seems hard.”

Olivia divined his meaning, and she qmckly
twined her arms about his neck.

“ Glo—go,"” she uttered, ** O, you are not safe
here. It would break my heart if danger were
to come to you now. Go, and be suf:, and,
when the danger is passed, then will we meet
again.”’

" Bless you, sweet girl,” trembled upon the
young man’s lips, as he strained her to his
bosom. *“Yes, I will go, and I shail go hapypy,
for 1 know that vcu love me.”

“ Ay, Vincent; and that nothing can turn that
love from its source. We shall meet again,
soon.” '

Vincent turned towards Edward Wellington.

“You will be careful of her,” he said, in a
choking toune.

“Yes,” warmly returned the happy brother,
“a3 though she were part of my own soul.
“She is yours, Vincent, and I will hold her in
trust for you *

*Then I can ask ne more,” murmured our
hero, * ‘

“ And now you ‘must go, Vincenty
General Gage will soon send here, fo
the ohject ofk#ry visit to this place, 3
there they come now.” '

Vincent Gray snatched one more kiss fiom
the lips of the noble girl he ‘oved; graspedthe
war m hand of her brother; and then, with :%
trembling prayer upon his lips, he turned away
and hastened from the danger that beset him.

The pass that Edward had obtained conduct-
ed our hero safe out of Boston, and, before dark
that night, he waidfhce more on the deck of his
own prond vessel. His step was light, his heart
was strong, and his ecrew knew that he had been
blessed with success. The augury was simple,
but the patriot seamen gathered new courage
from its manifestation.

1t was towards the middie of the afternoon of
8 calm, pleasant day that Edward Wellington
and his lovely sister sat together in their room.

Olivia had regained her wonted vipor,and the
bloom of heuslth was once more upon her cheek,
Edward held in his hand a copy of the ¢ Inde.
pendent Chronicle,” a paper, at that time, pub-
lished in Bo<ton, by Powars & Willis—two men
who did not hesitate. to speak ont manfully on’
the subject of their country’s wrongs.

“He is a brave fellow,” said Edward, as he
handed.the paper to his sister,

“ And a noble one, too,” responded Olivia, a8
she took the sheet and read an ac ount of the
capture of one of the king’s transporis. by the
patriot cruiser, of which Vincent Gray was com-
mander. ‘0, Vincent, I pray that God may
preserve you!"

The maiden trcmbled when she laid the paper
down ; but it was with pridé. It may be that a
fear for her lover's safety crept in wpon her soul;
but it was soon overcome by & sense of his mno-
ble devation 10 his country, and when she ageain
looked up she was happy. '

Edward was just upon the point of speaking
when some one rapped at the door, and, in a mo-
ment afterwards, one of the king’s officers entered.

* 8ir,” he gaid, addressing the young man, “I
have been requested to come to you and bring
the message of a dying man. Micsh Trevett
would see you both—you and your sister

“ Will you go, Olivia ¥ asked Edward. .

0, yes,”"-~she would not trugt herself to say
more. -
Micah Trevett was in the jail. He bad been
tried before a legal trlbunal and been found
guilty of all the things whereof Edward had se-
cusediltim. His wealth, which bad all.been con-
verJgnto money, had been restored to its right-
ful "owners; and, after this, young Wellington
would havﬁ
of justice. They found out hie consection with
the affair that had resuited in the death of Mike
Finch and Darby, and they held him for still an-
other trial, for the erime of murder.

Edward and Olivia were soon resdy to set out,
and they accompanied the officer back to the jail.
Trevett had been removed fiom his eell to one of
the jailor’s private roows, and there the brother
and sister found him. He was npon a.bed, and
seemed to have just awakened from an uneasy
slutnber.

The visitors startéﬁ back with a thrill of hor
ror as they beheld the eyes of the old man fixed
upen them. O, how that man was changed!
He was all faded away into a mere shadow of

bt him go—bnt not so the officers
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his former self, and the decp furrows upon his
brow were all working in agony.

© < Bdward, Olivia,” he said, in a low, husky
voice, “come near me, Do not shrink from
me. Iwill not hurt you. I have just been pray-
ing~—praying thas God' might bless you enough
to make up for all the wrongs I have done you
Come near me-—come.”

The hrother and sister approached the old
man's bedside, Olivia trembled violently, and
her eyes were wet with tears.

“Give me your hand,” whispered the old
man; “and you, Kdward. There,” he contin-
ued, ag he held hoth their hands, *T bave only

‘hoped that I might live to see you both once

more. (), my children, if you could know what
I have suffered ; if yon could know what tor-
tores have rolled over my sonl, | 'know yom
woukd pity me! I meant not at first to he' wick-
ed. 0O, [ did not menn at first to rob you of &
gingle vight : hot the tempter came-—he showed
me gold. and I let him in. Then I had sinned
only in‘thought : bug it was enough to work my
rain. I let the thought remain a tenant of my
soul, and ere long the possession was fost to me
forever - Bu-, it is past] I have been wicked
very wiclud. I have sinncd against you both.
Can you forgive me 7’
" «'With all my hoart;” wmitered Hdward, who
was deeply moved by the old man’s misery.

“ And you, {Mivid—youn, whom [ have wrong-
€& most of all~-can you forgive me ?”

The old man epoke in a very fueble Ione, at.d
his grasp was weakening. o

“ Yos yes—O, yes I murinured the fair g:rl
‘down whose cheeks the warm tears wer
rolling. “ [ do forgive you, and I prayfibm
my very soul that God may do the same for
youl” ‘
“Youdot O,doyou? Do you pray that

" God may forgive me? (), tell me that once

more !” ) ‘

“Yes, yos—I do pray =0, returned Olivia,
almost frizhtened by the sudden and. vehemenr
manner of the old man,

“ then," uttered Trevett, letting go the maid.
en’s hand and sinking bhack wpon his pillow,
] hope that God may prant your prayer.”

“ Amen!” uttered Edward.

The oil man started and opened hiv eyes,
They rested upon the youth, and a gratetul look

, pa,qs-qd over the pallid features.  His Hps moved ;
" the nime «f the Deity dwelt half nitered upon
them Ie locked not so unhappy nas be did

. ;
when the visitors first came; but yot he Jeoked
-| far from happy. Ldward hent over and took his
hand but it was cold and lead-like.

“ Qlivia,” he whispercd, as he turned to his
gister and drew her away, * he is free from alt
earthly tribunals. He is now before that Judge
who holds eternity at his eentence. O, what a
scene is that for him who wonld court the demoa
Sin!  Ah, my sister, 1 wish every soal to whom
the tempter may come could dwcll for a while
upon the ordeal we have just witnessed.”

* * * * K

It was o clear, cold evening in early spring.
The British had evacnated Boston, and the pat-
riot army now held postession of the eity. In
alt quarters there wera glad hearte, and from a
thouwrand bearth-stones tho sung of praise was
going up to heaven. ‘Ths first reat step to-
waids American Liberty had been gained  Idleven
thousand men, all trained to war, and led by ex.
perienced officers, had been drwven out of their
stronghold, and no wonder that American hearts
were strong and hopeful. :

In one of the mensiong, on Trearmouns Street, -
were assembled a select party—hacanse all the
members of it were pariicalarly invited gaests,
and mot brenuse it was compored entirely of
gentility, No, no—Tlor in some of those lurge
drawing rooms we detect the 1ough, havdy forms
of weather beaten seamen ; and their full vojces
ars not hushed through fuar of offending delicate
ears.

8nddenly there was a mngric word given to the
air, and every voice was hushed  1fp through
ong of the large rooms walked » statly fo m.
it was 2 man, yet in the vigor of manhood and
all -hearts best more deeply nas he passed on,
is countenanca wig radiant with joy, and his
smile made all light nbout Lim. When he
reached the head of the room " he stopped. It
was near the spot where stwod Vincent Gray
and Ovivia Wellington.

“ Captain Gray,” said the noble leoking man,
“ T have come to participate in the joy of this
oceasion. 1 would sca you happy, for you de-
-erve it, and your coungry owes itio you. Clome,

I leag to silute your fair bride, and to wish her
hapiiness.”*

in un few hrief moments Vincent and Olivia
were made man and wife ; but yet no murmur
of joy had broken forth from the assembled mal-
timmde. ‘They were awniting the movements of
the man who was just tuking the hand of the
blushis g, trembling bride.
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“Fair lady,” the august person eaid, “I
wish you joy. You have got s noble husband ;
and if he but shows you half the love he has
ghown for his suffering country, you will be
happy indeed. God bless you hoth 1”

“ God bless Georar WastinatoN ! at this
moment eried out Ohadish Durkee, who had
perched his short, thick body upen a high chair
near the centra of the room. ‘

Tt was like a spark of fire set to a magazine of
powder. A hundred glad voices barst simulta-
neously forth into one long, wild shout of joy
and biessing. Washington gazed around upon
the crowd for a moment, and then big tears
rolled -down his cheeks.

‘“ Noble, generous friends,” he said, in a tone
made tremulouns by powerful emotion, “I accept
your gushing heart-gifie. And new, while we
rest for a season upon the happiness that is pres-
ent here, let us gather new strength for the duties
that aweit ns. Remember that we hold the pen
of the future in our hands. The scroll is open,
and we must write. Let us write, in characters
that the world can read and apprecinte, ‘Ameri-
can Independence!’” As Washington ceased
spoaking there was a hushed silenee in that room.
All eyes were turned upon his inspired features.
But the spell was at length broken by Edward
Wellington.

“ Vincent,” he said, grasping his new made
brother by the hand, “ from this time forth I am
a patriot, and my heart and my fortune shall be
pledged in the sacred cause of American Liberty.
God help me to do my duty !

There is no need that we should tell mors of
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that seene, for it was a joy that can only be felt.
Such happy, holy themes will benefit the imagi-
nation. - T C

A few more words, reader, and we have done
with you for thé present. The patriot eruiser
maintained her noble station throngh the whole
of the long war; and it was not until the beils
of liberty had rang their peals through the lant
that Vincent Gray settled down upon the shore
with his fond and lovely wife. "They hed been

husband had falfilled were real treasures to the
noble wife, and their after life was all the brighter
therefor. Edward was settled with them, and
he was still the noble, generous brother.

