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OLIVIA TRE'VETT.

CHAPTER I

THE YOU.GPATRIOT,

TAE year of our Lord 1775 had dawned npbn plans for the future, yet they were indignant at
the American colonies, and it found them upon the presence of the tyrant's troops) and they
the eve of their Revolution-upon the eve of were ready for any plan that might be devised
that struggle which has since filled the noblest for the removal of the evil.
page in the history of nations-a struggle which It was on a Sabbath afternoon-the twenty-
owed its nobleness to the right and justice which sixth of February. The day had been remark-
gave it birth, and the holy zeal of the brave hearts ably pleasant for the season of the y ai, and
that carried -it through the bright victory track though the ground was mostly covered'with
that God had marked out for it. .The coast and snow, yet the air was mild, and the sunbeams
bay of Massachusetts were at this time the thea- lay warmly upon the winter-clad earth. The
tre of the movements upon which hung the good people of Salem were returning from
destinies of a nation. The British arnyt was church. Apart from the.rest, and walking very
quartered in Boston, while a naval force was in slowly, was a girl who had been one of the last
the harbor, and from this point the king's troops to leave the house of worship. She was a fair
scouted forth as occasion might require. Their creature, not over twenty years of age, with a
track was marked by anything but soldier-like countenance full of loving simplicity and kind.
deeds, and their trophies were more befitting the ness. Her eyes were of a bright blue, and the
outlawed bandit than the trained soldier. The few ringlets that escaped from ,beneath her close-
people of the. colonies had now become thor- ly-fitting bonnet were glossy auburn. -Her dress
oughly divided on the great question of their po-. seemed to indicate that she was wealthy, for it
litical relations. There were no half-way opin- was of rare and costly material; but yet those
ions now-they were either loyalists or patriots ; who passed her gazed earnestly into her face, and
and though the latter may have had no fixed there was certainly much of pity in their look.



10 OLIVIL

They gazed sympathizingly upon the beautify
girl, and when they had gazed, they turned
their companions and spoke in low tones of h
whom they had passed.

Such was Olivia Trevett ; and those in Sale
who knew her, knew her for her goodness
well as for her beauty and accomplishment
She had not walked far from the church, whe
a quick footstep sounded behind her, and ju
as she was upon the point of turning her hea
she heard her name pronounced. The speak4
was a young man, habited in the garb of a se
man, and his bearing, as well as the peculiar cu
of his dress, spoke him an officer. In age h
might have been three-and-twenty, but in th
bold lines of his frank countenance there wer
marks that would seem to make him older, bu
they were evidently only the marks of long an
rough experience. He was of medium size i
his frame, and at the first glance the observe
would have noticed nothing about his frame dii
ferent from others ; but upon closer observatio
one would have noticed an uncommon thicknes
and breadth of chest. This muscular develop
ment, however, took nothing away from th

symmetry of the young man's form, but rathe
added to it in manly beauty.

" Olivia," he said, as he reached the girl's
side, "did you expect that I would meet with
you today ?" His voice was low and tremu
lous, and his countenance was worked upon by
considerable emotion.

"I hoped you would meet me,"replied the
maiden, frankly, and without hesitation.

"'You did ? Ah, bless you, Olivia, for that,"
continued the youth, with animation ; and then,
in a changed tone, as though some new thought
had come over him, he added: "It was for my
sake you 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. He returned his gaze upon the face of his
companion, and in a lower tone than he had be-
fore used, he said :

"You love me yet. Olivia."
"Yes-yes."
"0, I knew you would not forget me. Ah,

Olivia, I cannot tell you how much of joy I have
derived from that simple assurance. It has
been with me through storm and through tem-
pest--in my day-walks, and in my night-watch,
and now I have come home to find that my love

hasviaeen true. You have thought of me often,
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ful " Yes, very often."
to "And now about your father" continued
er Vincent Gray, in an anxious tone. "How do

you think he will receive me ?"
m "ilat "as trAlas," returned the maiden, while her voice
as trembled, "he is worse than ever before. He

;.even forbids me now from mixing in the societyan where I used to spend much of social time. oHe

st grows more and more morose every day."
e, "But he does not really ill treat you ?"
ar "Not personally ; but he has almost shut me
a- out from society. He will not allow me from
t his sight if he can help it. He allows me to'at-
e tend church on the Sabbath, and that is about
e all."
e "But how about myself ?" asked Vincent.
it "I dare not even mention your name in his
n presence," returned Olivia, with a show of sad-
a ness- which she could not repress. "When I
-chance to speak of you, he instantly turns pale,
fn and threatens some dire revenge if you ever cross
a his path again."

.Iknow he always treated me slightly, and
yet I see not why he should hate done so. My

e father, while he lived, was his best friend, and
r surely I have never given him occasion to think

ill of me. In this last cruise I have done well
for your father. I have taken his ship safely
home from the Indies, and though I have per-formed the duties of commander for more than
half the cruise, yet I only take my pay as second
officer. In everything. I 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 he
the more bitter against you."

"I sje not why that 'should be," said the
young man, with a puzzled look.

" Then I will tell you," resumed Olivia, with
a slight hesitation in her tone. " My father is
determined that you shall not be my husband,
and the fact that you are so well worthy of my
hand, leaves him without any other pretext than
such ashe can bring from his strained prejudices."

For some distance the two walked on in si-
lence. What the young man had heard made
him thoughtful. Vincent Gray was an orphan,
and at an early age he had commenced to fol-
low.the sea as a profession. His father had for-
merly been a warm friend of Mr. Trevett, and
hence he had entered the service of the latter
gentleman shortly after his father's death., Tre-
vett had grown rich upon the results of his mer-
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cantile pursuits ; ut yet Vincent Gray had not ti

hesitated to love his beautiful daughter, and the ti

tendency of this love was by no means checked si
when the young man discovered that his love b

wa reirctd. Vincent could now remember t
that old Trevett always treated him with uniform h

kindness until the first signs were developed of b

the love shich sprang up between the two young t

hearts ; but from that moment the old man had t

been changed towards him. l

Vincent had just returned from the Indies,.a
having commanded the ship on the homeward-

bound passage, and this was his first meeting

with Olivia since his return.
"I must see your father," he at length said,

in a determined tone. " I will tell him of our
love, and if he is a man, he will not cast me of 1

without some cause. Even a father has no moral

right to make a child needlessly unhappy."

Just as Vincentspoke, and before the maiden

had chance to reply, the companions were start-

led by a loud noise ahead of them-a noise which

seemed to proceed from towards the North Bridge.

While the young man was trying to make out

the occasion of the disturbance, he saw a man

running towards him in all haste, and of him

Vincent asked the reason of the noise.
" The British have come to take our stores,"

hastily cried the man. " They are on the other

side of the bridge, and there is likely to be a

fight."
As the messenger spoke he fled on with his

errand, and Vincent turned towards his com-

panion.
"You must- hasten home, Olivia," he said.

"Hasten home at once, for I must go down to

he bridge, and Colonel Leslie, who commanded

he soldiers, demanded a passage; but it was
toutly refused. As 'there was no passing the
ridge, the soldiers made a movement towards
,wo large gondolas that lay in the stream; but
ere they were again baffled, for the owners of the

oats leaped into them, and began to scuttle

hem. The soldiers tried to prevent thi,,and
he result was a general melee. The patriots

eaped down to the assistance of the boatmen,
and the British fixed their bayonets, and made a

charge. Several of the Americans were wound-

ed, but none were killed, and before matters be-

came more serious, the old clergyman appeared

upon the spot, and the result was, that a com-

promise was effected. Colonel Leslie saw that

the patriots wererapidly collecting, and to avoid

further trouble he pledged himself thatif he were

allowed to cross the bridge he would not trouble

anything beyond it. The draw was lowered,
and the soldiers passed over, and then, without

molestation, they passed back again, and just as

they started to leave the town, the patriot minute-

men began to assemble upon the ground, one

company having come from as far as Danvers.
When Vincent Gray turned from the bridge,

he stopped at a point where a party had col-

lected about the person of a young man who

had been seriously wounded. Thepoor fellow
was groaning with pain, and though a physician

who happened to be present assured the people
that there was no mortal danger, 'yet they trem-

bled with apprehension.

" That blood comes from a patriot heart," said

one.
" eAy," added, another, " and 'twas British

steel that let i out."
the bridge."

" You will not expose yourself to danger," An involuntary movement of indignation ran
earnestly entreated the maiden. through the crowd, and long after the wounded

"No, no. But I must go, for there's trouble youth had been carried to ;his home, the people

brewing. Haste thee home, dearest. I will see remained :by the bridge and talked over the

thee again." affair. But upon none'did it make a deeper ,w-

With another anxious admonition to her lover pression than' upon, Vincent Gray; When he

to be careful of himself, the maiden turned her turned towards his abiding. place 148soul was

steps homeward, and Vincent hurried away to- wrought upon by fierce emotions. He had;asea

wards the bridge. - When he reached the spot, the patriot's blood spilled by the foe--ie hbd.

he found that the draw of the bridge was- raised, seen the: hireling ,sol4iere of tea tyrapt king
and that a British colonel with a body of sol- tramplingupon thed retliberties of his gogp-
diers was upon-the other side., A large body of trymen;and, from tt , moment his life was

the citizens had collected, and the patriots seemed pledged by an oath to the cause of that liig y

determined to resist the passage of the troops. which all true-beaged4m4c prayed and

The military stores were upon the north side of hoped for,

I
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ON the morning following the advent of the
British troops at Salem, the people were aroused
at an early hour by the booming of a heavy gun
at the mouth of the harbor, and on hastening
down to the wharves, they were not a little aston
ished at seeing two heavy English men-of-war
just coming to off the harbor. At first the peo-
ple were alarmed, and aftermore mature thought
they quieted their fears and watched the move-
ments of the ships. They were both of them
standing slowly down towards the capes of Mar-
blehead under their flying-jibs, with their courses
hanging in the buntlines, and their topsails mere-
ly drawn up by the elews. Ere long the ship
Farthest astern fired another gun, and at the
same time a signal was seen to wave from her
poop.

Eanu ENonAVING.]-
She wants a boat to come off," said an old

man, who stood upon one of the wharves.
That's what she's firing for."
"Ay," added Vincent Gray, who stood near

at hand, " that is surely what the fillow wants.
Here, boys, let's put off one of our beats and go
out-"

He turned to three of his men ashe spoke --
men who belonged to his ship-and they quickly
agreed to go with him. A fourth man was easily
obtained, and having leaped into a boat with his

crew, our hero put off for the man-of-war which
had fired the gun. There was an expression of
wonderment among the men as to what could
be the design of the ships in thus stopping, and
though Vincent shared in the feeling, yet he ex-
pressed no opinion upon it.'

When he reached the ship, he . brought his
boat up under the starboard quarter, and an ofii-
cer from the deck hailed him.

" Can you take a passenger on shore'?" asked
the officer.

" Ay," returned Vincent.
" Then haul up to the gangway, and we'll

send him down."
Vincent accordingly hauled his boat up,.and

shortly afterwards the passenger appeared over
the gangway, the man-ropes having been thrown
over for his accommodation. He was a young
man, apparently about four-and-twenty' years of
age, with-dark brown hair and blue- eyes,.not
very stout in his, build, but possessing much
manly beauty, together with a good degree of
firmness and resolution in the form and expres-.
sion of his countenance.. Vincent Gray was at
once predisposed in his favor, and he received
him with a kind greeting as he cane aft. After
the young man had come down, a heavy chest
was lowered into the boat, and then Vincent was
told that he might shove off. The captain of

the Englishman 'very kindly bade the young
passeuiger farewell, and in conclusion he said:

" We may never meet again, Edward. I have
somewhat overstepped my orders in putting in
here to set you on slore; but it is the last kind-
ness I may ever have. the chance to do you, and
I trust that you may prosper."

" I thank you kindly, Captain Montague,"
returned 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. Adieu."

The captain again said the word of parting,
and in a moment more the boat was rowed away
from the ship. Shortly -after this both the ships
made sail and stood towards Boston.

When 'incent turned towards his passenger,
after 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 stranger 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 Salem do you wish to visit'?"
asked Vincent.

"None in particular," returned the young
man.

"Then. you have no friends here'?" continued
Vincent.

"Friends'?" iterated the passenger, in a tone
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 seek
for the present someplace where I can find a
home-some well arranged inn where money
will find me an abiding place."

"Then if such is your wish you can stop at
the same inn with myself," said Vincent. "I
have found it to be the best in the town, and I
think you will be suited with the accommoda-
tions."

" Thank you, sir. That is the best I could
wish. If you have no objection. I will accom-
pany you there at once."'

Of course Vincent assented, and he did it with

a peculiar gratification, too, for he had seen just
enough of his companion to wish to know more
of him. He thought it strange that the young
man should have been at so much trouble to be
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 man-
ner that was calculated to excite attention and
curiosity.

When the boat reached the wharf, the people
who had stood there watching the movements of
the ships and the boats, gathered about the'spot,
and Vincent was literally overwhelmed with
questions ; but he merely stated that there was
a passenger on board one of the ships who wished
to land, and further than that he knew of noth-
ing to tell. Whilst one of Vincent's man went
for a barrow upon which to carry the passenger's
chest,, the older portion -of the people busied
themselves in asking the young stranger all sorts
of questions ; but his answers were short and
pointless, and by the time the man came with the
barrow, he had been given up as a hopeless case
of laconicism.

" It's Jo-fired strange, anyhow," muttered
one, "that two British seventy.fours should 'ave
put in here just to land a passenger."

"So 'tid,"' added a second. "Blow me, if
there aint sumthin' in it."

"Just my idee," chimed in a third, with more
than common shrewdness. " S'pote 'em ships
would 'ave put in here just t6 land ti single man
if there wasn't sumthin' itt It ? Ne not by a
plaguy sight. Depend upon it, there's amut/n'
in it !"

By the time this 'last "idee" was "advaneel,
Vincent and his passenger hadtai ted 'toteave
the place, and those who stood 'upon the wharf
watched them till they had passed from sight,

" You mustn't think hard-of my countrymen
if they appear a little boorish," said Vincent,
with a smile. "The fact is, these are times of
peculiar excitement, and' the movements of the
British are narrowly watched and quickly sus-
pected. Your coming was. strange, and in the
present state of affairs I do not wonder that it
should excite remark, at least."

" 0, of course," returned the young man ; "I
expect all that ; but you speak as though there
was trouble."

"Ay-and so there is," returned Vincent.
" Trouble enough, I ween. The people of these
colonies are beginning to tire of the insolent pres-
ence of these British troops."

"I do not wonder," said the other, in a frank
tone. "They certainly have no business here.
But you do not mean that there has as yet been
any open trouble."

" Yes, there has. In this very town there was
blood spilled last night. British troops were

CHAPTER 11.

THE MAN-O'WAt'S PASSENGER.
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sent here to seize upon our stores, and they were /
resisted. Ah, let me tell you, sir, that this state
of things cannot last much longer. Either 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 interest, its Vincent hesitated.-

" Else the colonies will make their own bar-
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," thoughtfully murmured his compan-
ion, after a few moments of silence, "I do not
know but that it is all for the best that it should

be as it is. I may make it my home in America,
and if I adopt the country I must give my heart
to her interests."