The crew of the patriot cruiser went into vark
ous callings, though most of them still fellowed
the sem. Durkeds, Powell, and the rest of the
fishermen returned to their homes in Swamps-
coit, all of them alive and well. And Tthemar—
he commanded a noble'ship, owned by Edward
Weilington and Vincent Gray.

There is one more person who deserves cur
notice,—dJonas Poole. He was fortunate enough
to read the warning he hnd before it was too
late to profit by it. He had stood upon the
brink of sin’s dark pit; but, with a strong reso-

better man. The ten .goiden guineas he had
returped to Vincent Gray marked the turn-point
in his life, He was one of those who have lived
to see, by experience, that tree happiness is &
treasure possessed only by those who can draw
it up ont of a pure and virtuous soul. )

THE,

&

END,
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separated some, but the noble duties that the

lution, he had leaped back, and he became a.

.countable ** person to the majority of her lady
-acquaintances, and ‘there were some who did not

Weythouth nevér sppeared to'imagine that opu:

(¥romM aLEASON’S PICTORIAL DRAWING-ROOM COMPANION. ]

BY AUGUSTINE

ACT I
Mes. Lowsss Weynovrs, a, widow of loss
tlhs.n forty, satin her drawingroom, busily en-
gaged in working sn elegaut purse with the
namle—-not of & lover, but of a favorite hephew
and ‘her heir, Frank Weldon, whe was now ab.
sent on his travels, Whilst thus employed, the
fair widow heard stmounced the names of
‘faghionable fomale friends.
Mrs, Louisa Weymonth was a very * unze-

goruple to apply the term *singnlar” to -the
teally ngtnml and womanly character, which
she ‘Hever for & mioment rought to conceal,
Thoungh moving in the first circles of socisty,
and lobked upon as the particular star of what
ever galaxy she might appear in; she was yet 8o
sntinble'in her manners, 5o affable without con-
descension, that it is -nd wonder she became an
objéct of envy and jealousy to many of her fagh-
iouable friends, Extraordinary as it seemed to
g_efera% antiquated maidens and plethoric widows,
ho dnxiously seratinized her overy action, Mrs,
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lence gave her any' peculiar claim to respect, or
that a lovely face could bestow on her any legiti-
mate title to be arrogant. And it was & no-
torious scandal to all the drawing-room and
ten table gossips, within ten squares, that the
“ wanceountable * Mrs, W. had been heard to .
asgert that she considered swoctness of temper
to be one of the most essential ingredients in the
female character, and that & woman should en-
deavor rather to merit the love of her friends,
than to challenge their admiration, The first of
thege propesitions , was gall and wormwood to
Miss Cynthia Tart, who was famons for her sa-
ti_ricall turn ; and the second was rated as sheor
hypocrisy by Mrs. Dorothy Slywink, who always
dressed in satin and wore red ribbons in her hajr.
Nevertheless, Mrs. Louisa Weymouth was not
destitute of either friends or admirers. The °
charme of her person and her gentle manners
irresistibly attracted both joung and old; and
an admirably cultivated understanding and cap.
tivating sprightlinees rendered her, what she
evershrank from being considered, a bellé and

4

a tosst.  Can we wondor, then, that she was al-
most smothered with the kisses of ber two vigi-
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tord, and that they were seeretly hating her with
s most astonishing cordiality ?

#Q, you charming cresture, Louisa, how
sweet you look,” was the first salutation of Mrs,
Mary Crane, accompanied with a most theatrical
‘embrace, and a kiss which sounded like the
crack of & wet leather strap, *“ O, dear me,
how can you shut yourself up in this gleomy
house, when everybody is out on Chestnut
sireet ? I declare, Louisa, you are making a nun

_of yourself.”

Mrs. Mary Crane possessed a remarkably Tong
and not very duliratsly moulded neck, that she
was in the labic of wriggling in imitation of n
awan. She wore corkserew curls, which pre-
gented a dry appearance, though her hair.dresser
will stake his word that he oils them every night
and sends them home moist. She was guite s

. tall Tady, was this Mrs. C., and kept afull length
picture of June in her dressing.chamber. To
my certain knowledge (my informant is Miss
Cynihia Turt) three filles des chombres were dis
charged from her sorvice for presuming to make |
invidious comparisons between their mistress and
the goddess. Mrs, Mary C. affected gay spirits
at times ; in fact, she fluctnated between the
characters of Juuo, Di Vernon, and Lady Gay
Spanker.

“ You shan't have our desr Mrs. Weymouth

all to yourself,” ~xelaimed the other visitor, in
_an exceedingly thinand watery tone, as if there
were very little room in the lungs to manufac-
tare avoice, ‘This speaker was asmall, delicate
croature, wi h lackaduisical eyes and an ominous

Iy sharp nose, There was a continual melan- |

choly expression upon her face, for an expl.mn
tion of which she referred to ** early trials,” and
ghe soidom smiled, on account of having bad
tecth,

Mrs. Weymouth, with some difficulty, extricat
¢d heraclf from the overpowering caresses of Ler
two friends, and prevailed upon them to he
geated. But they had so mach to say about the
transpareney of their dear Louira’s complexion,
and the brightness of her ¢yes, thut' the poor
woman searcely knew whether to lawgh or be
angry at their pertinacious flastery, !

 But have yon heard the news 2 at last asked
Mrs. Mary Crane, with a mysterious toss of her
head. * Mark Jonrson ha~ failed, and will have
to give up everything to his creditors.”’

s {am deeply sorry fo hear that, for I have
always ccteem ¢ Mr. Joneson,” remarked Mrs.

and h]s wife and daughter are truly amiable
women

“ (), as forthat pa.rt of it,” rejoined the sma]l
lady, who rejoiced in the maidenty appellation of
Miss Augusia Bridle, “some folks think differ-
ently. For my part I never liked Mrs, Joneson's
ways, She was always too haughty and con-
fident to please me; and the daughter was ‘her
perfect counterpart. Pride must have & fall. ”

“ [ have always considered Mrs Joneson and
her daughter as models of the tmelady,” qmet-
ly answered Mrs, Weymouth,

“ (), Louisa, you aro so strange: you speak
well of every one, no matter how they eonduct
themselves.”

# 1 have no right to judge’ others, Augnsta;
but, in‘this case, I should do myse't’ injustice if -
I did not speak miy opinion ns regards Mrs. .
Joneson. A more amiable, well bred, and per-
feetly lady-like women 1 never mit; and her
dauzhter, as you say, is her counterpart.”
«Well, there’s o accounting for vastes, dear
Touisa,” said Mrs, Mary Crane, vith o twirl of
her neck, * You think everybody gpood—that’s
youronly faalt ; but, proud or not, Murs. Joneson
and her daughter must come down pretey low
now. I hear that the sheriff is to scil wll their
furniture on Monday.”

« Al their magnificent sofas, couchca and mir-
rors,” chimed Miss Bridle.

“ And paintinps, and carpets, and wrtams,
continued Mrs. Crane,

« And the carriage and horses,"” proceeded
Miss Bridle,

# You must have been reading tho mventorg,
ladics,” snid Mrs. Weymouth, with a sraile.
«#$ut, serionsly, is it 80 bad as this ?”

“ WWhy, he's over head and cars in debt,” ex-
claimed Mrs Crane. .

 And can’t poy one half,” snid Bridle.

“f regret this, very much,” unswered Mrs,
Weymouth, with a sigh.

« What! is it true, then—that wory?" cried
Mrs. Crane, lifing bor hands and ey«s in unison
with & toss of her neck.

“ Yeu, dear Louisa—is it true ? " ¢choed Mlsu
B:idle. .

«I am reslly at a loss to di-ine your mean-
ing, ladies,” said Mrs. Weymouth,

“ Why — don't you know? Heport saye that
your nephew, Trank, was—not guite, bag slmost
—enguged to Lucy Joneson.”

“1 am sure,” interposed Miss Dridle, . “X

Weywmouth, * He is an honest, npright msn, heard they were to be married, and- that the

» said Mra. Crane..  Your nephew, we all know,

Jjority of thase who, by rash speculations, have
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‘wedding-day was to be fixed as soon as Frank ure, and the “winding up* of his affairs often

returns from Europe.”
“But, do- tell us, dear Louisa,” cried -Mrs.

Crane, wriggling,—“is it so 7 Was Frankreal
Iy paying her attention

enables him to Tetire into comfortable privacy
at the expense of halfpaid ereditors. But Mr.
Mark Joneson was a strictly Lonest man, and
chose rather, by = timely sacrifice, to preserve

“Lthink it very likely,” replied Mrs. Woy- | his unspotted name, than to make use of any of

mouth, guietly.
“Indeed! But, of course, it will, be broken
. up now 2"
‘I really do not knéWw.”
“Why, TLouisa—don’t know! Why, Miss
Joneson is penniless now. -Her father is com-
pletely ruined, and will néver liftup his head
again in the city, my husband says. I shouldn’t
wonder if Lucy Joneson goes into a store.”
“ Or becomes a senmsiress,” said Miss Bridle.
“Not if Frank should marry her, cortainly,”
_ remarked Mrs. Weymouth, with a smile.
#0Q, now I can see you are jesting, T.ouidn,”

will have a fortune, and can marry any girl he
pleases. There’s not mach danger of his throw-
img himself away.”

“ No, indeed,” echoed Miss Bridle, with an eye
to the matrimonial future,

“* Ladies, I entlrely agree with 3 yuu, * said Mrs
Weymouth; “my néphew, while I have in-
fluence over him, shall not throw himself away.”

“ Very right, Lotisa,” rejoined Mrs. Crane,
encouragingly,

“ Perfectly,”” acquiesced Miss Bndle

Aund then, with a brace of explosive kisses,
and two sentimental embraces, the agreenble
visitors concluded their “call,” and migrated
olsewhere, with their morning budget of the
latost scandal.

ACT II

About the same hour of the mornmg in which
the above-mentioned call was in operation, a
-very different and busier scene was presented at
the house of Mark Joneson, late a thriving mer-
chani and respected citizen, who, by a series of
calamities and unfortunate speculations, had been
involved in pecuniary liabilities, from which he

cou' d extricete himself only by the surrender of
his entire worldlyj possessions. And this he re-
solved to do.’

Such a resolution appears ,{and-we regrat to
say so) rather foreign to the custom of & ma-

plunged themsslves headiong into dificulties.

It is much oftener the case that & bankrupt is{

by far the Ilghtest sufferer through his own fail-

the thousand shifts Dby which bankruptey is
averted to the last moment, only to bring widey
-ruin to all concerned. Consequently, on this
morning, the spacious house of Mr, Joneson,—
excepting the private family apartments,-—was
the scene of great bustle and confusion, ocea-
sioned by the presence of the sheriff and his as-
sistants, engaged in making an inventory of sl
the goods, chattels and appurbena.nces of the
merchant,

This ceremony of selzure might, and would
probably, have been dispensed with, as there was
no one among the bankrypt creditors whe did
not respect his misfortunes, and really sympa-
thize {malgre their own pockets) with Lis revers-
ed position. But he had made up his mind to
the surrender of everything ; resolved to pay, if
possibile, every dollar on the hundred of all his
linbililies. Therefors ‘when those, in whose
hands was his legal business, would have avoid-
od the sale of his dwelling and furniture, Mark
Joneson said “ Go on; the furniture and house
are unsuited to my nltered fortunes. They must
be sold at any rate; so lei thern be sold for the
benefit of my credltors »

'Under this view of the case, the sheriff and
his aids made short work of the schedule of goods
and chattels. * Sofg No. 1,” and ¢ Mirror No.
2,” were chronicled with due exactitude ; and

-| when the family sat down that day to dinner,

it was with the comfortable consciousness that
they wero resting on other people’s chairs, and
dining off other people’s table, plates, and dishes.
Mrs. Joneson’s usually placid fuce began séon
1o wear 4n anaious, care-worn expression ; -and
Lucy, her daughter, grow suddeoly, from a light
bearted, laughing girl, into & quiet, serions wo-
man. But this was only in each other’s com-
pany ; for when at evening the hushind and
father-came wearied and feeblo from his count
ing-house, the smiles of wife and daughter weye
bright as ever to welcome him ;‘and the ruined
merchent, clasping them to his heart, murmared '
to himself : “ I have lest a fortune, but I have
still great wealth left, of which none can de-

prive me.”

Nearly a week passed, and the merchant's

wife, it could be noticed, grew thhmer and

6
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Lucy Joncson lost the rose from her cheek. At
length Monday artive@—the day when they
“should, indeed, huve mo part in their prosent
homa ; when the hammer of the auctioneer would
mingle with the striving voices of purchasers,
eager to seatter and scparats forever all these
hoasehold and familiar objects of her love. And
not with sympathy or pity came the Cranes and
the Bridles to the sheriff’s sale, to dispute for
articles of vertu, and contest the possession of
rare paintinge and works of art. It was more
with the eruel satisfection of selfish natures, de-
lighting fo the misfortunes of these whose vir-
tnes they arc forced to -respect, but know not
hew to emulate, And yet the Junomic Mrs.
Crane, and the spirituelle Miss Bridle were lond
itr their condolence, as they purchesed a beautiful
vese and a magnificent mirror at precisely one
third of the real worth ; they were loud in their
sondolence, although, as Mrs. Crane observed,
and Miss Bridle echoed,—* If people will be'ex-
wnvegant, why—they've nobody to blame bug
themselves.” ’

The sale was st last over. The various™ lots
snd picces of superb furniture were marked and
ticketed with the names of their yeypective pur-
chasers. Rolls of carpets, and piles of tables,
.and groups of chaira, occupied the large dining-
room, where the auctioneer had expetiated upon
their merita and saerifice, The chandelier’s pen-
dants were wrapped in tissue paper, and the

- mairrors- deposited between thin boards. Hvery-
thing about the honse denoted the fact that Mr.
Joneson’s establishment was ** broken up.”

But 1o one who might have looked in upon
the little group, surrounding the tea table upon’
the evening of that oventful day, would have
suspected from the demeanor of Mr. Joneson,
aud his wife and dswghter, that they had parted
with all their worldly goods, and that the mer-
chant was, at this moment, as poor as when,
twenty-five years bofore, he had cotered the city,
with the dast of leng travel upon his hoine-
spun clothes, and his entire wardrobe contained
in a bundle strapped to'his back. Issyno one
would have enspected this from the appearance
of the little gronp around the teatable; for the
benevolent and intelligent face of the merchant
wagradiant with goed humor ; the calmand lady-
like features of his wife were lit by a sweet
smile; and the countenance of Lucy wore. &
gayety that was the reflex of her guileless heart,

¥ am @ poor man, my dear wife,” said Mark

in the world ; the saleof all T peesessed has hap-
pily satisfied every claim.”

Mark,” returned the high-minded woman, teking
her husband’s hond, and gazing into his face with
a look thet rewnrded him for all he had suffer-
ed; “you have wronged no ome through-your
misfortunes, and you are still, as ever, Mark
Joneson.”

“ How could I he otherwme than strictly just
with you for my adviser ¥ gaid Joncson, affec-
tionately pressing his wife’s hand. ¢ And with
you, and this dear child,” continucd he, bending
down to kiss his daught_cr’s forchead, “X'am as

‘truly rich as ever.”

“You are my own -dear father,” cried Lacy,
bursting into tears, through which her bright
gmile still gleamed Iike sunshine. “I1 would
rather be thus poor thas to have all the wealth
of the world.” . -

“But we may yet regain, my Lucy, if not our
former wealth, at least enough to enjoy the com-
forts to which we have been accustomed, I
have already effected an arrangement with my
creditors to advance me goods and means to

have bought is worth half my fortune. Trustme,
we shall yot retriove ourselves. I hegin life once
more, and must ask both of you to assist me in
retrenchment and economy.  We may not have
luxmrics now, Luey, but, with the Llessing of
Heaven, we shall not want for comforts. And
now; my ¢hild, read me a chapter from that Book
whetein all may look for consolation in serrow,
and encouragement in all good works.”

Lumcy, while the last domestic of the house
removed the cloth and tea equipage, drew ont &
little stand from its corner, and, shading the
astral lamp, spread the Holy Bible open hefore
her, and began reading aloud, in a musical

voice, the words of hope and peace that pleam

sat in his easy chair, with his head bent back,
while his guiet wife occupied a seat beside him,

apartment, while the low tones of the young girl’s
voice fell softly upon the ears of the Hatenors.

It was & scene well caleulated to shame the
hollow sympathy of such false and meretricious
natures a3 Mrs, Crane and her maiden friend,

they might have learned of how little. moment
was euch friendship ga they could offer to hearts

Joneson ; ** bot, thank God, L owe not oue cent

#Q, how thankful, indeed, should we he,

--her hand upon Joneson’s forchead, from which
" & thick, beady sweat had suddenly started.

commence business ‘again, and the experience I .

- more chill and rigid, with the thin, pray hair
falling motionlessly over it. No amswering

forever upon that blessed page. Mark Joneson together, with' ‘their hopes *broker, and, their

holding. still within her own the merchant’s °
hend. All was calm =and peacefil in that °

Bridle. Perhaps, indeed, had they witnessed it, -  chant, were no longer known among the wealthy |
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80 rich jn muteal love as these. And, perhaps,
to0, they might have collected, in viewing such
a sight, an abundance of materin} for seandaliz.
ing the Aypocrisy of the world ; for never will the

Cranes and Bridles of society allow the exis- |

tenceo of such a quality gs true piety or happy
humility, .

" “Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs ts
the kingdom of heaven 1" fell from the lips of
Luey, .as she repeated the glorious enumeration
of the beatitudes, And, at the same momnzent,
a startled exclumation from Mrs. Joneson, and
the hurried ejaculation of * Husband 1 caused
her to glanco anxiously toward her parents,

Mark Joneson’s herd was still leaning back,
his hand clasped tightly in that of his wifs, who
gazed with sn alarmed look into his face. The
merchant’s eyes were closed, but the smile still
hovered apon hie lip.

 Husband !—dear Mark '—are you asleep ?
What ails yon ¥ eried the wife, now . pressing

* Father .- dear father I exclaimed Lucy,
flying to the arm-chair and kneeling beside the
merchant.  * Good heaven, mother, how cold
ney father’s hands are "

" And those hands grew colder, and the brain

pressure of her husband’s lips returned the
wife’s convulsive kiss ; no pulsation of the heart
answered the danghter’s wild embrace—Mark
Joneson was dead.

Calmly, as a child falls asleep, had the mer.
chant’s spirit. passed away, even while the beauti-
ful promise of SBeripture fell softly on his ear.
That terrible end sndden stroke, which shatters
at once the citadel of life, had stricken the strong
man silently to the prave; and the widow and
orphan, destitute and desolate, Lnelt, sobbing’

hearts bowed in attermost affliction.

‘The physician, who was dpeedily snmmoned,
pronounced the death to have procceded from
disonse of the heart. The funeral took place;
the parchased ' furnitare was removed ; and, at
last, the widow and her child depaxted from their
own happy home. Sirangers oceupied the
apartments ; new faces appeared at the windows ;
and the family of Mark Joneson, the rained mer-

and gay of their former atquaintances. Mrs.

no longer, and, in the fashionsble world; they
were as if they had never been,

[RES—

- ACT II1,

Nearly a year after the event chronicled in
the last scene and act, a young man dismounted
at the door of an old-fashioned family 'men-
sion, in one of-the lovoliest districts of Virginia,
and was immediately almost thrown from his
equilibrium by a sudden embrace which he re-
ceived from another gentleman, of apparently his
own age, who, rushing out of the houss, grasp-
ed the stranger’s hand, and cried in. a loud,
hearty voice : .