" And these interests," added Vincent, in a
low, thrilling tone, " are liberty and nationality I"

" And I pray to God that America may pos-
sess them."

Young Gray seized his companion by the hand
as he heard this generous sentiment. The cord
that bound his sympathies to the stranger was
strengthened anew, and he felt sure that he had
found a congenial heart and soul.

When the two reached the inn where Vincent
made it his home, the young stranger entered his

name as Edward Thayer. He selected a room
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 the 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 would not go to
sea again.

" And now," said he, "I have something of
importance to communicate to you. I know that
I may trust you, and that, if you do not join me,
you will not betray ne. You -know that the
British cruisers are committing all sorts of depre-
dations upon our colonial vessels, and I know
that the sentiment of our-countrymen will sustain
us in resisting the outrage. If I can possibly
get a vessel, I shall set forth upon the broad
track we have just left, on my own responsibility.
I mean to strike a blow for the liberty of the col-
onies. How many of you will'join me ?" ,

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
join the young hero heart and hand.

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

MICAII r'n9vicTTr

IT was on the very evening succeeding the
events last recorded that Vincent Gray went to
the -dwelling of Mr. Trevett. He was determined
to see Olivia in her own home, and if herrfather
was opposed to his visits, he wished to know it-'-
not that he intended to be governed by the old
man's will, but could he but, learn it, he might
then better know how to 'govern himself. He
found Olivia at home, and she at once con-
ducted him to the sitting-room, where a warm
fire was glowing upon the hearth.

" Your father is not in, then," said Vincent,
as he took a seat near the fire.

"No," returned. Olivia. "lie has gone to a
meeting at the residence of Mr. Simon.,

" But that is a meeting of the royalists," ut-
'tered Vincent, with considerable surprise in his
manner.

"I know it," answered the maiden. "My
father told me that they were going to take,
some measures to crush this spirit of rebellion
among the people."

" I knew not that your father belonged to that
part "

Yes, Vincent; he is a firm supporter of the
king's cause, and he hates all those who oppose
the royal authority."'

The young man was silent for a few mo-
ments; but at length he said, in a tone made
tremulous by deep'anxiety:

"Pardon the, Oliyla, hut I must ask you oue
question, and I trust yol will answer me plainly,
flow rest your sympathies in this case ?"

"tDo you not know me well enough to tell that
without asking ?" said the fair girl, with a slight
tinge of reproof in her tone.
"I think I do, Olivia. My own confidence

in your nobleness of soul tells me that your sym-
patiies cannot be with your father's.'

" Of course they cannot," quickly and ener-
getically replied Olivia. "I love the cause of
freedom too well to wish for a tyrant's role.
No, no,-if to be a friend of the colonies, and,to
wish them independent, constitutes a rebel, then
Olivia Trevett is a rebel."

"Spoken like yourself, dearest,'y exclaimed
the young man, as he caught his companion by
the hand. " 0, 1 shall love you more now that
I know you are so fearlessly: noble."

"Not altogether fearless"added Olivia, "My
father knows not my real, feelings, and I almost
fear to have him find them out."

" And have you really occasion tofear your
father ?"

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

" Alas I" she murmured, "you know not
how-.
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16 OLIVIAI

The maiden hesitated, and after a moment's
thought, continued:-

"I 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 had 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 unhappy ; and, besides, he could see enough
to assure him that Trevett was far from being a
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.

Micah Trevett was a man between 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 one not easily to be read, for at the
first glance the practised physiognomist would
have seen that the lines of his face were the re-
sult and marks of characteristics not his by na-
ture. There was a peculiar look of moroseness
about the expression of his face; but then it
had too much of restlessness about it to be really
natural. In short, the very appearance of his
countenance told that he was a man whose na-
ture had been marked by extraneous circum-
stances. His eyes were keen and quick, and his
hair was more silvery than is usual with those
not yet threescore.

When Micah Trevett entered the room, he ap-
peared considerably surprised at seeing young
Gray there, and there was a look of fear, too,
mingled with that surprise. Our hero had watch-
ed the old man'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 his 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, that when my
ship's. cargo was discharged our contract was at
an end. I believe I 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 i"

The young man was puzzled. He had not
expected so abrupt a reception, and he was hard-
ly prepared for it. -He cast a furtive glance upon

I
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Olivia, and he saw that she was pale and trem-
bling. Mr. Trevett noticed the direction of
Vincent's look, and he ordered his daughter to
leave the room. The tone and manner of this
command, and the look that accompanied it,
together with the painful effect it had upon Oli-
via, called a quick sensation of indignation to
the bosom of Vincent, and his brow burned as
he saw the maiden depart.

"Now, sir," resumed the old man, after his
child had gone, "may .I know the object of this
visit ?"

"Mr. Trevett," commenced Vincent, striving
to keep back his justly excited passions, " I
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 but that which binds it to your
money-box ? Can -you not conceive of other
causes of friendship but such as result from busi-
ness.?"

" I did not ask for your catechism, sir," coldly
returned Trevett. " I asked you a very simple
question, and that question you have not yet
answered. I wish to know the object of this
visit."

"Then, sir, I came as a 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 ; "that answer
is fair enough ; and now I must'inform you that
your visits are no longer desired. If you have
the feelings of a gentleman you will not trouble
me again."

" Then you- would turn me away from your
doors ?"

" I simply request that you will not enter them
again."

"Mr. Trevett, I had not expected this," said
the young man, in a firm, decided tone. " To-
wards you I have ever been faithful and obliging,
and you cannot say that I have ever been remiss
in my duty."

" And for all that I have paid you according
to contract. , What more can you ask ?"

" To be treated as a man-to be received with
that friendship which is due to me. My father,
when he lived, was one of your firmest fiends,

'and I am surely at a 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 some
moments ii silence. There was a look of bitter-
ness upon his face, and his hands were clutched

OLIVIA T

r
,_

:r
; ,

- a

F

s

4

1

i

t

Y

f

}p

1

}

i

S

,T

$.

upon the rail of the chair by his side. At length
a slight gleam shone in his eyes, and with a pe-
culiar look he said:
c "That is all very fine, young sir ; but the truth
lies yet behind. You have not told me all-you

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 !"

It was now Vincent's turn to hesitate, but he
was not long in framing an answer.

" You have a right," he said, "to judge of my
feelings towards yourself'as 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
question." - -

Vincent Gray was obliged once more to hesi-
tate. His feelings were excited-his soul was
stung by the old man's manner, and yet he knew
that he must speak calmly. He knew that to
betray his passion would ruin his cause at once.
He soon grew calm, 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 esteem, and it is no wonder that
those feelings should have ripened into love. I
do love the fair Olivia, sir, and I trust that there
is nothing connected with my habits, my charac-
ter, or my circumstances, that should prevent
me from hoping that I might gain her hand."

"Now you have spoken to some purpose, sir,"
replied Trevett 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 you must see her no more. I trust you
comprehend me."

"I certainly comprehend what you say, sir,"
returned Vincent, in a tone made trembling by
agitation, "but I cannot think that you mean
all that your words imply. You do not mean-"

"Stop," interrupted Trevett. "I mean just
what I have said, ,and I think you can under-
stand it without further explanation."
. Vincent Gray made no reply. He saw by the
old man's looks that he meant just what he had
said, and for a while his heart sank within him.
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But gradually his lips became compressed, and
a bright fire sparkled in his eyes.

"I trust," continued Trevett, "that I shall

have no further trouble on your account. You
know my decision, and I think you will abide
by it."

"'I shall make you no promises, sir," returned
Vincent. " In my future conduct I shall be gov-
erned by my own sense of justice. You may
have a legal, physical right to do as you please
with regard to the future prospects of your daugh-

ter, but you have no moral right to control her
against her wishes. She is of age, and she pos-
sesses a mind strong enough to govern herself
properly. If she loves me as I love her, I shall
not pledge myself to your conditions."

" Then," said 'Trevett, while his face grew
pale, " you will place yourself upon your own
peril. Approach my doors again, and you may
suffer more than you are aware of."

"Very well, sir," returned Vincent, as he took
his hat, "we now know each other, and time will
show which of us in the right. I, sir, can lay my
hand upon my heart, and look toward God to
prosper me in my opposition to your will. I
doubt much if you can d'o the same in reference
to your own designs."

The old man trembled, and there was some-
thing more than passion in the emotion that
moved him. His hand loosened from the chair
which he had been holding, and he took a turn
across the room. When he stopped, he gazed
fixedly into the youth's face.
" Go," said he. "Leave my house, and never

let me see you within its doors again. Go. I
want to hear no more of your speech.b

Vincent knew that what more he might say
would be productive of no good, and without an-

other word he left the room. When he had
gone, the old man sank into a chair, and gazed
vacantly into the fire that was beginning to
smoulder upon the hearth. His mind was evi-
dently ill at ease, for the dim light of the coals
revealed a face that was worked upon-something
very much like fear. Whatever may have been
that old man's feelings, they were surely not

such as a soul upright in its intentions would

have given birth to.
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CHAPTER V.

A STRAN NESECRET.

FO Several days after his interview with Mi- divest myself of the idea that I have seen you incah Trevett, Vincent Gray spent his time in years past."y
looking about among the shipping at the "I know not, Mr. Gray," returned Thayer,
wharves, and also in making th acquaintance "but I-do not think it probable. I have been
ofmay of the tyaeniclwere thrown out of in the East Indies; but, according to your state-employ by the tyrannical acts of "'the British. ment, not at the same time you were there. If
Of one thing he soon made himself assured, and you spent any time i younwere there.Ier
that was, that he could at any time find able men a boy y in England when you were
sufficient to man a patriot vessel, when he should
be so fortunate as to find one that suited him ; "I did," quietly interrupted Vincent. "I
and, more than this, he found that the majority spent three years there."'
of the seamen were with him in his desire to " How long ago was that ?"
make a mark on the page of history in favor of "Let's see. It must have been eighteen yearshis country's independence, and freedom from ago."
the mother country's tyranny. "And in what part' of England were you?9

With Edward Thayer our hero had spe inquired Thayer.
much of his time during the week, and the more "I spent most of the time in London. I was
he became acquainted with the young man, the there with my father."
more he liked him. There was something about "I must have been in London during art of
the young Englishman's countenance that had that time," said Thayer, after some little reflec-

arrested Vincent's attention from the first, but tion ; "but I have no recollection of yourself.

what k was he could not tell. At times he felt Indeed, we were both too young to have laid upsure that he had seen him before, much for future memory."
"gTell me," he said, one day, as they sat to- "True, true," murmured Vincent, gazing halfgether in our hero's room, "is it not possible vacantly into his companion's face. "And yet

thoat we hae t s her b - When I 'tis strange how your countenance awakens dulllook at your face, and hear you speak, I cannot memory in my bosom. HoWever, if there is any
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substance to my imaginings I 'may yet call it
to mind."

"Really," added Thayer, with a smile, "I
hope you may succeed in calling me to "mind

as you wish, but I fear I cannot help you."

"Never mind," said Vincent.
And yet by the way he looked, it was evident

that he did mind very much, for he not only;
gazed very fixedly upon his companion's coun-
tenance, but he also betrayed a great deal of

anxious interest as he did so..
"Do you intend to go to sea again at pres-

ent ?" asked Thayer, seemingly more for the

purpose of breaking up the uneasiness occasioned

by the reverie into which Vincent had fallen,
than from any real desire to gain a knowledge of,

his movements.
" No, I think not," returned our hero. " Or,

at all events, I 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."

" Trevett, did you say ?" asked the young Eng-Y
lishman, starting as he heard the sound of that
name.

" Yes."
"What is his given name ?"
" Micah."
"1Micah Trevett I" repeated Thayer, half start-

ing from his seat, and then sinking back again,
as if seeking to recall some thought.

" Yes," said Vincent, returning his compan-
ion's inquisitive look with one of wonder.

" How old a man is he ?'
" He must be near sixty."
"Micah Trevett I" again uttered Thayer,

starting up from his chair, and taking a turn
across the room. " Micah Trevett 1"

" 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. If you know him, tell me of

him.
"I can only tell you that he is rich and hard-

hearted.'
"Ay-go on. Has he a family 9'
" Only one child."
"And what is that ?"
" A daughter."
Edward Thayer stopped, and sank down into

his chaisagain. His face had assumed an ashy
paleness, and he trembled at every joint. But
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this state: of feelings could not last long. The
young man soon recovered from the first effects
of the strange shock, and when he was once
more calm, his countenance had assumed a rigid
expression, and he gazed vacantly upon the
floor.
" He must be the man," he murmured to him-

self ; and then raising his eyes to his compan-;
ion's face, he continued: " You may be surprised,
at what you have seen, but you must not ask me
for an explanation now. I shall be obliged to
dive still deeper into your indebtedness, for I
must get you to introduce me to Mr. Trovett."

"Ah, sir," returned Vincent, allowing his
mind to leave for a while the exciting senS he
had just witnessed, "'I fear that I cannot accom-
modate you in that. The old man has forbidden
me to ever enter his house again."

"Ah," uttered Thayer.
" Yes," continued Vincent, seeing that. his

companion looked inquisitive, "and I know not
why I should fear to trust you with the secret,
and then you will see the peculiarity of my po i-
tion. It is on his daughter's account that I am
banished."

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

There was a silence of some moments, during
which time both of the young men seemed un-
usually meditative and lost in thought. At

length Vincent remarked :
" I am at a loss to conjecture why Mr. Tre-

vett should have turned me off as he did, for I

can call on God to witness that in-no point of
my character orhabits can he find objection to
me."

"I shall find him out," said Edward Thayer,
"and I hope that I may be the means of hIelping
you. Ah, Micah Trevett, you are a-"

The speaker hesitated as he saw that Vincent's

eyes were fixed keenly upon him.

"Excuse me," said our hero, "for regarding
you so particularly, but I'm sure I cannot help
it. I looked upon you with somewhat of anxiety
before, but.now I am almost nervously so. My
own connection with Trevett is peculiar, and I

am not all quieted by finding that-"
" I also have some connection with him," said

Thayer, seeing that Gray hesitated. " . ell, I
have some little to do with him if I am not much

x
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mistaken, but I cannot explain myself to you at
present; you must not expect it, nor must you
blame me for keeping my own secret."

"0, not at all," returned Vincent.
Shortly afterwards young Thayer arose and

left the room, and after he had gone Vincent re-
mained for some time meditating upon what had
passed. He arose and 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 had awakened feelings of such a peculiar
interest in his mind.,b

The wind was howling without with a cold
chilling music, 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
Edward Thayer, and of Micah Trevett; and.

anon his mind would stop to rest upon the sweet
face of Olivia. He was engaged in this manner
when his landlord appeared at the door and in-
formed him that there was some one below who
wished to see him.

" Who is it?" asked Vincent.
" A man," laconically returned Boniface.
" Ay,---but what sort of a man ?"
" An old man-a sailor, I should say."
" An old sailor ? Then he must be an honest

man. Send him to me."

" ie's rough 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 dresses,"

answered Vincent quickly, while his eyes spark-
led with animation. "-
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THE OLD PATRIOT, AND HIS MISSION.

VINCENT GRAY had not lopg to wait after his
host had gone, for in a few minutes he returned
and ushered in the individual whom he had an-
nounced. The new-coiner was an old man, andL's appearance at once bespoke him to be a coast
fisherman He 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 upon the head that had literally knocked
his frame into a more solid mass. His face was

aery brown from constant exposure, and his
h ir, which had evidently once been red, was
now of a grizzly hue. His eyes were very small,
very gray, and very bright. His 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.

"This is Capt'n Gray, I take it," he said.
" Yes, sir," returned Vincent, regarding his

visitor with a curious look.
"Well, my name 's Durkee-Obadiah Dur-

kee. Them as knows me calls me Obed. And
let me tell you, sir, 'at I've seen a good deal of
salt water in my day."

"I don't doubt it," returned Vincent, with a
smile.

The old man took a seat, and having hauled
his chair up to the fire, he unbuttoned the great

2

JI

pea-jacket, in which he As enveloped, and then
turned his attention again upon our hero.

" You 're kind o' layin' on your oars now, I
take it," was his first observation after he had
made himself at homa.

"For the present," answered Vincent.
"Yes," responded Obed. " There's a good

many in the same fix " He east a furtive glance
about the room; as if to assure himself that e
one was listening, and then he continued

" There's no puttin' up with this sort o' things
much longer. These intarnal'Britishers are gita
tin' wuss and wuss every day.- Only last wek
they robbed me of all my fish. iy the great
horn spoon, Capt'n Gray, we must n't stand it."

"It is rather hard," said Vincent. He would
have smiled again, but he saw that there was a
vein of deep feeling beneath the old man's
quaintness, and he began to conceive a respect
for him. "It seems wrong for us to submit a
such treatment," he continued.

" Ay, capt'n. An' 'tis wrong. I don't b'liev e
God ever made the colonies for England's foot-
stool. Them's my sentiments, an' I don't car
who knows 'em."

Vincent saw that the old man as in earnest
but yet he had no clue to the object of his visit,
so he remained quiet, in hopes that he would ex-
plain himself. Our hero's silence had the'desired.

OLIVIA TREVETT.20
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effect, for ere long the old man opened the sub-I
ject-

" Capt'n Gray," he' commenced, "I under-1
stand 'at you want to get hold of a good vessel
-one 'at '11 do for a reg'lar cruiser."

"Well," said Vincent, becoming at once in-
terested.

" Am I right ?"
" Suppose you are, what then ?"

" I'd like to know first if I am."
" Well," said our hero, after regarding the old

man for some time, and feeling that he could
trust him, " you are right."

"Well, then," resumed Obed, drawing his
chair nearer to Vincent, and speaking in a lower
tone, "I think I know of just the craft 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 a week."

Vincent was now all attention. The idea of
capturing a vessel from the enemy had not be-
fore entered his mind, but it was none the less
welcome for that.
" Do you think she could be captured 2 " he

asked, with much earnestness.
" If it is tried soon," returned the old man.

" She 's cruisin' about the coast here, an' if she
keeps on robbin' our fishermen she may 'get
caught."

"What sort of a craft is she ?"
" 0, a beauty," exclaimed the old man, with

animation. " As saucy a looking thing as you
ever saw. She carries a square mainsail, an' a
good heavy boomsail to back it. She's got ten
guns, an' she slips around through the water as
though her heels was greased. By the- great

horn spoon, capt'n, she must be took. I'm yer

man if you ken only find enough more to carry
the thing through."

" But there is no knowing how long she will

remain here," suggested Vincent, in a thought-
ful mood.

" 0, there's no kind o' fear 'bout that," con-
fidently returned Obed. "She's been knockin'
about off Nahant an' Marblehead, an' so down
towards Lynn, for a week, an' she '11 stay more'n
a week longer if she aint drove off. I know she
ken be taken if we ken only get the men to do it."

"And where would you gather your force ?"
" 0, you must do that, capt'n."
" Well, but where "
"Down on Swampscott beach would be as

good a place as any."
"V ery well," returned Vincent, after having

thought the matter over; "and now Ishould
like to ask you if you have thought of any plan
by which the vessel can be taken."

"Why," said the old man, without hesitation,
" we must have men enough to do it."

"I know all that, my dear man ; but you are
aware that there must be something more than
merely men enough to do the fighting. It is no
very easy job to get your men in a fighting posi-
tion against a craft of that description."

"0 , I 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 I don't think it'll be very hard
work, for you know when a chap is up to all
soris of mischief he's very apt to git into trouble.
I think weccan-lix a trap for him. At any rate,
if we git th men down on Swampscott beach I'll
venture but that we'll make some plan work."

" If we could be sure that the brigantine
would remain about the coast, perhaps we
could," responded Vincent, thoughtfully.

The old man looked a little uneasy as Vincent
made this last remark.

" Well, look here, eapt'n," said he, "if'you
don't think the matter is worth running any
chances for, I wouldn't have anything to do with
it. When I come to see yon I thought you
wanted to get hold of a good vessel, and I didn't
know but you would be willing' to run some risk,
for in such times as these I'd be willin' to run a
good deal. -Howsomever, it don't make much
difference, for if you wont-"

"Stop, my good man," interrupted Vincent,
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 before I
accomplish all I wish; but this is an.important
affair, and I wish to understand it thoroughly be-
fore I enter upon it. Now, sir, this very evening
I will set about enlisting my men, and to-morrow
I will be at Swampscott."

" That's right," uttered Obed, his countenance
brightening as he spoke. " I'll go right away
an' have all the matters fixed that I can."

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

"0, sartin. I ken raise a dozen, I guess; and
they'll be good ones, too."

Vincent expressed his satisfaction at this, and
then he went on and made such arrangements
with the old man as he could. He promised
that. he would be at the designated place bynoon

on the next day, and perhaps before, and in the looked forward to the moment when he could
meantime the fishermen were to make what pro- place his foot upon the first prize from the enemy
vision they could for capturing the brigantine. with a longing in which was centered the whole

It was nearly dark when the old man left the patriotism of his zeal. And he was not alone in
inn, and as soon as Vincent could obtain his sup-, this feeling. All the seamen who had joined him
per he set forth to hunt up his men. He had were equally zealous with himself. They knew
expected to find this part of the task an easy that the feelings they entertained towards Eng-
one, and he was not mistaken. From his previ- land and her king were held by the best and
ous conversations with the seamen he had learned most able men in the colonies-they knew-that
whom he might trust, and the most he had now the clergymen of the land were with them in
to do was to hunt them up and notify them that heart-and they felt, too, that the God of justice
they were wanted. Before ten o'clock he had would uphold them in striving to shake off the
found seventy-five men who were ready and chains of the oppressor.
anxious to join him, and all of them, too, had It was with such feelings as these that- our
pledged themselves to meet him on the next hero-patriots planned their operations against the
morning with arms sufficient for the enterprise, enemy, and with such feelings, too, they deter-
each one promising to find his own. mined to win the prize-the dearest, holiest prize

When Vincent Gray returned to his inn his of life-Liberty.
heart was alive with the most ardent hope. He
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Tits morning of March 7th, 1775, was calm,
clear, and frosty. The air was sharp with its icy
breath, but by no means uncomfortable to those
who were cldthed for a New England winter. At
an early hour the hardy seamen began to repair
towards a point south of the town-a place se-
cure from observation--and when Vincert Gray
arrived he found most of his men already assem-
bled, and before ten o'clock they were all there.

They were reviewed and equipped sufficiently for
all practical purposes, and without any unneces-
sary delay they set off for Swampscott, going in
parties of six or eight each, and taking as many
different routes as they coulk.

Vincent went ahead, and at about one o'clock
he reached the high headland of Swampscott.
The first thing that attracted his attention after
he gained a view of the sea, was the English
brigantine. She wag just inside of Egg Rock,
and was standing in.

"Upon my soul, Munn," he said, turning to
one of his men who stood by his side, " she is a
beauty."

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

" I should like to have the management of
those batteries," continued Vincent.

" You must have," responded the other. "eIf
your old fisherman can contrive a way to put us
on board we can do the rest."

" Let's go on," said our hero, whose thoughts
at that moment were not formed for speech,
"Let's go on and find old Durkee., There come
more of our boys over the hill. .By the mass,
we must not be found thick up here in sight, or
the brigantine may be making us out."

With that Vincent and his party started on,
and having reached the cove above the beach
they found the cot of Obadiah Durkee, and the
old man himself at the door.

" So you've come," cried Obed, as he recog-
nized our hero.

e returned Vincent.
"By the great Moses, Capt'n Gray, I was al:

most afraid you'd be too late."
4 Ah, and have you any plan studied up ?"

uttered Vincent, with energy.
" Part of one," said Obed, " but where are the

rest of your men ?"4
" They'll be along in a few minutes-seventy.,

five of them.",
" Jerusalum, that's good. Now.come in, come

in, capt'n, an' I'll tell you just what's turned up.
By the great horn spoon, it does seem as though
the fates were working for us."

1i

IS

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
were put together for strength and endurance.
The old man introduced them as friends of his
who were ready for the expedition on hand, and
after Vincent had greeted them, he turned to-
wards his host.

"Now," said he, " what have you done I You
speak as though you had found some sea-room
to work in."

"Ay," exclaimed Obed, with a brightly spark-
ling eye, " The Englishman's given us the
course himself, and I don't see what's to hinder
us from taking him. Here's Pick Powell, here,
happened to put out. after fish before daylight
this morning. He ketched only a few, an' was
coming' in with 'em when the brigantine over-
hauled him. They took what fish he had, an'
then told him that if he would come out this
afternoon an' ketch a lot they'd buy 'em. Dick,
yer see, knowed all about our plans, an' so he
just promised 'em 'at be 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 an' pay him. Yer see he pretended to

be very 'ticular 'bout the pay so 's to make it
'pear as though he was in earnest 'bout it. Of
course the Englishman don't mean to pay for
any of the fish, he only said that so as to gum
us ; but he 'll find where the gum comes in afore
another day, -eh, capt'n."

"I hope so,". returned Vincent.
" 0, I know so," added Obed, with much con-

fdence.
By this time all of Vincent's men had arrived,

and as many as possible had crowded into the
cot, while the remainder staid in the yard. Our
hero had gained a pretty clear idea of what old
Durkeemeant, and this he explained to his men.
Some of them were well acquainted with Dick
Powell, and they knew him to be a shrewd, cal-
culating man.

" Now, Durkee," said our hero, addressing
the old fisherman, " how large a craft is your
smack ?'

"O, big enough for our use. Come, we'll go
and look at her, for it's about time we were off.
Come on, all hands."

The party followed on after the old man as he
led the way to a place which had been scooped
out at the upper end of the beach on purpose to
receive the smack, and Vincent found the craft

larger than he had expected. She was a sloop,
and ofsome sixty or seventy tons burthen; and
upon examination he found that his men could
easily be accommodated in her hold,

"Now," said he, turning to Obed, "if I un-
derstand you rightly, you will put us alongside
of the brigantine if we will hide ourselves here
in the hold ?"

"Exactly," returned the old man ; " and the
sooner you do the thing the better. We '11 put
the old smack alongside o' the Englishman, an'
We'll help you do the rest, too."

Our hero explained all to his men, and they
were eager for the onset. Each man had his
arms ready for use, and they were anxious to try
their merits. They got on board of the smack
as soon as possible, and when they entered the
hold six of the fishermen joined them, leaving
only Obed and four of his companions in cha ge
of the deck. Our adventurers found themselves
in rather close quarters, but by knocking away
the bulkhead of the little cabin they managed
to make good breathing room, and if they Ibund
their situation slightly uncomfortable, the object
they had in view made it bearable.

As soon as Vincent Gray and his men were
safely packed away below, Obed got his sloop of
and made sail. As he passed out the brigantine
hove down and hailed him.

" Where are you bound dowl"
" After fish," returned Dick Powell, who stood

by the quarterrail.
" That's right," shouted the Englishman, "I'll

see you when yon come back."
" Yes-hope you will," responded Powell, as

the sloop dashed on, while the brigantine passed
under his stern. " And a mighty pretty sight
you'll get I'm thinking," he continued, as he
gazed after the Englishman."

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

For over an hour the sloop stood on, and'then
she hove to, and the fishermen threw over their
lines. They caught a few fish-cod and had-
dock--and after waiting about two hours, Obed
broached the idea of returning.

"If yre start now," he said, having called Vin-
centon deck, "it will be nearlydusk by the time
we get back. Yes, it'll be most dark, for the
sun aint sartinly more'n half an hour high."

" Then let us start," said Vincent. *" Let us
start at once, for I want to see this business
done."
" So do I," resumed Obed. "Now in less'n
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an hour I'll be alongside o' the brigantine, an'
you must have your men ready."

" I'll do my part," said the young man.
The sloop was ac codingly put back for the

shore, and Vincent returned to the hold, where
he informed his men of what was being done,
and at the same time bade them be in readi-
ness 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
about and stood out upon the larboard tack, head-
ing across the sloop's course.

" He wants his fish," said Powell, who had now
taken the helm.

"Ay," returned Obed, breathless with anxiety
and excitement. "Mind the helm--mind the
helm, Dick. Here, boys, let's give the sheets a
pull,-and you may luff a little, Dick. 'T wont
do to 'pear too anxious to fall in with him. I'd
rather seem as though 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 men were
anxiously watching the coming vessel. The
sloop had not yet crossed the course of the Eng-
lishman, and as Obed could 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 turned out ; for
in less than fifteen minutes the brigantine came
dashing across the Yankee's bows, and as she
was clear she went about, and by the time the
sloop was up with her she had everything snug
and taut on the starboard side.

"My soul ?" uttered Powell, as he witnessed
the evolution, " what a thing to work. May I
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be blessed if she don't cut about in the water like
a dolphin."

" She's a beauty," responded Obed, "a beauty,
and no mistake." And thus speaking, he went
to the hatchway and looked down.

" All ready there ?" he asked, in a clear, earn-
est tone.

"All ready," returned Vincent.
" Then be on hand. I'll give you the word

when it is time."

"Hallo, there !" at this moment shouted the
Englishman.

"Hallo I" returned Obed.
" Got any fish "

" Yes-plenty."
" Then heave to, and we'll send a boat"
"You know you promised to pay for 'em,"

cried Powell.
" 0, certainly. Come, heave to, quick."

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

"Avast, there, you lubber !" yelled the Eng-
lishman, in alarm. "You'll be afoul of us."

"Starboard! starboard !" shouted Obed, turn-
ing to Dick, who had the helm. " Good gracious
sakes alive, what yer thinkin' on, Dicks Look
out, now.''

But Dick had no thoughts of moving his
helm. He held it almost hard a-port with a per-
feet disregard of his commander's injunctions,
and the result was such as might have been an-
ticipated. In a minute more the sloop's bow-
sprit went poking in amongst the brigantine's
larboard fore rigging, and on the same instant
the old fisherman leaped to the main hatch and
gave the signal to those below.

'CHAPTER VII.