“ God bless you, my boy !—how are you 2

* Upon my word, Hurry, yon intend to pgive
me a real Vlrgmia. welcome,” sald the other,
warmly returning the friendly greeting. “ That
shake of the hand is one of the old fashioned
E(Jl‘t L

“ Frank, my dear fellow, I'm rejoiced to sec
you. I heard of your return from Europe and
knew youwonld keep your promise, made some-
where near the Hartz Mountains, I believe, was it
not?”

“On the Brocken itself, Harry; do you not
recollect where we parted, tiks wandering knight.
errants, each in search of ndventures, My quest,
however, has been, I confess, oxtremely barren.”
* And T, like the pilgrim who sought a shadowy
happiness through all the climes of the world,
kave at last come home to find the substance
itgelf, hiding very demurely among thess ofd
ancestral oaks.”

“You do not, surcly, mesn that you are
married

“Not yet; bat I hope you hq.ve come in time
for the ceremony. Iam not married, but Iam
on the eve cf-—” '

“ Marrying—" :

“* No, proposing -—and toa perfect miracle of
maidenly propriety. I tremble at the thought.”
“Faith, Harry, yoa speak in riddles, Cer-
tainly, you are the last man to fremble in a
lady’s presence. But where s’ this paragon of
whom youspeak ? -8he mast, indeed, he a mir. -
acle of womankind to have captured the heart of
my volatile, proud Harry Danville, who has
avowed s thonsand times that--""

* Btop, Frank, ‘an’ you love me ;" array no
.ty youthfol follies agalnstme in retribntion.”

“ But who ia this Circe ? Doubtless the beauty
of some neighbering plantation, with any amount

.

Crane and Miss Bridle raentioned thefr names
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of bullion and broad acres to enhance her at-
tractions.” . - ‘

“Not a bit of it; she iz as poor as asister
of charity.” '

“ Then she must inherit the blood of Pocahon-
tas, which is the sangre azul of your Virginians.”

« O the contrary, she is one of your pleheian
northern families, who derive their blood from
Adam and their nobility from Heaven. Te be
plain, Frank, she’s a little hu.zél—eyed governess
here, in father’s family, the pet of all the chil
dren, and the pride of & quiet old mother, who
holds the station of my father’s housekoeper.”

* And you intend to marry her, Harry 4"

“] intend to propose. But hang me if I
know whether she’ll accept me. For six months
T have been madly in love with her, and yet
T’ve not received a dozen smiles ; and she per-
sists in calling me Mr, Danville, though I as-
gured her I delighted in the simple name of
1 Ha"y-, 2 , .

 To my mind, Harry, your young governess
is a very sensible woman, and properly disereet.
“ But pray, how have you contrived to fall in
love in the space of six months ¥’

« Zounds ! I fell in love the day I returned
home and caught a glimpse of her, walking with
her mother—a good sort of an old lady, but
very distant and reserved. If it had not been
for this mother, I should, no doubt, have suc-
cezded in a capital plan I had arrenged.”

“ What waa that, Harry 2

« Eloping with the daughter, and marrying
her in spite of her teeth; but I never had an
opportunity of proposing it.”’

« Uofortunate Harry! But who are these
mysterious ladies ? I must see them.”

« You shall.- But who they are I don’t know
and don’t care. Father knew their family, and
has a great respoct'for the old lady, and—but,
egad, Frank, I have an idea I :

“ Well, my dear fellow, out with it.”

# You shall be my mediator in this affair. T
confess, Frank I am a coward in the matter, and
csn no more make up my mind, to pop the
question to this little governess, than I could to
-—hang it, I conld do anything first ¥’

¢ Well, what’s your idea 1"

1 You shall be my pilot, guide, proxy, in pop-
ping the question. Yon shall prove your friend-
ship by courting her for me, and getting hor
consent to marry. You'll thus save your friend’s
modesty, and, perhaps, his life.”

« 1 see, Harry, you are the same rattle-pate as

of old, Rut, my dear fellow, you mmnsf show
me this peragon, and then we'll see what’s to
be done.” ) ’
“ And I may count on you?”
« 0, of course.”
“Come along, them, my dear’ Frank; iyl
make my father sequainted with your sirival,
and then we'll lay siege to the governess and
her mamme. Come along, Frank.”

So saying, the young Virginian led his friend

form, to his father, a portly old gentleman, who
“liyed at home, at ease,” and consequently,
grew fat and owned to the gout. He welcomed
the young man with true hospitality, and im.-
mediately made over to his free use the house,
gorvants, horses, dogs, guns, fishing-tackle, and
sl things appurtenant to enjoyment on a south-
ern plantation. '

« And now, my dear Frank, lei us seek the
ladies,” said Harry Danville, taking his friend’s
arm and hurrying from thé libeary, They passed

and drew near "a room, from which the sound of
youthfizl voices arose in musical jargon.

Virginian ; “and there our little governess is
beating French grammar into the duil brains of
iy incorrigible brothers and sisters, of tender
years and tongh voices. Come, let us enter’”
The gronp presented to the eyes of the stranger-
guest, as he crossed the threshold of the school-
room, was ohe which Rubens would have de-
lighted to transfer to canvass. Near the window,
through which the soft light, mellowed by its
passage among the leaves of a tall shade-tree,
foll upon her mild forehead, sat & woman of
about forty-six years, whose countenance bore
the marks of chastened sorrow. She was in-

| tently engaged mpon a lace frrme, while a little

girl of ten was watching hor fingers as they plied
the bodkin. Opposite to her sat the young gov-

perfectly charming face, as she strove to fim-
press upon the memories of a boy and girl at
her knee the necessity of the articls and adjec-
tive agreeing with the subsiantive, and chang-
ing, like & harlequin, to suit- all characters.—
She looked up as the two visitors passed the
threshold.

Harry Danville was, 2t that moment, studying
the face of his friend Frank, in order to see"what

impression a first view of “the little governess *’

to the library, and presented him, with all due

along the wide hall, garnished with portraits of |
cavaliers in ruffles, and ladies in stomachers,.

“That is the school-room,” said the young °

" Through the long peried of my absence in

crness, with a perplexed expression upon her-
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would make upon that young gentleman. And
we may fancy the Virginian’s astonishment,
when his companion, hastily ‘disengaging his
arm, stood, for & moment, as if spell-bound npon
the floor, and then, with one bound, reached the
side of the governess, and caught her in his
arms, while she incontinently fainted right away ;
and the old lady, letting fall her lace.-work,
clasped her hands together, and started from
the chair. '

It was a scene caleulated to make an excel-
lent tablean for the close of a- comedy’s third
act, Harry Danville knew not whether to rush
from the door, or jump out of the window. - He
saw that something had happened; but there
was a confasion in his brain that prevented him
ﬁ:om knowing exactly what it wag, Under tlie
circomstances; however, he fancied a walk would
exhilarate him, and so, turning about, he quick.
ly found himself ontside the house, and measur-
ing the piazza with the mest military quick-step
imaginzable, . ’ :

ACT 1V.

"I.ea.n’t woo the little governmess for you,
Harry,” said the voice of Frank Weldon, as that
gentleman suddenly appeared upon the pinzza,
and locked his arm in that of his fiiend.

* Zounds, sir ! what do you mean by this con-
duct ¥ excleimed Harry, growing alarmingly
red in the face.

“1 want her myrelf 1
. “You!—and by what right do you—"

“By a prior right, my dear Harry; that you
will presently acknowledge. Three years ago
I wooed her for myself, and, though uncon-
scious of her having returned my affection, I
have worn her image in my heart ever since.

Earops, 1 cherished the hope that I might find
her on my return still unmarried, and, perhaps,
disposed to receive my addresses,” '

“ By Heaven! Frank, you dispose of my in-
tended in a most summary manner. You were
old lovers, than ¢ ’

“Bhe was the danghter of an afluent mer-
chant, who, rnined by speculations, died a year
gince, leaving. his wife and daughter in poverty.
This I Jearned since my return, from Iﬁy Aunt
‘Weymonth, and also that the unfortunate widow
had retired with her daughter from their native
city. Thank Heaven! Hari-y, your kind in.
vitagion drew me hither to find her whom I have
deeply loved eo long.”

“ Egad, Frank Weldon, you talk vory coolly.
And so, I suppose, I must thank Heavon for
having given me a friend to stew! away my in-
.tended_wife. But how do you know she loves
you now? Bat, perhaps, my choice is a5 good
a8 yours stifl.” S

“ Unfortunately, Harry—”

“ Zounds ! you don’t mean that—"

“ She loves me " .

“ And, ne doubt, you have—*

“1've proposed to the lady, and her mother
beeiden,” .

**And she has accepted you. So much for
cowting by proxy! Hang me, if I’ll ever en.
gage a friend to do my business again I”’

“ Stop, Harry, she has not accepted. She,
and her mother, likewise, have refected me 17

“ Zounds ¥’ - .

“Tt’s too trae ; and, though I clearly perceive
and mnst respect their motives, I am not the less
overwhelmed with sorrow. ‘The mother i, in
spite of her altered fortunes, a high-spirited
woman, and she will not consent that Lucy shall

| marry, in'her poverty, one who was scarce ad-

mitted as'a lover in her days of fortuns.”

* She's a foolish, old—"

“ Btop, Harry; I respect—I must respact the
motives of these aminble ladies, knowing, as
they do, the prejudices of many of my wealthy
relations. But I hope yet to conquer their
objections.”

“ Boad, you shall! I'll endeavor to heal the
breach in my hesrt by contriving to unite yours
with thelittle Lucy’s.  Faith, I'll be your proxy,
and serve you more faithfully than you did me.”