THE PATRIOT CRUISER.

" Now see what you'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 over his bulwarks.

"Now don't git mad, cap'n," expostulated
Obed, "for by the great Jerasalum, I couldn't
help it."

" Then you must be a confounded lubber.
Now-"

The Englishman ceased speaking, for at that
moment he saw the heads of half a dozen men
appear above the combing of the sloop's hafch-
way ; in an instant he seemed to suspect that all
was not 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 men, and on the next
instant they began to, pour over the. bulwarks of
his own vessel.

The Englishman leaped 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 count 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 began to tremble with some-
thing besides excitement.'-

The brigantine's men were all f them upon
the deck, but it was not an easy thing for them

to arm themselves. To be sure the arm-chests
were on deck, and the lids were thrown open,
but the Americans easily beat off those who had
gathered about them, and thus they gained a de
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 brigantine is mine 1" shouted Vincest,
as he leaped upon the quarter-deck.

"Not quite yet," returned the English com-
mander, at the same moment crossing swords
with his young invader.

"0,-but you must yield," said Vincent, parry-
ing a thrust that was made at his bosom. "I
have made up my mind that this vessel is mine."

"Not yet-not yet," hissed the Englishman,
beating furiously at the young man with his
sword.

" Look out-look out," said Vincent, throw-
ing his weapon carefully about, "you are no
match for me at this game."

And so it proved ; for, on the third movement
from'that the Englishman's sword ent whizzing

over the rail.
" Now yield to me I Yield at once I" shouted

Vincent, pointing his'sword at his adversary's
breast.'"There's not a moment to spare. Speak
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ie word, or you die on the spot. I am in

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

"Then call off your men," ordered Vincent.
"" do not wish to spill more blood than can be
avoided. You see my men have the advantage."

This order, however, was not necessary, for
the Englishmen saw that their captain had sur-
rendered, and instinctively they drew back fromthe hopeless conflict in which they were engaged.
Our hero ordered his own men to desist from
tie conflict, and then he proceeded to have the
brigantine's men disarmed.

By. this time it was fairly dark, and after a
short consultation among the Americans, it was
arranged that the brigantine should stand off a
few miles, and there lay to till morning, while
Powell and three of his companions should take.
the sloop back to Swampscott. Accordingly the
asmack was got clear from the brigantine's fore
rigging, and the crew that had been appointed
fih her weft on heard, and sailed her off out of

Sway.
Seeing that tbs brigantine was to remain out

,ver eight, Vineet thought it prudent to put his
prisqger in igros, an having found those that
belnge to the v ssel, he et once set about the
jsb. All the Englishmen were thus secured ex-
oepting three of the officers, and they, upon giv-
i their pledge of honor that they would not en-

gage in any disturbance, were allowed to go at
large.

Our hero found that in all he had seventy.
sight'prisoners. Only three of the enemy had
been killed in the melee, so that the vessel's crew
lad amounted to eighty-one men, while his own
*bee, all told, had numbered eighty-seven.

As soon as the brigantine's head was put

about, and some half dozen battle-lanterns lighted
and arranged about the deck, Vincent went aft,
and having called Obed and one or two of his
awn men to accompany him, he went down into
de brigantine's cabin. He had but little time to
take a survey of things before he was joined by
the prisoner captain. The latter stood for a few
moments and regarded his captor in silence, and
at length he sat down upon a rich divan that
wasYrang in the asir part f the cabin.

"You, I snppase, sir, are commander here
aow," he said, addressing Vincent Gray.

" Yes, sir," returned the young man.

"Well, sir, if it would not be impertinent,
I should like to know what you mean to do now
that you have got command of one of his maj-
esty's vessels ?"

" You mistake, my dear sir," said Vincent,
with a smile. " This is now a Yankee vessel ;
but if you wish to know what I mean to do with 4
her, I will tell you. Henceforth she is to be a
patriot cruiser."'

" You mean a pirate," returned the English-
man, with bitter sarcasm.

"No, sir. She has been a pirate until now,
but she will be so no more. You forget your-
self, sir."

"Do I? I'm thinking 'tis you who 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-
ished. You know how piracy is punished."

" Ay, I do know," returned Vincent, boldly ;
" and your tyrant king will know how it is pun-
ished. Don't talk to me of piracy. Look to
your own hands, sir. What have been your
deeds since you have been cruising about this
ocast ? You have been robbing our people when-
ever the )opportunity was afforded. You have
driven honest men from their vocation--you
have robbed them of their hard-earned store-
you have invaded the sanctity of our people's
houses, pilfered from their flocks and broods;
your king and his parliament have shut up onir
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 hirelings ! By the heav-
ens above ine, sir, there be hands and hearts in
these colonies that are nervous. This is but a
beginning of what is yet to come. Pirates, eh ?
0, you shall know how your own piracies shall
be punished. This craft is now in the hands of
those who have bitter wrongs to redress, and
sweet liberty to gain."

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

" Do you mean that you are going to cri ise
against the king ?"

"Of course I do."
"Then your race will be a short one."
"It may be," returned Vincent, witlh a #jsh-

ing eye, " but," he added, in a low, solemn tone,
"I say, with thousands of my countrymen, my

life and liberty shall go together for my count
try I"

"Ay," uttered old Durkee, whose enthusiasm
was equal to Vincent's, but whose language was
not so ample for its expression, "that's the idee.
Whilst we live we'll have liberty, and when we
can't have that we may as well die as not. By
the crown of old Neptune, Mr. Englisfiman, you
may tell. your king that the patriots aint afraid
to-die, but they wont be trod upon."

The Englishman ss id no more, and shortly
afterwards Vincent went on deck.

In the morning Vincent Gray had a better
chance to examine the proportions of his prize,
and he 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 few experimental evolutions
convinced him that she was everything that he
could desire. She carried ten guns, all of them
eighteen-pounders, and the two bow guns were
long ones. She was well armed in other respects,

and when our hero put his vessel's head towards
the shore he felt well pleased with his fortune.

Before noon he had landed all his prisoners,
leaving them at liberty to go where they pleased,
and as soon as this was done he put back to
Swampscott, where the four men who had 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 boatswain, leaving
the gunner to be appointed when the most suit-
able one could be determined on.

Before-night the patriot cruiser 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 a commander in whose skill and judg.
ment they reposed the utmost confidence,'and
they had hearts that were longing for the first
blew that could be struck for the honor of their
flag and the good of their country.
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feared 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 old man, gazing fixedly
upon his child, "do you mean to excuse the fel-
low for what he has done I"

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

"Perhaps you thik he is doing right."
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 to his. His own acts of late
had been such as to tend towards the estrange-
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 achild might feel for a pa-
rexit was fast growing dirn and cold in her bosom.
She trembled when she thought of it, but she
could not hide the truth-she could not put
out of sight the fact that respect for her father'
was losing ground in her soul.

"Perhaps you think he is doing right," Mr.
Trevett repeated.

"I hope he is," tremblingly returned Olivia.
"Ay; but what is your opinion in the pro-

mises ?"

" Then, frankly, I think he is doing right."
Trevett started back aghast. He had not ex-

pected that the girl would dare to avow such
opinions.

"Do you know what you say ?" he asked, in
a hissing tone.

"Yes, sir," returned Olivia, more emboldened
now that she had broken the ice.

" I should like to know if you are a rebel at
heart?"

"If to pray for the national freedom and in-
dependence of these colonies makes a rebel, then
I 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 heart,
both against your father, and against your king
but I shall look out that you suffer the penalty of
your sin. You may not be aware of the fact
that my loyalty can overcome the parent in my
bosom."
" O, do not profane that sacred subject," said

the fair girl. " Do not talk of a parent's love
until you can exercise some of it."'

her father's last 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.

"What do you mean ?" she at length asked.
" I mean just what I say. Vincent Gray has

associated himself with a band of desperadoes,
and they have seized upon one of his-majesty's
vessels, and are now cruising about on a regular
piratical expedition."

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

" Ay, against his lawful king and master ; but
he will soon be caught, and then his head will
answer for his crime."

There was a shudder passed through the fair
girl's frame; but yet her countenance showed
that she felt thankful for the information she now

had heard. She knew that her lover had wished
to obtain a vessel, and she knew why he had
now gained one. In her heart she sympathized
with him, and she inwardly prayed him God-
speed on his noble mission.

" What do you think of his doings ?" Trevett
asked, after watching his daughter for a few mo-
ments.

"I do not know that I could express'an opin-
ion," returned the maiden. " Mr. Gray has ap-

" Silence, girl I"
Just as Micah Trevett uttered that exclama-

tion there came a loud rap upon the door. He
started from his' seat, and went to see who was
there.

"Does Mr. Trevett live here ?" asked the ap-
plicant.

" Yes. I am 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 Thayer.
" A letter, you say," said ' Trevett, after he

had motioned his visitor to a seat.
"Yes, sir," returned Thayer. " Trevett, your

name is--Micah Trevett."
" Yes, sir," answered the old man, gazing

sharply into his face.
" Then the letter is for you, sir."
As Thayer spoke, he handed the letter to the

old man.
"'Tis from England !" uttered Trevett, look-

ing at the superscription, and turning pale.
"1 Yes, sir."
"Are you the man who landed from the man-

of-war a few weeks since ?"

"Yes, sir," calmly returned the young ,man,

at the same time returning his interlocutor's look
with a sharp, steady gate.

Micah Trevett tore open the letter, and while
he was reading it Edward Thayer turned his
look upon Olivia. She met his gaze, and for a
moment her eyes fell to the floor. There was
a bright spark came to the youth's eyes as .he
looked upon her handsome countenance, aid
when she again looked up he spoke to her.

" A cool evening," said he.
"Yes, sir," tremblingly returned the maiden.
Thayer's gaze became more earnest than be-

fore, but Olivia bent not her eyes before it again.
Olivia returned the look of the young man

steadily, until her eyes became. dim, and then
she bent her head as if in deep thought.

The young man started when he looked again
upon Micah Trevett, for that individual was ashy
pale, and he was trembling- like an aspen. He
caught the gaze of the youth and ,his daughter
fixed upon him, and in a quick, excited tone,
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 all his power to appear
calm.

" No, sir," returned Thayer.

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

" Olivia," he said, addressing his daughter,
who was alone with him in the room, "have you
heard from any of your acquaintances who that
young man was that landed here a few weeks
since from the man-of-war that put in here ?"

" No, sir," returned the maiden.
" You knew there was such an one."
" I heard something about it, for it was made

the talk of the whole town."
" Ay-I know it," said Trevett ; and then he

fell into a thoughtful mood, But his thoughts
were evidently uneasy ones, for he moved ner-
vously about in his chair, and his face looked
pale and haggard. At length he seemed to
arouse himself, and turning again towards his
child, he said :

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

The aiden looked at her father inquisitively.
" He ias turned out to be a regular pirate,"

resumed the old man. " I never thought him
much better."

At first Olivia turned pale, but she knew that

OLIVIA TREVETT.
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"Do you know its import ?"I
"I only know that a gentleman in London

handed it to me, and asked me to deliver it to
you."

"And was it for that purpose that you came
to this place ?"

" Partly."
" Then you have other busin'-ss in Salem."
"Perhaps so."
Trevett hesitated, and looked uneasily upon

his visitor. He was evidently worked upon by
some deep, powerful emotion.

"Did that man-of-war put-in here expressly
to land you ?" he asked, after a few moments
of thought.

" I couldn't tell you, sir, I'm sure, whether
the two ships would 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 Trevett arose from his chair and began

to pace the room. At length he stopped in front
of the plaee where the young man sat.

"What is your name ?" he asked.
"Edward Thayer."
Trevett looked hard at the youth, and again

he crossed the room. ,ben he came back again,
he sat downs

" Look ye, sir," he said, in a quick, excited
tone, " do you know one idea that this letter
contains ?"

"Why do you ask me 4that question again ?"
returned the young man, with considerable se-
verity. .I

"Because I would have some explanation
from you, if you could give it."

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

" Neither do I," said the old man, as he folded
the letter- and placed it in his bosom; "I know
nothing of it. Either they have mistaken the
man, or else-"

" 0, sir," interrupted Edward, "if you think
the letter was not intended for you, I will take
it again. 1 will take it, sir, if there has been a
mistake."

"No, no," quickly returned the old man, at

the same time placing his hand upon his bosom,
as if to assure himself that he had not lost the
missive. "I think the letter was intended for
me, but yet I am unable to analyze its meaning.
Why have you not left it before ?"

" Because I had not found you out."
Again 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 not
mistaken in the nature of the look, but the as-
surance did not serve to make him any more.
easy. Thayer guessed what was passing in the
old man's mind, and without further remark he
arose from his chair.

" I think I will take my leave,' he said, as he
buttoned up his coat.

"Where do you stop ?" asked Trevett, as he,
too, arose from his chair.

"I am stopping at Pollock's inn, at present."
" Then I shall know where to find you, if I

wish to see you."
Micah Trevett conducted the young man to

the door, and after his visitor had gone, he re-
turned and sank down into his chair.. For a
long time he sa there and gazed into the fire.
Deep shadows fitted across his countenance, and
in every look he plainly showed that he was tor-
tured by some #gouiping thought.

"By heavens 1" he uttered, starting up from
his seat, " I'll not trust that man. He knows
more than he chooses to reveal. He is-oh 1"

It was a stunning thought that at that mo-
ment flashed across the old man's mind, sand
with a tottering step he went back to his chair,
where he bowed his head upon his hands, and
thought. deeply end long. At length he raised
his head and looked about 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 pallor of
his face gave place to a deep flush, and his hands
were clutched,. --

" I'll know him !" he gasped, as he thrust the
now crumpled letter back into his bosom. " I'll
know him! By my soul's redemption, I'll know
him. The game shall not be won from me now!"

Micah Trevett looked terrible now ;--he look-
ed like one who enters a list where either him-
self, or another, must die.

CHAPTER! 1X.
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Ox the nest morning after Edward Thayer's
visit, Mr. Trevett met his daughter in the sitting
room. His face still looked pale, and his brow
was dark and contracted; his whole appear-
ance showing pretty plainly that he had not
slept much during the night. He met the maid-
en's look with a troubled expression, and when
she bade hini good morning he returned- her no
answer. He Went and stood with his back to the
fire, and gazed down upon-the carpet. At length
he raised his eyes tothe face of his:child.

"Olivia," he said, "do you know that young.
man who was here last night with that letter ?"

"No, sir," returned she, gaming carefully into
thezold man's face.

"Don't you remember ever to have seen him.
before?"

"No, sir."
" Is there nothing about his countenance that

looks familiar to you ?"
"Not that I know of. I surely did not notice,

any such."
Micah Trevett eyed his daughter :sharply for

several moments, and then he turned away to-
wards the door, and took his hat.

"lBreakfast is almost really " said Olivia, as
she saw- that her father was preparing to go
out.

"Never mind," returned the old man; "you

may eatwhen you get ready,; I may not be back
in season."