“ What do you mean, Harry 4"

“ What Ieay; Il be your medintor. Hang .
me, if I don’t feel as courageouf ss alion, I
could peop the question for you, Frank, as casily
a3 I could wing a pactridge ; end I'll do it,
my boy !’ - ‘

“ Harry, you aré"the same noble, generons
feIIow-l-"

*“ And you're e false friend, you scamp ! But
Il be revenfzred on you! And now come with
me to the library, and we'll telk the matter over
with my venerable father.”

I know not what influence the co-operation of
the old gentleman, and the intercession of Harry
Danville, might have hed in the matter; but
that very svening, Frank Weldon and * the little
governess ”’ might have been seen walking arm-
in-arm beneath the “old ancestral oaks,” with

a3 Happy countenarnices, =nd as low, soft whis-
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pers, s ever denoted a brace of united lovers,
And, just within the drawing-room, engaged at
a game of piquet, sat Harry's father and the
mother of Lucy, ever and anon glancing ont of
the window at the two young people wandering
up and down the moonlit walks. .

- ACT V.

It was a'month after this that Mrs, Louisa
Weymouth sat again in her drawing-reom in
company with the two ladies who figured in our
firat act. They had just entered, and Mrs. Mary
Crane had just begun to intimate e desire to
speak with her dear friend, Louisa, on a subject
that had given her groat uneasiness.’

“And, pray, what js it?"” .asked Mrs. Wey-
mouth, quietly.

“It is a very delicate matter, Louiea; but
s 8 friend, you know, I cannot refrain from
deing my duty.” .

“ Of course not,” remarked Miss Bridle, with
an approving smile upon her friend,

“ 1 shall be much indebted to you, if you will
at once acquaint me with the cause of your un-
easiness,” said Mrs. Weymouth.

* Well, Louisa, yon must not take it iH of
me, but, really, the conduct of your nephew, Mr,
Weldon, since his return from Euarope, hag be-
come the talk of all your friends.”

“ A perfect scandal,” exclaimed Miss Bridle,

“Indeed, ladies, you alarm me. What has
Frank been doing ¥’ :

 Astonishing you should not have remarked
it, my deat Louisa. But you are so unsuspect
ing. Why, every one knows that your nephew
passes nearly all his time with that Lucy Joneson,
and her mother, at their honse.”

“Yes,” corroborated Miss Bridle; “and he

hes been seen entering that house at all hopurs of
the day, and, perhaps, night.”’

“Indeed 1 exclaimed Mrs. Weymonth.

“ Too true,"” continged Mrs. Crane; “and I

thoughy it my duty to lose no time in telling

you. Everybody knows that old Joneson left
nothing, and yet Lucy dresses as richly as ever.”

‘““ And strange stories are told about the ab-
sencé of that person, you know ;. she was not
seen in the city for several months, Depend
upon it, something és wrong,” said Miss Bridle.

- “You ustonish and grieve’ me,” said Mrs,

Weymouth. “ You tell me that my nophew is
almost constantly at the house of Mrs. Joneson #*

“ It is too truae,” replied Mrs. Crane.

“ Indeed it iz,” murmured Miss Bridle,

“But, ladies, there is omne circimstance of
which you are both ignorant, and which it is
proper for you to know,” said Mrs, Weymonth,
with a peculiar smile. My nephew, Frank,
while absent in the South, was married.”

* Married I exclaimed Crane.

* Murried !’ echoed Bridle.

“ And here he comes, with his wife,” continued

Mrs, Weymouth, as the patlor-door opened, and
Mr. Frank Weldou entered, with a lady Ieaning
upon his arm. Tt was the mérchant’s orphan,
“the little governess,”—Lucy Joneson. «

“ Aud now, I trust, Iadies, you are satisfied.”

“ Perfectly,” answered Mrs, Crane, growing
a bright scarlet as she hastily seized her parasol.

.0, of course,” assented Miss Bridle; follow.
ing her friend, with alacrity from the room.
And T haveit from the best authority (Miss

Cyathia Tert is my informant) that ncither

of the .two interesting visitors ever made an-
other *“call” upon the “unaccountable ”* Mrs.
Weymouth.

[¥1.0M GLEASON’S PICTORIAL DEAWING-ROOM COMPANION,]

TIE POREST-LEAF CHAPLET.,

BY MRS. CAROLINE ORNE.

“Waar makes you look go sad and melan-
chaoly, eonsin Ella?” said Martha Harland, who

. had come to spend a Bociable aftemoun with her

and her aunt.
“Don’t yon know that it is just three years

-to-day sinee Clarence went away 7"’ said Ella.

“So it is, but T didn't think when I spoke.”
“ W little thought then that he would never

retarn.”

“ X haven’t given up all hope yet, Ella. There
have been such things as some of the crew being

. saved, when a vessel was lost, and who heve

returned after yeara of absence. Mother was tell-

ing me of an incident of the kind the ofther day,‘

which happened when she was young.”

“If Clarence Berrington should retorn,” said
Miss Jenny Lee, Ella’s maiden annt, who sat at
8 window knitting—*If Clarence Berrington
should return, the day that brings him back will
be the brightest.that ever shed its light over our
pleasant hamlet; for, if thers should be clouds
in the sky to hide the beams of the sum, the sun-

. shine in our hearts would he so warm and 'br:ght

that we should never misg them.”
“ And if it isn’t in our hearts,” said Ella, « it

“-does lttle good to hava it shine on us from the

gky, for there never was & brighter or pleasanter

Fa

day than this. is, and yot averything appears
gloomy to me.”

* It is no brighter or ple&sanher than it was
the day Clarence loft ue,” said Martha.,

« Tt appears to me,” said Miss Jenny Lee,

* that the two days so nearly resemblo eachother .

that it wonld he hard to point ont any difference
between them. I remember, after he went
away, that towards the close of the day I sat by
this very window, and the slant sunbeams fell,
s they now fell, on yonder woods, gilding the
rich tints which antumn had spread over them.
A purple glory, the same as now, rested on the
mountaing, which lie to the left of the woods,
and the ripples of the lake that washes their
bage, looked as if they were created with silver,
Everything looked so bright and lovely, I
thought it an auspicious omén; but the tempest
came that day week, and—"

Miss Jenny did not finish the sentence, bat

instend turned qulckly towarda the window, for
the benefit of more light, perhaps, ad she took up

a stitch she had dropped. .
T wonder why Edith don't coma,” said Ella.

T didn’t think she would fail to walk over and |

spend this sad anpiversary with us, She never
has befow ” .

7
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“ Xt is getting late, yet she will come,” said
Miss Jenny; I haven't a doubt of it.”

“ Though the three years since Clarence went
away have faded the roses on Edith’s cheeks,”
said Martha, “ yet she is very lovely. Doea she
often speak of him ?” ‘ ’

“ No, not often,” replied Ella, *though Iam
certain he is seldom absent from her thoughts.
She was here a year ago to-day, and took tea
with us, but his name never passed her lips.”

“ You saw, though,”” said Miss Jenny, * when
the wind came wailing by, and the rain and sleet
eame dashing against the windows—ifor it was
a stormy day, just like the one when the ghip he
sailed in was wrecked—how a cold shudder
would pass over her, the same as on that sor-
rowful pight, when we sat together listening to
the noise of the tempest, and with white lips,
prayed that he whom we loved might be saved
from the perils of the ses. Your mother, Ellen,
said to me, when no one else was listening,
‘Jonny, we shall lese our Clarence to-night.’
I tried to put the thought eut of her mind, but
she only smiled one of those sad smiles that
show even more plainly than tears, that sorrow
is in the heart, so I said no more, for I knew 1
eonld not comfort her. Sha thought not then
how soon she herself should be at rest.”

“ There is Edith, now, coming down the lane,”
said Martha.

* So she is,” paid Ella. *I had given her up.
My faith was not as strong as yours, aunt Jenny.”

“ Maybe; I knew what was in her heart better
than you,” said aunt Jenny.

As BEdith drew near the house, Ella went out
to meet her. ‘

“Dear sister,” said she, cncircling Edith’s
weist with her arm, “we've been watching for
you & long time.

* My little brother is unwell,” replied Edith,
“ and ke wonld not consent for me to leave him,
o I was coliged to wait till he went to slesp.”

When they entored, annt Jenny rose to meet
them, and warmly pressed Edith’s hand, for she
knew, thongh she tried to look brave and cheer-
fal, that there was a sound of the moaning sea

in the young girl's heart. She knew i, for it
was 4 sound which had been murmuring in her

own héart for twenty years. Ever since then,,

one who, when hLe bade her farewell, told her he
should soon return and claim her for his bride,
and who had as bright an eye, as free a step, and
as generous a heart as Clarence Berrington, had
slept beneath the billows,

Fdith laid aside her bonnet and shawl, and
took a seat in the little low rocking-chair, whera
she always sat when she came to see Ella and
Miss Jeuny Lee. She was, as Martha Harland
had said, & very lovely girl, and the exercise of
walking had given & slight tinge of red to her
cheeks, which had long emulated the-lily more
than the rose,

She permitted her soft brown hair fo tall in
many curls, as she had formerly done, for she
could not bring herself to alter a style which
Clarence used to tove so well, though meny had
wondered, and in words loud cnough for her to
hear, how she conld have the heart to spend so
much time in curling her hair. They did not

of art, and she did not take the trouble to unde-
ceive them.

After a fow words had been. interchanged ' be-
tween her and her friends, she sat in silence,
with her eyes resting on & chaplet of forest-tree
leaves, that hung over the mantel-piece. It had
hesn woven by her own hand, after the keen frost
of an October night had spread over the woods
hues rich and gorgeous as the sunset clonds of
a summer sky, and had been placed where it
now hung by Clarence, the same day he left
home. |

“YTat it be till T return,” said he, and the

voice and look with which he sauid it, and the
slight tremor of his lips, that half broke the
smile which wreathed them, were at this momen
as fresh and vivid in the mind of Edith as the
first time she saw it after his departare.

The leaves of the chaplet, though so crisp that
they would have been easily broken, were whole
and as bright as ever, for the dust was often re-
moved by the gentle and careful hand of Miss
Jenny Lee. :

They all, as well as Edith, recalled what Clar-
ence had said, and the simple chaplet of leavea
was to them of higher price thar a golden crown.

Ella roso and quietly lef; the room. Martha
followed her, )

] am glad that you have come with ms,”
said Ella, “for I find that it is a little later than
I thought it was, and aunt Jenny wishes to have
tea before candle-light.”

cakes annt Jenny likes so well,” said Martha.
“'We always have them when she comes to mnke
us an afternoon visit.,”

where to find the cream and the eggs, and every-

. hot by the time you are résdy for it,”

know that it was the work of nature more than -

© ing flowers, when my thoughts tarn to Philip

. the centre of the floor, aud lay it, * that I be-
“lisve we shall be obliged to have candles hefore

Y have a mind to make some of those eream.

table.

“ Well do, if you would like to. You kanow .
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thing you will need. I will see that the oven is

Ella did not recollect, till she saw the nicely

browned cakes that they used to be Clarence’s.
favorite, as, well as aunt Jenoy's. She then re- |

gretted that they bad been prepared, for the sight
of them she knew would remiind Edith that the
same kind of cakes were on the table the last
meal he ever ate with them.

She mentioned the circumstance to Martha,
who shared her regret, but as thero was nothing
that would serve instead, and it being now too
Inte to supply their place, the gversight admitted
of no remedy.

“'While Ella and Martha were busily employed
in the kitchen, Miss Jenny Lee, obedient to some
uncontrollable impulse, related to Edith her own
‘80t

“But I am not unhappy, my child,” said she,
wiping away & few tears, when she had finished.
“Sweet as well as sad memoties rise up, and
linger in my heart like the perfume of the morn-

Devereaux, I know that he resis wellin the

deep, quiet caves of the ocean, and the thought |.

gives mo consolation, | Or if, at times, the waves
of trouble rise” high, ‘I hear a voice whisper,
Penca ba still ' and & calm like that which set.
tled down upon the bosom of the tempest-tossed
sea, steald over me, and I am comforted.”

“It is 80 near sunset,” said Ella, as she and
Martha entered the roomto place the table in

we have time to finish our tea.”

*“ Look,” said Ella, laying her hand on Miss
Jenny’s arm, by whose side she sat, aund Qirect-
ing her attention to the chaplet that hung above
the.mantel. The last golden beams of the san
shone full upon it, and pave such warmth and.
brilliancy tor the variegated tints, as to make
them, for the momeant, rival those of the ruby, the
amethyst, and other precious getns. .

“I am afraid,” said Martha, speaking in a low
voice to Ella, “ Clarence has been given up as
lost for so long & time, that Edith would think it
trifiing with hér sorrow, or T wonld tell her it is
& pood sign.” ‘

" “ What do you refer to? 7 said Ella, whose
attention hed been absorbed in arranging the

“The golden glory, spread by the last sun-
beamg over the chaplet. Clarence, no doubt,

mento of himself, duting his absenrce, and who
krows but that the light which now rests upon it
may be the foretokening of ' good news-—or better
still—his return ¥’

“Yon know, dear cousin,” said ‘Ela, that
the day of signs and wonders is past.”

“Yes, Ella, that Is true, yet I like, ocension-
ally, to indulge in superstitious feelings, ospe-
cinlly if they assume a bright aspect.”

“ do not think it is well to indulgain them,”
returned Ella, * 'What, at firss, was a pastime,
may grow to be a habit, and the mind subject
to its eontrol, cannot retain its proper balance.
There, I believe cverything is on the table ex-
cept the cream-cakes. I covered them over, and
placed them close to the fire to keep them warm,
-and I dread to bring them in, for they are almost
the only article of food Clarence ever thought of
praising, and Edith, I know, will remember it,”

At that' moment a step was heard on the
threshold. It scemed to operate on all present
like the spell of an enchanter. , Edith turncd
pale, and not one of thein either stirred or spoke,
The éilence remained unbroken for half & min-
ute, and then there was a low rap against the
door. Martha, who was the only one who had
retained & degree of self-possession, opened it,
saying to herself as she did do, *“Clarence has
come—I know he has.”

A young man, with 8 countenance darkly
bronzed, yot strikingly hafndsome, entered, and.
east round the room a quick, searching glance.
The blood rushed back to Bdith’s face, nnd she
was at his side in an instant.

““ Clarence! Clarence ! said she, holding out
both hands ; but-a mist then gathéred over her
eyes, and she would bave fallen, had not the
young man’s arm upheld her.

Ella, Miss Jenny Lee, and Martha' had gath-
ered near, and the hearty manner in which he
shook the hand of each, made them certain that
they wera not under the influence of an optical
illusion.

“You were expecting me, I suppose 2

“No,"” said Ella, *we never expected to sceo
you agaiu. News came that every one on board
the vessel perished.”

“Then the letters I sent hprne to Edith, and
you, and to you sunt Jeuny, did not reach you.”’

¢ They never did,” replied Ella.

*No,"” -said Miss Jenny, “we never have
heard a word. You are like one risen from the
dead »

when he placed it there, intended it for a me-
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) 4 i ‘ n
Do you know,” said Edith, “that it is Just mt}ch pein now I, guess,
voice to Ella.

three years to-day since you lefi us 2’

Yes, Edith, three years ago, about half an
hour earlier than it is now, we all took tea to-
gether, and then I hurried away to be in sesson
for the stage, which was to take me the first ten
miles.”

« And now Ella,” said Miss Jenny, *let us
take our seats at the same table again. Is not
everything ready t” .

* There is only one thing lacking,” she re’:
plied ; “the creameakes Clarence likes 5o well.

“Yes ; but there is hardly time to meke thom
now.” .,

“ They are already made, and here they are.

As she spoke, Marths, who a minute before

" had left the room, re-entered, bearing a large

said she, ina low

They all seated themselves at the table, fmd
Miss Jenny Lee, in her sweet, gentle way said a
fow words relative to their mourning bejng turned
into joy, by the presence of one they never more
expeocted to meet on earth, 'She then réverently
invoked » blessing on the meal before them. ’

Cldrence sat with his face towards the fire-
place, and ws he raised his eyes when she had
finished, he beheld the chaplet, that he hung
ebove the mantal. ‘ '

«1 gee that you have obeyed my request,” said
he:‘ Yes,” replied Ella, *it has never been Te-
moved, and not a leaf has been broken.”

“ We cherished it as a memorial of the dead,”
gaid Miss Jenny; “we will continae to cherish

plate, piled high with the nut-brown cakes, i
“The sight of them will not cause Edith

it for the sake of the living.”

]

[FROM GLEASON’S PICTORIAL DRAWING-ROOM COMPANION. ]

THE BROKEN WINDOWS:

OR, THE CROSS AND

BY MRS. AROLINE A. SOULE.

e

“ Waar for meréy's sake hae happened now 2

-~ exclaimed Mrs. Layton, vehemently, as she was

atartled from her doze on the sofa by the shiv-
ering of & window and the scattering of the
-broken pane. *T'll warrant those little harum-
scarums of mine are et the bottom of this. They
wete born to plague me, Ireally beliove. There's

- never a day passes but they are i some kind of

trouble’;” and rousing herself she picked up
the . book, whose pages had mesmerized her
thoughts and eyelids, and, with a step and air

~that told plainly she was sadly ont of humor,

hastoned to the casement. On hor way she

. stumbled, and & balt bounded before her.

~ “Just as I expected! .They never had a
plaything yet but they were sure to do mischicf
with it the fivst thing. But I'll punish’ them
for this, the little torments ! I can’t see for the
Life of me what comfort thers is in having chil-
dren. If they are in the room with me, they
teaze me with their noise, and if they are out of
my sight, they’re sure to be head and heels in

- trouble.” I shall be glad when they’re grown up

and outof the way ;" and she closed her amia-

THE SORRY MOTHER.

y s

& hasty pull, and throwing herself with an im
patient gesture into her rocking chair. .

“Where are the boys, and who broke the
window 2 sald she, in an angry tone, to the do-
mestic who appeared.

“In the kitchen, ma’am, waping hard ; for,
indade, ma’am, they niver maned to bresk it;
I saw it meself, ma’am, and I ashure ye, it
was all the sheerest accident, and they he very
SOTTY, Ma am—.? :

““Bond them here, instantly,” was the lady’s
interraption, in no mild tone either, to the at-
tempt of the warm-hearted Irish girl to “ plade
the canse of the littlo innocents,” “and sond.
for a glazier, too, and bring up a brash and dust.
pan and sweep up the bitd of glass,” :

With & sad heart, Mary obeyed the com-
moands of her irritated migiress,

* 13 ghe cross, and will she whip us 9” exclaim -
ed the two little boys—the one five, the other
geven years of age.. ‘“Say 'no,’ do, that's a
good Mary1l Did you tell her we didn’t mesn
to, and was so sorry o ‘ -

* Yes, yes, my darlints; but ye.must go to

ble and affectionate sollloguy by giving the bell

her,.and mind ye, go quietly, too, my masters,
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and bo sure to kiss her swatcly, and promise |chair. “And now take yourselves off to-hed,
niver to be so careless agin,” and wiping the | and that as quick as you ecan, 00, and don’t let
sorrow stains from their cheeks, brushing their | me hear any noiae up there, either, or T'H come
hair and smoothing their tumbled sacks, she to,_yéu again. If you can’t mind without whip-
gent them ‘* above.” ping, it’s Righ time you were whipped till you

outhis penknife, he severad, with little cere mony, | if she did think she must whip us. Iwish.Iwag
the qudign tio, and with a twitch here, and a } o big man, I'd clear out somewhere and never
pull there, succeeded, at length, in stripping his | come back. T wonder if everyholdy’s mother
geatler brother, ' is s0 awfial cross. O desr!” but here his voice

Hand in hand, as though they fancied there
was safety in each other’s proximity, the little
offenders sscended the simircase, and with slow
and noiseless footsteps paced the hall, but
halted at the parlor door. Fear whitened ench
little face, and shook each little penitent heart.