He spoke in a husky tone, and his hand shook
when he laid it upon-the door-latch In the hall
he put on his over,-coat, and then started out into
the street. The air was biting cold, but the old
man noticed it not. He moved on with aquick,
nervous step, arid when h reached Pollock's Inn
he stopped and tried to look:through the win-
does of the bar-room, but the thickly gathered
frost prevented him. He stopped upon the door'
step a few nioments, irresolute, but at length he
gathered resolution and went in. He felt reliev'
ed When he entered the bar-room.to find no one
there but a boy, the rest of the people having
gone to breakfast.- He called for spirits, and
having drank nearly a tumbler.ful, he turned
towards the small desk where lay the register
of the inn. He opened it and looked over its
contents until his eyes rested upon the name of
Edward Thager. With a, trembling hand the
old man shut the book, and then hastened away,
Several times he stoppedand gtsed dowsupon
the snow-crust, and-then kept on ngafin In this
way he walked until he reached the outskirts of
the town towards Danvers. Here, situated at a
little distance from the road, was a small hut
among the bushes, with, a beaten footpath lead-
ing to it. Towards this but Travett took his
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way, and having reached the door he gave a rap.
" Who'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 moment more the door was opened, arid

the old man was admitted. The individual
whom we thus find was a peculiar looking being.
He was a short, thick-set man, somewhere about
forty years of age, and of that peculiar cast of
countenance where character is not easily read.
He looked shrewd, and, if he was a villain, he
had the power to hide it from his face.

" You are out early this morning, Mr. Tre-
vett," said the man, as he pulled a chair up to
the old stone fireplace, and motioned his visitor
to be seated.

" Yes, Ithemar," returned the old man. "I
am out early, for I have important business on
my hands."

Ithemar looked sharply at his visitor, but he
made no reply. Micah Trevett looked cautious-
ly about the room-it was the only one in the
house-and then he turned towards his compan-
ion

" Are we alone ?" 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 be."
" Yes,-of course," returned Trevett. And

then, after a moment's pause, he added, "it
wouldn't be very safe for you to be generally
known." -

"iAh !" uttered Ithemar, with a sudden start.
"0, don't be alarmed. I only want to let

you know that I understand your position. I
know that you have been a pirate, and that-"

" Stop, stop. Look ye, Micah Trevett; when
I sailed on board your ship, I did my duty, and
with what I did before, or with what I have done
since, you have nothing to do. I don't think,"
he continued, in a lower tone, "that you would
betray me, at all events."

"'Of course not," returned the old man, slight-
ly shrinking before the threatening look of the'
pirate. "-I have come for a very different pur-
pose, I assure you."

"Well, then, let's know what it is."
"Do you want to earn money ?" asked Trev-

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

" That depends upon circumstances. First-
how much ?"

" Why, as for that matter, it shall be almost
your own price."

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

Micah Trevett was not used to the kind of bu-
siness in which he had engaged, and he hesitated.
He was now entering upon 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 true 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 would have shuddered
with horror, and his soul would have shrank
from it as shrinks mankind from death. But,
short-sighted, grasping man, he had leaped forth
into the quagmire, and now he was wallowing in
its very depths. '

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

"You may rely upon my secrecy, sir," return'
ed Ithemar.

"Then," said the old man, with an effort, "I
want you to-"

" Go on, Mr. Trevett. No one hears or sees
you but myself."

Ithemar forgot the great Eye that looks through
all things, and perhaps Micah Trevett forgot it.

" There's a man in Salem who is in my way,"
continued Trevett. " I want him removed."

" Ah,-now you talk. Who is he ?"
"1I do not think you know him. He has very

recently arrived here from England."
" Not the man who landed from the English

man-of-war l''said Ithemar.
" Yes-the same. But how did you know ?"

asked Trevett, regarding his companion in much
surprise.

" 0, I chanced to be down on the wharf when
he came in, and I saw him go off with Vincent
'Grayup to Pollock's inn. I have my eyes about
me, sir."

" So it would seem," said the old man, in a
troubled mood. " You say he went with young
Gray ?"

" Yes-because it happened to be Gray who
went out after him."

Ah, that's the reason, was it ?" returned the
old'man, appearing to be somewhat relieved by
this explanation. ~ -

"I suppose so."
"iYoung Gray has got himself into hot water,"

resumed Trevett, seeming desirous to rest from'
the subject he had broached.

" Ah I" was Ithemar's reply, as he looked into
his companion's face.

"Yes,-he's seized one of the king's vessels,,
and changed her into a rebel cruiser."

" What ?" uttered Ithemar, starting from his
seat; "Vincent Grayseized an English vessel ?"

"Yes,-a brigantine-the Spark."
"I know that craft, and a beauty she is, too.

And he has commenced cruising against the
king?"

"Yes, the villanous rebel."
"He must be a rebel to do such a thing as

that," returned Ithemar, with a look and tone
which Micah Trevett could not analyze.

" So he is," said ' 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. upon his seat, and putting
more wood upon the fire. " He's got, a smart
crafvunder him, and I know he is a 'good sailor.
If there's a man in the colonies that can sail his
vessel, young Gray is the man. But go on with
your business, sir. I want to hear the last of it."

"Well, Ithemar, I want you to dispose of this
Edward Thayer, as he calls himself; and I want
it done quickly, too. Now, will you do it ?".

"4How do you want him disposed of?" asked
the pirate, with a keen, searching look.

Again Trevett hesitated.
" Come, come, sir, if you want me to do you

a favor, you must surely tell me how it is to be
done."

" I want the fellow killed I" uttered the old
man, with a shudder.

"Now you talk."

" And will you do it ?"
" That depends upon circumstances. What

will you give me ?"
"Name your price."
"Say a hundred pounds."
"1I will pay them' to you," uttered the old

man, with avidity. "I will -pay them now if
you will promise to do the job."

"No, no,-I'll not take your money 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?"

t " Of course I cannot promise that I will do it.
The most I can promise is that I will try."

" Well, Ithemar, if you will try, I can ask no
more. When will you make the attempt ?"

" As soon as possible, and when it is done I
will come and let you know."

" Do not come by daylight."
"0, no. I'll come, if I come at all, when

none wil see me to know me."

" Then I shall trust the affair with you," said
Mr. Trevett, arising and buttoning up his coat.
"Be careful in the matter, Ithemar, and If harm
is likely to come to you, I will help shield you
from it."

" Never mind that, sir," returned Ithemar,
kyith a strange smile. " I will look out that'no
danger comes to me."

"Very well; only do the work quickly, and let
it be done surely."

Micah Trevett hastened, away from Ithema's
hut, as though he would escape from the business
he had been doing. He walked back towards
the town like one who flees from some danger ;
but he fled in 'vain. He could not escape the
demon he had courted.-, The evil spirit was with
him-it was part of him; it had a home in his
soul, and there it was gnawing at the very vitals
of the man l
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CHAPTER X.

Txaux was a wide, wild sensation produced
by the seizure of the English brigantine by the
patriots. The loyalists were startled with won'
der and indignation, and the patriots were awak-

ened more keenly to a sense of their own powers
and responsibilities. General Gage offered a
large reward fbr the re-capture of the brigan'
tine, and Admiral Graves despatched two cor

vettesand a brig to cruiserafter her.
Vincent Gray was aware that the most strenu-

ous exertions would be made to take him, and
henee he kept out of the way until he could sys-
tematically drill his men ; for before he fairly
entered the lists against those who might be more

powerful than himself in regard to might atid
numbers, he desired that his men should at least
have the advantage of thorough discipline. One

thing alone needed more practice than all else,
and that was, the handling of the guns, but he

hoped soon to perfect his men its that branch of

natal warfare.
The Spark (Vincent did not see fit to change

the vessel's name) had been a fortnight in the

patriots' hands when our hero felt a desire to

visit Salem. It Was after dark when hocame to

anchor off the town, and having left the vessel

in charge of old Durkee, with injunctions that a
strict watch should be kept, he lowered his boat
and went cn shore. He landed around on the

north side of the town, and then told his boat,
men that they might return to the brigantine,
and also that he wished them to come for him at
midnight, and if he was not there at that time,
to wait for him. -

Our here's first, movement was towards Pol-
luck's inn, ibr' he had left his trunk there, and
lie had papers and clothing which he wished to
obtain.' It was eight o'clock when he reached
the inn, and having noticed that there were
quite a number of people in- the bar-room, he
went at once to the room he had formerly occu-
pied, but he found the door locked. He there
upon went to the next door and knocked, and it
was soon opened by Edward Thayer.

" Upon my soul I" uttered thn'young English'
man, as he recognized his visitor, wheree upon
earth did you come from ?"

"-sh! " returned Vincent, casting his eyes,
quickly over his shoulder. "I think some one
has followed me up stairs." -

Thayer quickly brought a light, but no one
was to be seen.

" I surely heard some one," said Vincent, gaz'
ing carefully about'

" It may have been one of the boarders going
to his room," suggested Thayer.

" Ah, yes; I did not think of that," returned
Vincenti as he followed his friend into the room

and took a seat by the fire, having first, however,
taken the precaution to lock the door upon the
inside.

" Now, my dear Gray," uttered Thayer, as
soon as they were seated, "tell me where you
have been-what, you've been doing, and what
you are going to do. I declare, I've been lone-
some since you have been gone."

"And have you not heard of my doings ?"
asked Vincent.

" Yes,-O yes. Everybody has heard of it;
but I want the particulars from your own lips."

"First, 'tell me if my things. are safe in the
other room." -"

" Yes. When you had gone I locked the door
and took the key myself."

"1I did not 'know as our host would allow
that."

"O, as for that matter," returned Thayer,
with a, smile, " I promised him that I would see
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 anxious to hear
it."

Vincent did thank him, 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 had concluded, Edward Thayer remained for
some time silent, but a length he said :

" O, Vincent, I shouldlove to join you in your
cruisings."

" By my soul, Edward, you have the chance.
Come-there's a berth for you."

" No, no ; I should love to do it, but circum-
stances at present forbid."

At this moment there was a rap upon the door.
" Who's there ?" asked Thayer, rising from

his -seat.
" A friend," returned the applicant.
"But who 2 What's your name ?
" I'll tell you when I come in,
" Who do you wish to see 2"
",Both ofyou'"
"-Both," repeated Vincent, in a whisper; "it

must be somebody, then, who knows that I am
here."

"-sh ! I'll see," returned Thayer, and then
turning towards the door'again, he asked :

" Who is it that you wish to see ?"
" Vincent Gray, and Edward Thayer. Come,

let me in, for I miay benefit you both. I am
aloae? 3

"Let him in," said Vincent, "I am well
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 pea-jacket
which he wore,, and removed his hat, he turned
his gaze upon our hero.

" What ?" exclaimed Vincent, starting up in
surprise, " Ithemar I"

" Yes, Capt'n Gray," returned the new comer.
" So it seems you know me."

" Who would ever forget you ?" said our hero,
in reply, at the same time reseating himself.

' I shouldn't suppose you would,-at any rate,
not so soon as this."

"Are you acquainted'with Mr. Thayer ?"
"No; I only saw him when he landed with

you."
" 0, I thought you knew him," 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, yet he is one of the best seamen in the col-
onies."

"Not very complimentary, at all events,'-'said
Ithemar, with a slight smile.

"And yep as much as I can afford to be."
"'Well, perhaps you are right ; but I ween

that Mr. Thayer had better take me to his friend-
ship than to his enmity."

"Of course I had," said Thayer, who had
been regarding Ithemar with considerable inter-
est ; " I would'make an enemy of no man if it'
couldbe honestly avoided."

"That's the safe doctrine," added Ithemar ;
and then turning to Vincent, he continued:
" There's no use in looking too critically upon
what's passed. I have come here to-night to see
you on particular'.business. I -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 I want to join you. I want to'
ship on board'your cruiser. Give me-any berth
you choose, only give me one of sore sort."

Vincent Gray'did niot hesitate for a moment,
for at that instant 'he, kneW not of another man
whom he would rather ship than the' taun whor
now applied to him. He knewthe man' to be an
excellent seaman; a cool, brave' fbllo°, and"once
who could be- tettsted' on duty. ~He knew -thdt
Ithemar had been at sore period'of his life a
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rover of rather a questionably character-that he
had, in fact, lieen a freebooter ; but yet he felt
that there was nothing positively evil in his dis-
position.

"Do you-understand handling heavy guns ?"
asked Vincent.

" I should like to see the man who can beat
me in arranging a battery, or in aiming a gun.
I flatter myself on that particular point, sir."

" Then you are just my man," exclaimed our
hero, with considerable satisfaction.

" And you will give me a berth."
" Yes,-you shall be my gunner."
Ithemar arose from his chair and extended his

hand. There was a strange light in his eyes-a

fight that was the brighter for the drops of mois-
ture that were gathered there.

" Vincent Gray," he said, with a slightly
trembling lip, " you are the first man who has
trusted me for a long time, and you shall not re-
gret it. There are men," he continued, in a
deeper and more meaning tone, "who would
trust me, but they do not know me, and in their
trust they would make me a villain. I will accept
your offer, sir, and all I can hope is, that I may
live to leave a name behind me when I am gone,
that some men at least, shall honor. By the
heavens above me, Sir, you shall. find that Ithe-
mar can do his duty."

Both Gray and Thayer gazed upon the man
with strangely swelling feelings. 'The former
grasped him by tihe hand, and warmly said :

" I am not afraid to trust you, Ithemar, for I
know you to be a man who never neglected his
promised duty. And now when will you go bn
board the cruiser ?"

"-1When you go."
That will be to-night."

"Then so much the better. And now," con-
tinued Ithemar, turning to Thayer, " I have a
word to say to you. I think you can be secret
and judicious." '
" I think I can," returned Edward, with indi-

cations of wonder upon his countenance.
"Are you acquainted with Micah Trevett 1"

" I have seen him."
" Ay,--and he has seen you. I wish to tell

you in a sort of confidential way that you must
beware of that man."

" Ah I" uttered Thayer.
" Yes," returned Ithemar, " you must beware

of hi-n. I will not leave you in the dark. Mi-
eah Trevott seeks your life !"

".Seeks my life I" iterated~ Thayer, starting

from his seat. "Do you know this to be a
fact ?"

"Yes, I do."
" How ?".
"I ought not to tell you that."
" 0, stop not now ; tell me all; fbr if this bc

true I would have the proof."
Ithemar hesitated.
"Will it implicate any one else ?" asked Vin-

cent.
"None but Trevett."
"Then why should you hesitate ?"
"I do not know that ,I should," thoughtfully

returned Ithemar. " I surely do it for the sake
of justice, and I may as well out with it."

"Ay, tell me," urged Thayer, "how you
know of this.'

" Well, I will," said Ithemar, speaking in a
low tone. " Micah Trevett offered me one hun-
dred pounds to kill you I"

Edward Thayer turned pale with excitement.
-an excitement 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. "I
can believe it," he continued, the color coming
back to his face. "Aha, the villain knows me."
" I speak the truth," said Ithemar. "Micah

Trevett came to me- he told me that I had been
a pirate, and he thought to engage me to do his,
murderous work ; but his man was mistaken.
It was he who told me that Vincent Gray had
become a rebel cruise. I did not refuse to do
his work, for I resolved that I would warn his
intended victim, and that I would also try.to join
the patriot cruiser. I have now done all that I
could wish, and, Captain Gray, I am at your
service.

" My dear sir," said Thayer, " I do not wish
to insult you, but yet I will ask you to accept.--"

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

"I do accept it, sir," warmly answered the
young Englishman, "and I hope I may see the
day that I can repay you."

"Perhaps you may," said Ithemar. "You
are on your guard now, and I advise you to be
wary."
" Don't fear on that account," returned

Thayer ; "I will look to the fellow."
"Edward," said young Gray, with consider.

able earnestness in his tone, "may I not under.
stand more of this ?"

"No, no, Vincent ; not now. Don't ask me.
Between myself and Micah Trevett there is a
deep account to settle, and if I were to reveal it
to you I should break a solemn promise, and
not benefit you, either."

Vincent asked no more. He was racked with
curiosity, but he.had too much good sense to
impose upon his companion's friendship, so he'
turned the conversation upon another topic.

At length the landlord was sent for. He
expressed much surprise at seeing Vincent, and
after his vocabulary of wonderment was ex-
hausted, he was engaged to procure a 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

superintended the removal of his things. Hav-
ing promised that he would call upon Edward
Thayer upon the first opportunity, our hero set
off with the wagon, accompanied by Ithemar.

It was nearly ten o'clock when the party
reached the place where the brigantine's boat
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 here for a while ?"

"Anything you please, sir."
" Then I wish you would remain about here.

I may not be back much before midnight."
Ithemar promised to look out for the trunks,

and Vincent turned back up into the town.
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WHILSt the scene recorded in the last chapter
was going on, Olivia Trevett was alone in the
small sittink-room of her father's house. She
looked paler than when we first saw her, and
the marks of care were now clearly defined upon
her brow. She had a book in her hand, but
she had ceased 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 took its way up
the wide-mouthed chimney. She murmured
short sentences to herself-sentences full of grief
and sorrow, and anon she would cast her eyes
towards the windows as some gust of wind rat-

tled the shutters. She had 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 first she

thought 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
sprang to the window. She saw the outlines of a

man revealed against the white snow, and she'
knew that it was Vincent Gray. She went to
the door and called his name.

" Olivia," said our hero-for it was really he
-" I must speak with you a moment."

IHe spoke in a low tone-almost a whisper-
and at the same time cautiously approached the
door.

" I am alone," returned Olivia.
In a moment more the young man was by her

side, and she led the way to the.room she had
just left.

"Alone, did you say ?"' asked Vincent, as he
entered the sitting-room and gazed about him.

" Yes. My father has gone away, and will not
be back till midnight."

" O, that is fortunate," uttered the young
man, as he' pressed the maiden to his bosom and
kissed her. " I feared that I might not see you,"
he continued, as he took a seat, " for I cannot re-
main long upon the share, and yet I should not
have been happy to have gone away without one.
word of blessing 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 ?" returned the
maiden. " Alas ! you know not what I suffer.0'

"Yes, I do. I know that you must suffer
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 into her lover's face. " How
can you help me'?" she asked.

" Howl Why, you shall leave the place
where you are-so miserable ; you shall flee from
the roof where all is harshness, and accept the
boon of peace from me. I can find you a house,
dearest girl-a home where you shall be safe till
I can furnish a house for us both. Come, will
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 features.

"No, no, Vincent," murmured Olivia, "I
would rather stay where I am for the;present.
I appreciate your kindness, 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 canofehr me a home by your side-then-then I will
be yenrs."

"I 'bless you for that assurance; but even
then you will have to flee from your father, for
he will never consent to our union." °

" Then Ishall not hesitate -to disobey him,"
quickly returned Olivia; "and if in 'that I do
wrong, may+God forgive-me."

"It can be no wrong," d'arnestly added Vin-
cent, "for it is ,but the se during of a boon which
God himself hath meant for 'all his creatures.
0, I wish you-would leave this price now.;'but
if you really-think you-ought not, I will not urge
it, for you would not be happy ; but-forgiver

- me if I speak too- plainly-Micah Trevett 'is
not-"

"-sh !" interrupted the maiden ; "he is'my
father." -

Vincent Gray did not say-what he intended -to
have said. He felt the-gentle rebuke,-and a'mo-
ment's reflection showed him that Oliviasufferedi
enough already from-knowing the truth, without!
having it spoken by other lips.

" I will not speak a word to hurt your feel-
ings," he said ; "but- yet I do not think you
know your father so well as I know him."

" Ah, Vincent, I know him well enough.
God forbid that I should know more."

Olivia shuddered as she spoke, and buried her
face 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 smiled again.
It was some time ere our hero thought of Micah
Trevett again, for the fountain of his heart's
love was opened, and he poured forth , such
sweet, tender words that the maiden's cheeks
glowed as-they were wont to,glow in years gone
by. Time flew on unheeded. Minutes dwindled
away so swiftly that even hours were unheeded,
and the :first startling summons that aroused
young Gray to his senses, was the clanging of
the clock-hammer behind him. He looked up,
and it was midnight!

" My soul, how the time has fled l" he uttered,
as he started up from his seat.

The maiden gazed tremblingly up at the~clock.
"I knew not that it was so late," she said.

" My father will be -back ere long. 0, he must
not find you here."

":No, he shall not; but one question I must
'ask before I go. I forgot is-till now, Edward
Thayer has been here?"

f Yes."
"And what 'of him? What 4o you know

about him?"
" Nothing at all; only he came here ant left

a letter with my father."
" Did .your father speak of him after he had

gone '"
"Yes. ie was considerably moved by the

letter, and go he was by the young man's app oar-
ance. There is a mystery about the affair, but
it is all darkto me."I, +

" I would like to know what it is, but it 'must
pass now."4 You can be no more curious about theaffair
than I am," returned Olivia, " for Iknow'that
my father.fears that nzan.'

" Yes,--I know he does,"'said Vincent, with
;ashudder. " But I mustego now. When I come
again I will not fail-"

"Hark I" uttered Olivia. "-0, there is my fa-
ther's step. Iiasten,-hasten by theother door."

But before Vincent could reach the back entry,
he was confident that Micah Trevett had entered,
the hail, and if .such was the ease, -he could not
-avoid being seen, His soul shrank from the-idea
of being detected in the act of sneaking away
from the premises.

"It is too late," he said, turning to Olivia

CHAPTER XI.

A FATHER'S CURsE.



42 OLIVIA TREVETT.

and imprinting a hurried kiss upon her pure
white brow. "I would rather this had not have
happened, but it cannot be helped."

The maiden 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 after 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
weak. It was not until Vincent had started to
wards the door that he recovered himself.

" Hold, you young villain," he gasped.
" Stop 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.

" Speak, sir, and tell me why you are here,"
exclaimed Trevett, still pale with rage."I came here to see your daughter, sir. Now
what boots it!"

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

" No, sir. I remembered it well; and I also
remembered that I did not promise to obey you."

" By the saints above me, young rebel, I have
a mind to-"

"Hold, Micah Trevett. -Beware how you
threaten ! I, too, may have a mind, and if I
should, 'twould be a bitter one for you."

Trevett quailed a moment before the glance of
the young man, but it was only for the moment.
On the next he had regained himself. He looked
'once more upon the intruder, and then he walked
nervously to the door and opened it.

" Now, dog !" he uttered, " there is the door !
Go ! Come here again and you shall rue it,--

go i"
Captain Gray was for a 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
knew that the sooner he left, the better it would
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 door.

"Not by your order, sir,)' quickly returned
our hero, while his eyes flashed more brilliantly
than before. " Of my own free willI shall go ;

but never for such a command as you have
given."

"Aha !" gasped the now raving man, be-
tween his clenched teeth, "I'll help you,
then."

Micah Trevett forgot himself; he sprang upon
Vincent and seized him by the collar, and as he
attempted to drag him towards the door, he
cursed the young man with- a bitter dath. Vin-
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
soul. With all his wondrous strength, he seized
the villain by the throat, and hurled him off.
Micah Trevett struck with a stunning crash upon
the opposite wall of the room, and'then fell
senseless to the floor.

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

" 0 ! God knows I could not help it !" groaned
the young man. " He drove me to it. 0, Oli-
via, can you forgive me for this ?"

" Yes, 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 wrong."

"God bless you !" It was all the young man
could say, for he saw that Micah Trevett was
moving, and he wished to avoid another en-
counter; so, seizing his hat, he left the place.

" Is he gone?" whispered the old man, after
he had found a chair and sunk into it.

" Yes," tremblingly returned Olivia.
Micah Trevett was pale as marble, and his

hands were clutched firmly together. Slowly he
turned his eyes upon the fire, and then he looked
again upon his child.

" Olivia," he said, in a tone'of dreadful calm-
ness, "never speak with Vincent Gray again.
If you ever dare to listen to one word of love
-frotn him-if you ever think of giving him your
hand-if you dare to break my orders again,
then-"

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

.

CHAPTER XII.

THE OAKEN BOX.

WHEN Vincent Gray reached the spot where
he had left Ithemar in charge of the trunks, he
found that the boat had been some time waiting
for him. 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,
Ithemar ?"-

"0, yes ; I've had excitement."
" Ah," uttered' Vincent, detecting something

peculiar in the man's tone.
" yes. I'll tell you as soon as we put off."
As soon as the boat was well out into the

stream' Ithemar turned towards our hero, and
speaking in a tone so low that the oarsmen could
not hear him, he said:

"I have had a visit from Micah Trevett. He
stumbled across me accidentally, though I found
before he left me that he had been out to my old
quarters to night on purpose to see me., - I had
taken 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 business ?"
"About young Thayer. 0, he swore right

jolly because I had not killed the youngster; and
he even began to threaten me,-but I clapped a

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

" So do I," returned Vincent ; " and I thinks
he will. He seems to be a shrewd fellow, and I
hope he'll prove himself so."

"He's got fair warning, at any rate," returned
Ithemar; "though 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. Of all
enemies, the downright coward is the most dan-
gerous.""-
" You are right there, Itheinar ; you are right

there. Upon my soul, I pray that Edward
Thayer may be upon Ihis guard. Ihave half a
mind to turn back now, and warn him of this
new danger."

" O, I have attended to that. I went into the
pot-house on the corner, and wrote him a letter,
and the tapster promised to put it into the office
in the morning. So the young gentleman will -
not suffer for want of information."

"I am really glad you were so thoughtful,
Ithemar."

" So am I, and I hope 'twill he the means of
helping Thayer, too."
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"No doubt of it," said Vincent.
Ere long, the boat reached the brigantine, and

shortly after, the vessel was got under weigh, add
stood off to the eastward. On the next morning,

'Ithemar was introduced to the crew, and when
he took his station as 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 minutiae of gunnery, but
he also gave some valuable hints with regard to
the rigging of the guns. In short, Captain Gray
had reason to be thankful for the acquisition he
had thus made.

Leaving the patriot cruiser to pursue her course
in quest of adventure, 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 chamber. 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 missive from him, when some
one knocked at his door, and 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.

"The landlord," came back, in Pollock's blunt
tones.

" Ah-then come in."
" A letter, sir," said mine host, as he laid the

missive upon the table, " and with a lordly look-
ing seal, too."

" Ah, how did it come ?" asked the young
man, as he picked the letter up. -

" By the post, to night, from Boston. A shil-
lin' to pay."?

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 as follows:

" Province House, Boston, March 30, 1775.
"DEAR EDWARD,-I received yours of the

23d, and have taktn some pains to look up the
intelligence you need. Micah Trevett is your
man ! You had better proceed against him at
Dnce. The papers you possess'are all pure, and
you need not fear for the result.

"I am ordered back to England at once, and
I am glad of it, for -I 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 ne~t month. See me
when you can.

Yours, MONTAGUE."

"P. S.-Tear this as soon as you have read
it, or I may be thought a rebel. M."

" Ay, Montague," murmured the young man
to himself, as he twisted the letter and then
threw it into the fire, " I'll destroy the letter,
and people shall not know that you are an hon-
est man. I know you, however, for an honest
fellow, and I pray that you may be blessed wher-
ever you go."

Thayer watched the paper he had thrown into
the fire until its last particle was reduced to
ashes, and then he arose from-his chair and went
to his trunk, from whence he took a small oaken
box, the outer surface of which was almost cov-
ered with its bindings of burnished metal. Hav-
ing gone back to his chair, he laid the box upon
the table and unlocked it. It was full of papers,
and one after another he took them out and read-
them. Most of them bore heavy seals, and had
the appearance of being legal documents.

" Ah, Micah Trevett, you have run your
race," soliloquized the young man,,as he placed
the papers back into the box, and turned the
key. "You have missed the hour of your tri-
umph."

As Thayer ceased speaking, he gazed thought-
fully into the fire. One hand rested upon the
cover of the box, and the other was pressed upon
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 overlooking 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 Thayer thought he heard the noise, and
thither he hastened. He looked out upon the
roof of the passage-way, buthe could see nothing.

"It was only the flapping of some loose shin-
gle," he muttered to himself, as he returned to
his seat ; " that was all."

Again he heard something that sounded like a

scrambling 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 could see.
He ought to have opened the window before !

At eleven o'clock Thayer retired, but before
he did so, he carefully loaded his pistols and
placed them under his pillow. The noise he had
heard at the window occasioned him to take

this precaution. He set his candle upon the
mantel-shelf, and left it burning.,

For a long while-after he laid his head upon
his pillow he remained perfectly 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
Montague's letter at an earlier date ; for, brave

though he was, yet there was a mysterious fear
upon him which he could not exorcise-a fear
that made him wakeful and uneasy.

At length, however, Edward Thayer slept, but
his sleep was by no means a 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 left it,
and again he sank into a slumber.

When he next awake, he-had been startled by
a sharp, rattling noise, and he-found his candle

had gone out and left him in almost total dark-
ness. He felt a current of air strike his face,
too, and he quickly comprehended that his win-
dow must be open. It took him but a moment
to call his senses together, and without'noise he
reached under his pillow and obtained both his
pistols, one of which he carefully cocked.

This being done, the young man silently raised
his head and listened. For some time all was
quiet, save the fitful gusts that came in at the
window, which Edward knew now to be open.
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 ynoving
there. His first impulse was to leap from his
bed, but 'a moment's reflection showed him that
such a course would by no means be a judicious

one, so he remained where he was.
It might have been a minute after this that

Edward saw a dark object pass between the foot

of his bed and tie street window. He raised his
pistol, but before he could fire, the object was
lost in the darkness, and as he did not wish to
risk a shot, he determined to wait and take ad-
vantage of the next favorable opportunity, for he
had not the least doubt that the individual in his
room had come to assassinate him. The next -

sound that met his ear, however, 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 would/only make an affair pub-
lic which for the present he had reasons for keep.
ing private.

The young man was becoming chilled at the
window, so he shut it down and turned 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 come to murder him, but that from some
cause he had become frightened, and hence had
fled.

As soon as Thayer thought he had satisfied
himself on this point, he went to the ire-place
and raked open the embers, and having found a
coal large 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 about half dressed him-
self when he noticed that his trunk was open.
He was sure that he had shut it and locked it,
,after he had returned the box of papers back to it.