“ You go first,”” whispered Henry to the
younger one. " 8he’ll forgive you, I guess,
*canse you are so small aud don’t know any bet-
ter, and then you can coax her to forgive me.”

“No, no, 1 daren’t, ’canse I can’t never
speak right when I ought to,” responded Frank,
a shiver ronning over his delicate limbs.—
“You go first, you're the biggest, and you
cught to,”

Ilow long they would have terried there,
disputing in their childish way, and striving to
wear & brave heart, we can hardly guess, had
not their mother hastily unclosed the door,

“ 8o you've come &t last, have you, you
naughty boys " exclaimed she, with anything
but maternal sweetness hovering about her lips.
‘t You've come to get a good whipping, have
you! I guess you'll remembor next time to
throw your ball soméwhere else than into the
parior window. Naughty boys,” and she drag-
ged the tearful, speechless creatures into the
voom. '*A whole dollar to pay out now for

your ceveless trick. What do you think wiil
become of us all if you go on so, breaking
windows every day. We'll have to go:to the
poor-house, and you'll be begger children, with
nobody to love you. Nanghty boys!” And
she went to a closet and took from thence & “rod
of correction.”

#Q) don’t, don’t whipug, dear, dear mother,”
sereamed both the children, as she drew near
them. * We didn’t mean to; we'll never do so
again ; we wont; we never broke one before;

O don’t, don’t,” and they struggled vainly in

her anpry grasp. Heavily came down the

weapon upon the shrinking shoulders, stinging-
ly it swept across the quivering palms, while
shrieks of It harts, @, it does hurt se,” were
mingled with sobs so piteous that the servants
below pressed their ears to keep out the echoes,

do mind. Comie, why don’t you start #”

« Have we got to go to-bed without any sup- -
per ¥’ moaned, rather than asked; little Frank.
“¥ gm so hangry I shall die afore morning.”

"« 111 risk your dying. - ¥es, you've got to go
to-bed without supper. ¥ must take whit the
supper would have cost and pay for a new light.
See what comes of being nanghty.” ‘
The children started, but on the threshold

"| they paunsed, turned round, and siood irresolute,

as longing, yet fearing, to ask a favor.
« What do you want now ?” said the mother,
in & tone that was still shrill and discordant.
“ We want you to kiss us,” faltered their white
and trembling lips. * And we want you to for-
give us, 'cause we never meant to, and we was
sorry all the time.”,
« Kiss you l—do you think you deserve to be.
kissed ? Neo, Ishar’t kiss you to-night. I can’t
give my kisses to sueh maughty children. Go
to-bed and pray to God to forgive you and make
you good, that yon may be a comfort to your.
mother, and not wear her lifo out with your bad
conducet,” and she, impatiently, pointed to the
door. . :
“Well, I go,” said the elder ohe, with an
angry twist of his sore shoulders ; and he shut
the door after him with a good deal more noise
than was necessary ; ¢ and, perheps, I'll pray,
too ; but T wont pray-to God to forgive me, for
I haint been nanghty at all, but I'il pray t6 Him
to give me a mother that don’t whip, and that’ll
love us and Mss us.” And with hearts crushed
and torn, the little ones sought their chamber
and atrove to undress. A weary time they had
of it, for their fingefs were sore and swollen,
and their eyes 5o blinded they coeld herdly see
button-holes, and much less the strings to their
gaiters, : :

“ 1l have to go to-bed with my clothes on,”

he drew his lacings into a hard knot. O dear,

ANEW.
# She darsn’t, ’cause mother wont let her,”

seid Hemy, as giving an impatient jerk to- his

« There, now, I guess you'll behave after |jacket be drew it off with a sad rent, though,
this, you naughty boys,” exclaimed she, as out |'and the loss of a couple of buttons. "¢ Here,

of brenth, and hot and fiurried, she sank in her | I'll help you off with your things,” and, taking

- slways make you {eel gooder than it did De-

- prayed to the Good Father, not bnly to make

moaned littte Frank, as pulling the wrong way -

I wish Mary would come,” and he burst eut’ U8 when we didn't mean to do nothing bad.

% * * : - 3 y
We haint said our prayers,” said Frank, | melted into sobs aguin, now wild and convale

as Henry leaped into the bed.

“Well, I aint agoing to- say ‘em either,” res-

sive, stirring the whola frame, then deep and
pussionate, choking the throat, and again so

ponded the other in an angry tone, “It’smouse | low and mournful that “they seemed but the
trying to pray when you feel a0 ugly-—the min. | sudible pulses of o breaking heart. But'healﬂiy

isbe\r said so, the other day; besides, my hands
and shoulders ache so, T can’t think about any-
thing but that old whip. She did whip us awfal
hard, didn’t she 2 ‘ : .

“Yes. 'O, it did hurt, though, and it hurts
now ; but I guess I’} just pray to God to make
her Jove us, and never whip us when we don’t
mean to bg naughty.”

“"Twont do no good to pray that, Frank;
’cause when she’s so cross she don’t think sbout
God, nor nobody else,”

* Well, old granuy ased to say, *if it don’t do
no good it wont do no hurt to ‘pray, and it'll

fore”” And so the little child, though every
Berve within was quivering yet with pain, and
thongh he was tired and hungry, just in- that
frame of body and mind when he needed to be
folded to 2 mother’s heart, and kissed and lulted
with the holy music of her'evening hymn, knelt
down and folded his red, smarting hands and

him and hig little brother good boys, but to
make thelr mother love them and nover whip
them again when they didn’t mean to be naugh-
ty. If ever the recording angel was tempted to
blot out & mother's sin, it must have been when
that prayer was heard in Heaven.

There was & holy, beautiful look on the fice
of the suffering child as he raised it to his hroth-
er's. His old granny’s worda were trus, he fel
“gooder *’ than he did before that knee was bent
before that petition was lisped. But he coul(i
not make his brother feel so. Dark, revengeful
feclings wore beiling in- that young heart, and |
they bubbled over soon in expressions like these ;

“X thiok it was real mean in mother .to whip

What if we did break a window? Father has
got Plenty of money to pay for it, and if he
haint there is nousein making such a fasé about
a dollar. I wish we'd broke two, we might just
a3 Well.  It's her own faalt, too; if she’d let ua
play in_the parlor with our blocks it wouldn’t

childhood has over a true and gentle comforter
for all its woes, and the little boys,. in an hour's
time, were fast asleep, their veined cyelida fear-
fully swollen though, and their fair brows and
rosy cheeks sadly stained with the effects of their
little fingers to' wipo off the scorching tears,
*'The carelesa little things,” grumbled Mrs,
Layton, as going through their chamber an hour
after midnight, on her roturn from a brilliant
party, she tambled over their scattered clothes,
“ I verily believe the more I whip them the worge
they grow. How glad I shall be when they are
old enough to take care of themselves and keep
out of my way.” Aod the “cross” mother
without & single prayer for the beantiful gift;
qod had vouchsafed. her honsehold, without one
kiss upon the fragrant lips of those precions
babes, without even a glance towards the little
couch which had given rest to the limbs she had
80 gruelly tortured, harried to her own room and °
hurried tobed. God read her heart—I am glad
I cannot.
) “Mercy on me! What has happencd * What
is the matter ¥ axelaimed Mrg. Brown, in a
halffrightened tone, as she was roused from a
light doze in her chair, by the shivering of a
window and.the scattering of 2 broken pane
“Who could” have done that; who could have
I:ean 50 careless 7 I hope, I trust it was not m}
ytt'le boys, and yet it wonid be nothing strange.
‘1f it were them, for they are but children, frol.
icsome, lighthearted children, and I ean’t ex.
pect them always to do right -Tam sorry, though
t}}at it has happened, very, very sorry.” Anri
picking up the sewing, which excessive fatigue
a.lone. had caused her involuntarily to drop, end
drawing her hand across hor weary oyclids, ag
though she would fain efface the drowsin’ess
which still lingered there, she bhastened to the
cagenjent, hoping to find it in such a condition
that her own skill could répair the fracture.
But, alas! all in’ vain were her efforts to fie the
tiny bits—OChina -coment nor painter's putty

could, mend ‘that shattered thing; it was g °

have happened. She noedn’t have half kifled us | hopels

hopeless ruin.

Lo




08 ' " THE BROKXEN WINDO‘WS:

1 shall have to give it up,” moaned. she,“m
a sad voice, as she failed in her third trial. I
shell have to give it up and get & new pane set.
1 am sorry, too, for I can ill afford the money
now, and 1 am so tired—it does not s.ﬁem a8
though I could sit up to-night. to ea'u'n i, Ysi;
there’s no use in fretting over it. ) It's done an
1 must moke the best of it. If it would only
teach the little ones to be more careful here-
after, I wonldn’t mind it so much s?f'ter all.. Poor
things, it's only a little while you 1 be children,
and it would be hard, indeed, if your mother
conldn’t hear with your thoughtless acts for &
few short years, O, if they sre but s}i&red to
me ! - How could Ilive withont me}'n. And
then her voice was hushed, but her. lips moved,
and the waiting, angel hore a touching prayer to
Hc'_:“;?::e‘ was 2 calm and beartifol expres?iqn in
her countenance as sheturned from the wmﬂo‘w.r.
T.ove had trinmphed over that petulant splr:t
which Rovers cver so closely above fihe motheri
careg and petience.  * God’s .kindlsesF angel
had lain its white fingers on her worrlefi heart
and it complained no more.” Getting her
brush and pan she swept up thf:a scattered glass,
watching, with a mother’s anxious eye, lest she
should miss spime tiny particle, and E;hus endanger
the safety of their little feet, ?vhom Poverly com-
pelled to go nearly all the time without stock-
mg;iig :il::; 0:2% go out to seek the childl:en; ghe
did not even call them. Shehad read their young
hearts too many times to fear for them m.thc
present crisis, She knew that though they might
liesitate for a time it would not be !ong ere trfll’.h
would lead them, —it might be witR stresming
eyes and ‘s sobbing voice, yef. lead them to
Ler side. So sho resnmed, qu.mtly, her accus-
tomed seat, and her worn thlrpble_, an,c’i com-
menced again that  stitch, stitch, stitch, whlclh
enrned for her, and her fatherless babes, their
v .
SCT:IY;;L:: iassed on. Then the gate swung to,
and the patter of little bare feet was heard on
the“s'?ilx):_;( are coming,” munnurcd‘she, & plens-
ant smile weaving beantiful lines across ?uar P&'leﬁ
sad face, and the light of her eye‘glomng wit]
diviner lnstra. * They are coming; I fnent
they would. Poor little things, 1 -p:ty nen; :
they wilt be so sorry,” and she waited eagerly
‘w2 hear the latch raised.

then it rattled but the door was mot pushed
open. A low, sad sound, as of sobs and broken
words, mingled in the same nofe, stole upon t.her
eat of the patient watcher. . The tears gushed to
her eyes. ) . |
“Poor little things,” breathed she again.—;—-
“ You do love medearly, indeed, or you wouldn'f.
feel so sorry. 1f we wasn’t so poor I shouldn:
mind it a bit, for it was an sccident, I know.
Aund again that mother’s henrt of hers excused
them both, and again the waiting angel bore a
pleading prayer.