With a startling fear the youth sprang towards
the trunk. The lock was broken, and the con-
tents were all in confusion. He searched' the
trunk all through-he looked into every corner
of the room-he examined his other articles and
boxes-but he could not find what he sought.
The oaken box, with all its priceless contents,
was gone.

Edward Thayer gazed for a moment upon the
spot where he had last placed the box, and then,
with, a groan of anguish, he sank upon a chair.
The loss he had sustained could not be counted.
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CHAPTER XIII.

THE PR ICE O CRIME.

IT was not yet daylight ; it lacked a full hour "Jonas Pool," almost whispered the pedes-
of dawn, when an individual emerged from a low trian, placing his lips close to the key-hole.
pot-house near one of the wharves, and took his The door was slightly opened, and the eye ofway up into the town. He was muffled up in a Mr. Trevett peered out upon the applicant. Asgreat biearskin coat, and his cap was pulled down soon as the old man seemed to have gained aover his face. There was no need of this precau- view of his caller, by the ~ aid of a small lamp
tion for the sake of concealment, for it was so which he held in his hand, he opened the doordark that his features could not be recognized by more widely, and bade the man come in. Hav-
thgearest passer, but the man seemed to hide ing closed the door and locked it, Trevett beck-himself instinctively, as though he feared even oned his visitor to follow him, and then led thehis own presence. He hurried on with quick way up stairs to a small room in which was thesteps, sometimes walking ankle-deep in the slosh merchant's library. Here there was a large lampof the late March thaw, and often slipping upon burning upon the table, and there were numerousthe half melted ice, but never stopping to take boxes and packages lying about, looking asnote of his mishaps, or to guard against their -though they had been recently packed up.repetition. Micah Trevett motioned his visitor to a seat,

Thus the pedestrian kept on until he.reached and then sat down himself near the small stovethe dwelling of Micah Trevett. Here he stopped, that heated the room. As soon as the new-comer
and having stood a moment at the door, as was seated, he threw back the collar of his coat,
though he was undecided as to what course he and laid his cap upon the floor by his side. Heshould pursue, he 'gently touched the metal was a young man, not over thirty at the farthest,
knocker. In a few moments the sound of a foot- and his face was pale in the extreme. He had astep was heard in the hall, and then came the very intelligent look, and had it not been forvoice of Mr. Trevett asking who was there. marks of dissipation upon his features, he would

"It is me," returned the applicant, in a low, have been decidedly handsome.
hurried tone, crouching nearer to the door as he "Well," nervously spoke Trevett, after he had
spoke. gazed awhile upon the pale features of the young

"t ell, and who is me ?" asked Trevett, from man, " have you been to the inn ?"
within. " Yes," whispered Jonas Pool, resting his left

hand upon the table at which the old man lHad

been writing.
"Ha !" uttered Trevett, " there's blood upon

your hand!I"
" No, no," gasped Pool.
"Yes'there is. You should have washed it

before you came here."
"Blood ! where ?" said Pool.
" Upon your hand. See I"
The young man looked at his left hand, and

he saw where the blood had trickled down upon
the under side of it, from the fingers to the wrist.

" But never mind now,". resumed Trevett,
"you shall wash it before you go from here.
You found the young man's room ?"

"Yes."
" You disturbed no one."
" Only Edward Thayer."
"Ye ;; of course. -But he made no outcry-no

noise ; he started no one else."
"Not that I know of."
" Good ! And you are sure you finished him."
"Finished him 1" repeated Pool.
"Ay,-killed him."
"No, no, I did not do that; I could not."
"What ?" uttered Trevett, starting forward

in his seat. " Did you miss the stroke ?"
"No, no; I did not try it ; I could not take

his life."
"Fool ! coward 1" bitterly exclaimed the old

man, as he clenched his fists and sank back into
his chair.

"Hold, sir," cried the young man,- brought
back to' himself by the merchant's taunts; " do
not spit upon me now.",

" But why did you not do the work you en.
gaged? If you did not attempt the job, then
how came that blood upon your hand ?"

" I cut it on the ice when I got down from the
stable-roof."

"And so that's the only blood you've spilled !
0, what a coward !"

"Call me a coward if you please, sir," re-
turned Pool, with a flushed cheek, " but 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 a dissolute man, and when you offer-
ed me so large 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 about to speak, "I did not come
away entirely bootless. See if there is anything,
in there that can be of service to you."

As Pool ceased speaking, he drew a smal

oaken box from beneath his coat, and placed it

upon the table. The key was in the lock.

" Ah,-what means this ?" asked Trevett,
drawing the box towards him, with a look of
amazement. Where did you get it? What is
it?"

" I'll tell you, sir," returned Pool. "I got -
up on to the shed, where I could look 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 and put them
back, I heard him talk to himself about you, and
I found out from what he said 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 shed roof again and looked into
his room. He-had left his candle burning, but I
made out to hoist the window without noise, and
the wind blew the candle out. 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 have overcome it.
I could not do the bloody deed, but I resolved
that I would do something for you, so I took my
knife and broke open the trunk, and got this box.
When I snapped the trsnnk-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. And now, sir,
if those papers are of any value to you, you may
pay me what .ou will; but not for all the gold
you possess would I now take a human life in
cold blood. I have this night learned a lesson
which I shall never forget."

It may have been that Micah Trevett also had
received some glimmerings of bitter truth from
what he had heard, for his lips quivered, and
his eye fell to the floor ; but the puncture of his
conscience was not very deep,'for he soon recov-
ered 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 he trembled, and for

a
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some time his emotions seemed to be almost Jc-nas Pool made no reply,-but he arose from
overpowering, but at length he became calm, his seat and put on his hat. The merchant
and what of feeling he experienced was all in- lighted him down stairs, and having, bade him
ward, for he expressed none of it upon his coun- once more to be secret, he let him out at the
tenance. door.

Carefully he examined each paper that the When the young man reached the street,he hur-
box contained, and when he had finished the ried towards his home with quick, nervous strides.
task he replaced the documents, and having This was the first time he had ever done a wrong
locked the box, he placed the key in his pocket. deed for hire. He had long -been a-spendthrift,

"You have done well I" slowly and emphatically and once, in a drunken brawl, he'had stabbed a
pronounced Micah Trevett, as he looked the man. From such causes he had gained a noto-
young man in the face. riety, and Mr. Trevett had -hit upon him as a fit

" I thought the papers would be of value to person to do the work he had- in hand. At the
you." first offer of a large sum of gold, Pool had

' They are," replied the old man, without be- promised to do the deed, but when he did so,.he
traying any feeling save what his words might did not know his own heart. That heart had
convey, been so long seared anfd overran -by petty-crime

As he spoke, he placed his hand inshis pocket and debauchery, that even its owner did not
and drew forth his purse. He counted there- -know its real worth,-but when he'thus dragged
from ten golden guineas, which he handed to the it up from its resting-place, he found more of'
young man. humanity in it than he had-expected.
. Here," he resumed, "take these, and use Jonas Pool hurried on, and the gold jingled in
them as you see fit. Will that pay you ?" his pocket. He had always thought that the

" Yes, sir,-O, yes," said Jonas Pool, as he music of gold would be pleasant, but he did not
grasped the money and put it in his pocket. find it so now. He saw the-pleasant face of the

" Then I hope you will be secret about this young man whom he had robbed, and-he con-
matter. Your own safety demands it. trasted it with the face of the bad man whom

" I shall not run my neck into danger; and I he had wickedly served. His heart smote him.
know there are no means of detecting me." He had awakened from a moral sleep of years

Micah Trevett knew from the young man's to find that he still had a soul.
manner that his secrecy could be relied on, and Jonas Pool hurried on, buthe pressed his hand
he felt safe. JnsPo ure n'uhpesdhshn

You had better go now," he said. It willupon his-pocket to stop the jingle of the gold.
Its -sharp music was painful to him, and he

be daylight ere long, and you must not be seen hushedit
here. If I want you again, I shall know where
to find you."

As soon as Mieah Trevett was once more
alone in his library, his face assumed an exult-
ant look, and he placed his hand upon the oaken
bor with a decisive movement.

" You may live, my young man," hemuttered
to himself, while his eyes gleamed with satisfac-
tion. " You may live, so long as you do not
cross my path again. But you have lost your
hoarded documents--you.have lost the proof of
the story you would tell.. And, yet," he con-
tinued, sinking into a chair, and bowing his
head upon' his hand, "I am not wholly safe
while you live. I would rather you were, dead,
and these papers were with.you. But while you
live I'll keep these."

It was broad daylight when Trevett aroused
himself from the reverie into.which he had fall-
en, and his first movement was to hide the box
he had. received from Jonas Pool. Next, he
went at work tofinish packing up some articles
which he.had, 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 fa-
ther'.s .room, for she knew, that some radical
change in affairs was about to take place.

"My child,"said the old man, " What things

you possess separate from my store, you must
at once pack up. Get your jewelry and clothing
together as-soon as possible."

"But why this movement, father ?" asked the
fair girl, looking up with painful wonder.
. " Because I am going to leave this place-at
once. I have sold the house and all the furni-
ture, and at the, hour:of noon a carriage will be
at the door to takeusaway." e

"And whither are you going ?"
" Never mind. le you ready to accompany

me, and ask no questions."
" But do you mean that. you will go at the

noon of to-day ?"
" Yes ; and there must be no delay. Whether

you are ready or not, yop will go ; so you had
better hasten and do the most you can."

Olivia knew that further words with her father
would be useless, so she withdrew from his pres-
ence and went to her own chamber ; but it was
some time before she set about obeying her pa&
rent's commands. She sat -down in a chair by'
the side of her bed and gave way-to the painful
thoughts that came crowding upon her. In re-
gard tr the movements of her father, she had a
faint glimmering of the truth. She feltconi-
dent that it was in some way connected with the
appearance of Edward Thayer--that her father
feared that young man, and that, his present
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movement was but to escape him. Thus much

she felt confident of. Then she thought of Vin-
cent Gray, and she wished that she had gone with

him when he first' asked her. When he had

spoken to her of fleeing from the tyranny of her

father, she had felt a tie for the home of her

childhood, but, now that tie was to be severed,
she wished that she were anywhere, so that her

lover might be with her to bless her.

But Olivia Trevett dared not waste too much

time in repining. She knew that if her father

found her not ready he would be angry with her,
so she arose from her seat and set about packing
up 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, yor have been obedient for once," he

said, as he noticed that Olivia was all ready.
"I am all prepared," returned the maiden.

" So I see. , And now you had better dress

yourself, and -then get your dinner as soon as

possible. The carriage is here."

Olivia looked for a moment into the stern face

" of her father, and then she burst into tears.

She was miserable, very miserable.
" What means all this ?" uttered the old man,

with marked displeasure. " Why are you shed-

ding those tears?"
" Because I am unhappy," was the fair girl's

simple reply.
Micah Trevett did not speak further ; he only

looked for a moment into the face of the weeping
girl, and theh he turned and left the room.

It was one o'clock when Olivia Trevett was

helped -into the carriage that was to convey her
away from Salem. It was a covered vehicle,
the front seat of which was removed to make

room for the trunks and boxes, leaving the back

seat to be occupied by the father and child.

Mr. Trevett got in, and the door was closed

after him, and shortly afterwards the carriage
started on. Olivia asked of her father where he

was going, but he gave her no answer.

" You will tell me, at least," urged Olivia, " if

you are 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, for.she

had no more to say. Her father had no affection

now in his words ; he had no love for her in his
acts; he had no feeling for her in his language,

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

The carriage rolled slowly on; the horses be-
ing obliged to walk more than half the time. The
road was in a wretched state, owing to the recent
thaws; the mud being in some places almost up
to the hubs, and deep cradle holes intervening
just often enough to keep the travellers on a
constant guard against beigg 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 certainly averaged more than
three.miles an hour, but to Olivia it seemed as if
they had travelled a long distance.

The coach was now upon a level road, and
Olivia could see, upon looking out through the
little gla3s window behind her, that they were
in the midst of a deep wood. She had just
made this observation when the sound of voices
was heard by the roadside, and in a moment
more the carriage stopped. Mr. Trevett opened
the window and asked what was the matter.

" Ah, my dear sir," returned a man who at
that moment approached the door, "we've stop-
ped you on a bit of business. Bad travelling,
isn't it ?"'

" Yes," faintly returned 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. There was light enough
to distinguish objects about the carriage, and he
saw that the man held a pistol in his hand.

" Do you mean to rob me ?" the old man
uttered.

"40, you speak too plainly, sir. But get out-
get out. Come, I hope-you wont force me."

Now Micah Trevett was not a man who pos-
sessed a great deal of courage, and the sight of
what he supposed to be a loaded pistol, struck
him with terror. He was a man who might be
urged by passion to do many foolish things, but
he could not look calmly at danger. Had he only
taken the precaution'on the present occasion 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 under charge.

" Ah, a lady," said the highwayman, as he put

his head into the coach, after Trevett had got
out. .g

"You will not harm me, sir," uttered Olivia.
"No, no, madam; that is no part of my busi-

ness. Ah, you have a goodly .amount of bag-
gage."

As he spoke he seized the trunk nearest to
him and dragged it out upon the ground.

" Give me your keys, sir," he said, turning to
Trevett. " Come,be quick, for it's getting dark,
and I've no doubt you wish to be on your way
again."

The old man handed over the keys without
delay, and in a few 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 his hand ; "upon my
soul it's heavy."

" That's only the box that's heavy," anxiously
replied the old man. " There's nothing in there
but papers, and they can be of no use to you.
Do not open it, sir."

" Yes, I understand," said the highwayman,
with a look and tone of incredulity. " But it's
a little too heavy for papers. I'll examine it,
at all events."

*Hark r" at this moment uttered the man
who stood at the heads of the horses. "There's
somebody comingl1"

The fellow spoke the truth, for in a moment
more the sound of heavy wheels was distinctly
heard ahead.-

" Your watch, quick l" exclaimed the high.
wayman, as he made a grasp at the golden chain
that hung from the old-man's fob. " Good-by,

sir. I would like to stop longer, and examine
the rest of your things, but you see 'twouldn't
be judicious."

"Stop ! stop !" cried Trevett, as the highway-
man stuffed the watch into his pocket, and
turned away; "give me that box I"

"0, don't trouble yourself about it. I'll take
good care of it."

"But it will be of no use to you."
" 0 no-I suppose not. But good-by. Hope

you'll have a pleasant'journey."

The three highwaymen then leaped into the
woods, and were soon out of sight. For a long
time Micah. Trevett stood and gazed into the
open trunk, and he was not aroused from his
reverie until the coming wagon stopped near
him. It was a baggage team, bound for Salem.

" Hallo-upset, eh ?" exclaimed the teamster.
The driver of the coach explained, in a few

words, what had happened.
S" Then I can't help you, I suppose," returned
the other.

, Yes, yes, you can I" quickly cried Trevett.
" Go and help us catch the rascals."

" 0, that would-be nonsense," said the team-
ster. " So, if that's all, I'll keep on, for I'm late
already."

The fellow drew a heavy pistol from a box by
his side as he spoke, and having examined the
priming, he put it back again, and then started,
on.