The latch rattled a second time, but the door
was left unmoved. In a voice that was 'qrcm.u-
lous with emaotion, but sweet as the song of a bivd
et sunlight, she called ; . .
* Henry, Frank! Is it you, my little b,(,)ys ?
Come in, if it is; mother wants to sce you.

Ere the last words had died omn her quiw:ering
lips, tho door was swung open and ﬂ]e. Chlldl'e}l
bounded into her opened arms, burying their
faces in her bosom, and negtling close to her
throbbing heart. Not a word was spoken, but

her denr embrace, their tears wiped off so sooth-

kisses, they knew and felt they were forgiver'l.
Not & word was spoken, but a3 she folt ih(!l.l‘
slender arms about her neck and waist, saw their
swollen éyes and stained ¢heekd, and marked the
suffering look they wore, she kn.cw and felt that
the palse of love beat high in their young breast!il.

She %vas worn' and wearied, yet for a half hf)ur
she sat and held thera on her knees, rocking
them with a gentls, lulling motion, 'anl:l: after
the first gush of feeling was over, singing to

which she paused, half unconsciously, to press
their lips and breathe over them words of love
rayer. .

an"i‘tl;a siriking of the clock aronsed her from he.:r
blessed trance, for oblivions had she beenin
body and mind to all her cares anfl SOITOWs and
fatipue ; and blest, indeed, in the inspiring con-
fidence that her little ones were true.to her and
to themselves, and best of all, that she was true
to‘l‘hlimi-s supper time,” said she, sweetly, “ W
have been so happy here in the old grm-cha:r
that I had not noticed it. was so late. Who
will get me the wood to-might ¥

“Both of us! both of us!” exclaimed the

Someo moments passed ere it wag touched ;

little ones; end leaping from her lap, they

.

as they feit themselves wound up so closely in

ingly, and their hot brows cooled by such loving

them snatches of holy hymns, between each of

*.got how many times she had told them never
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* boanded out to the shed and retarned in » trice,
each begging to build the fire,

“Let Henry build the fice and fill the kettle,
and I'll draw ont the- table, and Frank may

© set it -

For: a moment the children bLesitated and
‘looked wistfully into each other's eves. Poor
little ones! Knowing their mother's poverty
they had resolved ere they cama in not to eat
any supper, that she might not feel so severely
the ponalty of their thoughtless sct, but now their
keen appetites of childhood combated with fear-
{ul activity- the good resolation. s, They drew
near each other, and Heriry whispered >

““ Bhall we tell her 1" .

“Yes, I guess s0; but I'm awful hungry,
aint youn . : .

* Yes, but 50 much the better ; it wouldn’t be
any punishment, yon know, if we went without
when we wasn’t hangry. 1 guess 'l tell her.
1t °Il show her better how 80ITy Wo are.”’ -

Then, with a mogt musical tremble in his

_ voice he spake up : : ‘

“ You needn’t put up only the leaf, mother,
to-night, ’canse we don’t want any supper.”

* What's the matter 2 asked she, striving to
be calm ; * don’t you feel hungry 2"

There was silonce for A moment. * Then ran-
ning to her they bowed themselves at her knee,
while their littlo hearts were turned inside out,

They told her how that at school that dey all ]

the boys but them had bails to play with, and
how bad they felt because théy hadn’t any, and
how their playmates told them to £0 home and
ask their mother to buy them some, and how
they told each other they worldn’t say & word
about it to her, for she had enough to buy with-
out getting balls ; that as they were coming home
from school, they found soms smooth, round
stones, and they thought they’d do first-rate, and
were 60 glad that they got most crazy, and for-

to throw.anything towards the house, and that
they were so scared when they heard the win-
dow break thet they ran off into the woods,
wondering what they shonid do.

“ We don't mean,” said Frank, with a beag.
tifal enrnestness, “we don’t mean .what we
should do so that you meedn’t.find it out; bat
we didn’t know what we should do to make it
up to you!”

“We knew you'd be so sorry,” said Henry,
“and we knew you'd have to work eo herd to

L

But, after a while, we thought if wo didn’t cat
any supper, and dide't eat very hearty to-mor
row, ‘twould make it up; and as soon ag we.
enid that'we came right off here to tell you.
But we did feel so bad when we got to the door
and thought how sorry you'd be, Bat, mothér,
we'll try and remember never to do so again 1
“1 hope you will remember it, my children,”
said she, tenderly, but earnestly, “for twenty-
five cents ie o great deal for me to lose, It's all
I've carned to-day. 'We must be very carefal of
our money or we shall get behind hand, and I
can hardly ‘tell what will becoms of us then."
Bus I don’t want you to go to bed without your
supper to-night, for I am going to have a good
one and I shouldn’t enjoy it alone, 01d Undle
John called here to-day and made me a pres.
ent of a slice of his mice ham and a dozen
eggs,  Wont that be nice #?,
“I guess it will,” rejoined the little boys.
“ Ham and eggs ! wont it be good ¥ ‘and mor-
rily pattered their littls barp feet out doors and
down cellar, and: into the pantry, end wherever
mother sent them ; and, when supper was ready
two brighter-eyed, rosier-cheeked, happier-faced
children eould not be found in the whole town.
ship. Nor ever did a heppier mother agk -a
blessing on & menl than she who presided at that

bdard, so humble tKat ham and epps were a.
rare luxury.

When the happy meal was over, and the tea
things washed and roplaced again, .48 wes her
wont, she drew them to her side, and after telling
them' some stories, which they never tired of
hearing, about their sainted father, she read to
them from their Sunday school book & pretty
story, and then an appropriate selection from the
Scriptures, and went with them to their- little,
chambor and agsisted them to undress, Very
careful were the little ones that night to see that
their clothes were hung up in the moat precise
order, and very guietly came' they and kneli
beside her to repeat their ovening prayer,
Fervently did she press them to her bosom
when it was over, and sweeter, kisses never
passed between the lips of & mother and hes
darlings than were’ given to and. fro on that
happy night.

“ What'a good mother she’ iz,” exclaimed

Frank, as the door closed upon her,

Y puess she is,” snid Henry. * Sheis the

beat mother I ever knew in all the world, Bhe’s

pay for it, that we were most grieved to death.

alweys sorry when wo do anything naughty, but -
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she aint never, cross mor ugly. I don't believe [ her of it—wont we ’cause she’ll never he cross,

she knows how to be cross.”

“ Well, Iam glad,” responded the little brother,
with emphasis, “ Wouldn’t it be awfal, though,
" to have & cross mother and a dead father! How
I wish he’d llvcd—then she wouldn't have had
to work g0.*

« Mother says we mustn’t say so, becauee
(lod wouldn’t have taken him if it hadn’t been
right. But I shall be glad when we're grown
up big, so that we can tske care of her. She's
got to live with me in the summer, ¥rank, be-
canse I'm poing to be a farmer, and the country
will be the very best place for her in warm
weather.”

* Well, she may; but she shall be with me|.

in thé winter-time, ’cause I'm going to keep a
big store in the city and have Iots of money.
O, wont she live nice and easy then!
wish 1 was big. T'm such a litle fellow, I'm
*fraid it ’1i take so long before I get to be a man
that she’ll get sick and die.”

“ 0, 1 guess not,” ‘was the hopefnl answer.
“ At any rate, we'll be good every day while
we're little, and then, if she don’t live, why
she'll have a good story to teil father about his
little boys that he used to love so dearly. And
we mustn't never, NEVER throw anything to-
wards the house again—mustfive 2’

“ No, we masin’t, sure ; but if we do we'll tell

How 1

but only so sorry.”

Many a beantiful air.castle then did the little
ones build, and in each there was a chamber for
mother, with plenty of gold and plenty of love.
And when, at last, slumber sealed their eyelids,
it loft them locked in each other’s arms, with
an expression .on each lip that would have wéi!
become the angel dead.

Their mother had not spared the rod and
spoiled her babes; but she had hent it over
them with sach a hon hand that it had budded
in her grasp, gnd left upon their young hearts,
not sore and crimson. wouhds, bur. the impress
of green leaves and the dew of ﬁowers
“ Tha dear little creatures,” .exclmmed she, -
in & thrilling tone, as she entered their chamber
an hour after midnight, “the more I love them the
better they graw. How sorry X shall be when they
are no longer all my own.”

Then she knelt down beside their humble
bed and tendered many earnest thanks to God,
for the beautiful gifts vouchsafed her household.
Sweet and holy kisses she pressed afterward
upon their lips, and the little ones smiled in
their slumber and dreamed thut an angel was
bending over them. Then, with an aching brow
and wearied limbs, the mother sought her conch
and forgot herself in sleep, God read her heart
—1I wish T eould. i :