" What was in that box, father ?" asked Oli-
via, after they had resumed their way.

" No matter," sullenly returned the old man,
sinking back into his seat, and uttering an audi-
ble groan.

Olivia knew that he must have .lost some-
thing valuable, and she thought 'twas money.

I
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CHAPTER XV.

TE SEARCH WARRANT-A CURIOtis PACKAGE.

Wapn Edward Thayer fully aroused himself with a light, and catching a glimpe of the form
to action, after having realized the loss with upon the ground he inquired who it was.

which he had met, he finished dressing himself, Thayer was too much injured to speak, or to
and then looked at his watch. It was two o'clock know what was going on ; but he had sense

in the morning. He had thought long upon the enough to know that he was borne back into the

circumstances under Which the robbery had been house and placed upon adbed. le felt, too, the
committed, and he had made tip his mind that fumes of spirit as his kind host bathed his brow,

Micah Trevett must have been at the bottom of but after this his consciousness was gone.

It, and with this idea he determined to go at once It was nearly noon when ECdward came to

to Trevett's house and watch to see if any one himself, and he was somewhat agreeably sur-

went in or came out. He set the candle upon poised to find that he had met with no serious

the table, and, thinking that it could not burn injury, only having been stunned by the fall he

until he returned, he extinguished it. Then he had received. Hit previous disquiet had fa-

cautiously unlocked his door, and, With as little tigued him more than he had been conscious of,

noise as possible, he descended the stairs. and for several hours he had slept soundly.

Everything went well until Thayer came to When he arose he felt a little stiff, but he could

the front door.. He unlocked It without trouble, perceive no further difficulty.

but, in opening it, he upset a chair, which, in The host was full of curiosity, and Thayer

the darkness, he had not Oliscovered. Hearing told him the whole story of the last night's ad-

that the noise might arouse the landlord, and venture, only keeping to himself the nature of

not wishing to be seen and thus subjected to a the loss he had sustained.
questioning, he started with a quickened step "And didn't he steal anything !" asked Pol-

for the street. He forgot that there was a high lock, after Edward had related the circumstances.

stone horse-block just in front of the low stoop, "Not much of consequence. He took a box,

and he paid dearly for his heedlessness-for he but he wont find anything in it that will benefit

struck against the block with such force that he him."

pitched headlong over it, striking his head upon "I s'pose the 'tarnal snipe thought there was

the tone curb beyond. Almost at the same mo- money in it," said the host, with emphasis%

ment the host appeared at the door of the inn "But we'll catch him if he's to be found."

"I hope we shall," responded the young man.
"It's a.pity you stumbled over the horse-block

last night, or you might hate catched him as it
was."

After the host had delivered this idea he was,
called away to attend to the serving of dinner,
and Edward was left alone. He did not wish to
eat at the table with the others, so he had his
meal conveyed to his own room. When he had
eaten it he felt quite strong-strong enough to
go out, and he determined to go. He believed
that his box had been conveyed to Mr. Tievett's,
and he resolved to go there at once and confront
the villain.

" Ere another night passes," he uttered to
himself, as he drew on his Rvercoat, " you: shall
be brought to justice. Ai Micah Trevett, your
time is up-I know you now, and I have you
fast. I'll take the means to make you give up
the box, and then I'll show you to the world for
what you are."

Edward's first movement, after he left the inn,
was to find a justice of the peace, and, having
found one; he applied for a search-warrant to be
served on the premises-of 'Micah Trevett. The
justice was surprised at the request, and at first
he. refused to grant one; but, at length, being
made satisfied with the applicant's credibility, he
issued the warrant, and then procured an officer
to serve it.

Thus prepared, young Thayer accompanied
the officer to the dwelling of Trevett.

Eh I What's this mean ?"uttered the officer.
Shutters all closed-gates shut-fires out-and-

doors locked, too," he continued, as he tried the
front door and found 'it fast.

"Has he gone ?" murmured Thayer, starting
with fear.

"Looks preciously like it," was the character-
istic response.

" We must enter the house," urged Edward.
" Of 'course we must, for I've got the order.

Get in fair if we can, and, if we can't do so, we'll
do the next best."

At this juncture a man came out from a neigh-
boring house and hastened over to the spot where
our acquaintances stood.

"What's the matter ?" he asked, as he came
up.

" Want to get in here," replied the officer.
"But the folks-have moved out."
" Has Trevett gone ?" asked Thayer.
"Yes-went this noon, not an hour ago.

4 '

He's sold his house and furniture and I've got
the key."

" Well, let me have it," said the officer. " I've
got a search-warrant here, and I must get in."

"Eh I" uttered the man, as he- saw the war-
rant. " Gad's, my life, I thought old Trevett
looked mightily flurried when he went away.
He haint been .right for more'n a week. But
here's the key. Zounds ! Travett is an old fo,
anyway."

The officer took the key and opened the door.
They found the furniture all there, and the bed.
ding, but all else was gone. All parts of the
house were examined, but the box Auld not be
found.

"Where are the servants I" asked the offices.
" Don't know," replied the man who had

brought the key. " They went away this fore-
noon."

"But where has Trevett gone ?" inquired
Thayer, trembling with bitter disappointment.

" Don't know. I asked him, but he told me
'twas none of my business."

The young man made all the inquiries he
could thinly of, but he could learn nothing, save
that Trevett started off upon the road to Boston.
He returned with the officer to the office of the
justice, and, having paid the required fees, and
explained as much of his business -as he dare.
to, he went back to his inn, having made up hi,
mind before he reached there that he would stu
for Boston on the next: morning.

At nine o'clock that evening Edward waoin-
his room, when one of the stable boys came .up
and asked to be admitted.

" Here be a bundle, zur, as you must 'ave let
i' the stable," he said, at the same time laying a
small, dirty package upon the table.

"How so ?" inquired Thayer, taking up the
parcel.

" Why, 'cause I found it, Be'ant 'at your
name on it V'

"Yes," returned Edward, assuming an int4
ligent look. There was to him a mystery in the
affair ; but he did not wish the boy to detect it.
" Yes, yes, it is certainly mine. In the stable,
you say, you found it 7"

" Yes, zur; layin' right up side ov the grain..
box. -f"It's yours, be'ant It?"

" Certainly, certainly, my boy ; and I am
much obliged to you for bringing it. Here, tsk
this."*

He placed a shilling in the boy's dirty hand ais
he spoke, and then motioned for him to be gone..

t
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The youngster grinned with intense satisfaction find Mr. Trevett you can find your box. I am

as his eyes sparkled upon the silver coin, and sorry I took it, but it can't be helped now. You

clutching it firmly in his hand he shuffled off. needn't try to find out who I am, for you wont

As soon as Edward was alone ihe proceeded be able to do it. But if I knew that you

to examine the package he had so strangely re- wouldn't be injured by what I have done I

eeived. The outer covering was of brown paper, should be happier than I am now."

and Thayer's name was written upon it in a Edward sat back after he had read this strange
coarse, scrawly hand. He untied the ropeyarn epistle. He was confident that it was genuine,
which secured it, and inside of this he found an and he had no hesitation in giving it credit. The
old stocking, that was also firmly bound up. coincidence struck him as peculiar that in both
The young man hesitated about examining fur- of Trevett's attempts upon him he should have,
there, and he laid the curious bundle upon the in a measure, mistaken his man. One thing,
table. The idea had crept over him that this however, troubled the young man exceedingly,
might be sane diabolical contrivance for his and that' was how it could have been known
death. The circumstances under which he had that the box was in his possession, or that it con-
received it, its peculiar appearance, and, above tained papers which could be of any account.
all, the events of the past few days, tended strong- He could only imagine that at some time he had
ly towards this point, been watched; then he remembered the noise he

For some minutes Edward Thayer sat and had heard at his window while he was last en-
gazed upon the package ; but he was not the man gaged in looking over those very documents, and
to be easy until he knew what it contained, and upon this point he allowed the matter to rest.
the longer he regarded it the more anxious he Thayer was now sure that Micah Trevett had
became to look into its contents. So he took the papers, and he was resolved that on the fol-
the parcel up again, and, with careful -move-

ments, he unfastened the string. As he gradu-

ally unwound it he heard a chinking, jingling
sound, and at length, when he emptied the con-

tents out, he found ten golden guineas. He was

looking at them with curious surprise when he

felt something crumple in the stocking, and, up-
on further examination, he found a piece of pa-
per, clumsily folded to resemble a letter, upon
opening which he found the following, written

very badly, but yet intelligibly :

" MR. TRAYER :-This money is the first I

ever received for doing a crime. I cannot enjoy
it, and I cannot keep it, and to make a clean

breast of the whole affair I will tell you all about

it. Mr. Micah Trevett hired me to --- [Here
some words had been written, but they were so

effectually obliterated that Edward could not

make them out. The next that was intelligible

was as follows:] I stole the box of papers from

your room for him, and he paid me the ten

guineas. I cannot give them back to him, for he

has gone, so I send them to you. If you can

lowing morning he would set out in quest of.
him. At about ten o'clock Edward went down
to the bar-room. A teamster had just arrived,
who sat by the fire sipping a 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 him, and 'Edward at once dis-

covered that it must have been Mr. Trevett.
" Was there a female with him ?" asked the

young man.
"Yes, I seed some sort of a female in the

coach," returned the teamster.
" And where were they then?"
" Just about two miles this side of Winniim-

met, on the road to Boston."
That was enough for Thayer. He did not

stop to hear the remainder of the teamster's

somewhat enlarged story ; but going at once to
his room he set about preparing tofollow the
base man who was, in some way, deeply wrong-
ng him.

EDWARD THAYRn went to Boston, and though
he received the assistance of General Gage,
through the medium of Montague's instrumen-
tality, yet he could not find Micah Trevett. He
searched for a long while-for days and weeks
-but of the man whom he sought he could gain
no intelligence. He became worried and down-
hearted, and his increasing anxiety was begin.
ning to wear upon his constitution. Montague
tried to persuade him to return to England in
his ship, but the young man felt confident that
Micah Trevett was somewhere about Boston,
and he determined to stay until he had found
him.

In the meantime the patriot cruiser,4was hover-
ing about the bay of Massachusetts, and, though
many attempts had been made to capture her,
yet she was still free. It was near the last of
April. The brigantine had been lying-to off the
town of Newburyport, where she had gone after
provisions. It was in the afternoon that Vincent
Gray came off from the shore and boarded his
vessel. The provisions had been brought on
board before nodn, and he bad just been to settle
the bill. As soon as his boat was run up to her
davits the young captain called-his men all upon
the quarter deck. There was a deep fire in his
bright, black eye, and his'face was glowing with
excitement.

"bNow, my brave men," he said, in a clear,
bold tone, "we have no need to fear the censure
of Rieaven upon our course. The enemy have
stricken the battle-blow I They have made war
upon us; they have butchered our people ; they
have forced us to the chance of war! At Lex.
ington and at Concord they have led their sol-
diers out and shot down the patriots. The coun-
try is ringing from one end to the other with thefierce war cry. The avenger is loose and the ty-rant shall feel his blow. There shall be idleness

on our hands no longer. Let every nerve be
strained, and when next we meet the enemy he
shall be ours 1"

The crew did not shout; but they gathered
more closely around their commander to learn
the particulars of the startling announcement he
had made. He explained it to them as he had
learned it, and when they knew it all they mov-
ed silently away. It' was a full, minute ere an-
other word was spoken after the captain, bad
closed his story. The first who spoke was Ithe-
mar. He laid his hand upon the gun nearest to
him, and, in a deep tone, he said:

*"I can die-but! ,must either live to sth
tyrant fall, or else die by these batteries .

"8o will we all I" responded Vincent.
And the whole crew joinedsim ulUPously inthe response.

I

CHAPTER XV I*
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As soon as the men were once more gathered
at their respective stations the brigantine was got
under sail again. 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 glass

and stationed himself for watching the stranger.
"There are two sails," he said, at the end of

some ten minutes.
" There sartinly is," responded Obed Durkee,

who also had a glass.
"Mr. Durkee," said Vincent, "will you let

Ithemar take your glass ?"
" Sartin."
"Now, Ithemar," returned the captain, " I

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 glass and went up to the

main-top, and in the course of five minutes he

came down.
" It's the same brig, sir," he said, approaching

the captain.
"You are sure, are you ?"
"Yes, sir ; I know it."
" And the other sail,-not the sloop, is it ?"
"No, sir. She's a ship; but she's got no

guns. She must e either a store-ship or a

transport."
" Then we'll now give the brig a chance to

engage us," said Vincent, with sparkling eye and
heaving bosom. " You may slacken sail, sir,"
he continued, turning to Munn. " Have the

square mainsail clewed up, and then we'll watch

the fellow's movements."
The commander's order was obeyed, and after

the mainsail had been taken off, and the fore-

staysail hauled down, the brig gradually gained

upon the cruiser.
The wind was about southwest, and, as the

brigantine stood, she had it upon the starboard
beam. The brig was standing just about the
same and was situated about two miles due west
of the Yankee, so that their present courses were
nearly parallel..

4 She's luffing," uttered Ithemar.
" see," returned Vincent, who was also

watching the brig.
''And she's making signals to the ship," Ith-

emar adced'
Ay,"-responded the captain, "I see. That

signl4 mt4be for the ship to keep on, for see-

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.

" We wont run away from you again, old fel-
low," said Vincent, as he placed his glass under
his arm and took his speaking-trumpet. " You
shall have your 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
and pistols distributed to the crew; and the, guns
cast 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 thinks we can't sail faster 'n
this," said 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 sails are off; and then she knows that
we ran away from both her and the sloop once'
before. Ha I"

At this moment a wreath of smoke curled out
from the brig's side, and a shot was seen to
strike the water about two cables' length short
of its mark.

" Wonder if that's their best gun ?'" said Ithe-

mar, as he noticed where the shot struck.
" We shall be likely to find out soon," return-

ed Vincent. " If he's got a better gun he'll give
it."

In a few moments the brig fired another gun,
but the shot fell short as before, and ere long
afterwards a third was fired with the same result.

" By Saint George I" 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. If such is the case we'll give
her broadside for broadside."

"While it suits us," added Ithemar, in a low
tone.

Vincent looked into his- face and saw that
there was a meaning look there.

" I'd rather have it arm to arm, hand to hand,"
continued the gunner. " I know the metal of
your men, and I don't believe they can be easily
beat."

" I understand," returned Vincent. " We'l
board when we can."

"Good !" uttered Ithemar ; and then he turn
ed away to look after his guns.

14 half an hour longer the enemy was within
less than half a mile, while the store-ship hel
nearly the same relative position as before
During all this time the brigantine had not de
viated a point from her original course, while th
brig had been veering and hauling in various
ways. At the present moment thejEnglishman
was nearly abeam of the Yankee, with his star
board bow open.

At this juncture the brig fired another gun,
and the shot struck the water just under the
brigantine's stern.

" That shot was fired low," said Ithemar.
"Ay," returned Vincent.
As the captain spoke the brig fired another of

her bow guns, and this time the shot came whiz-
zing over the Yankee's deck.

" Shall I level upon her ?" asked the gunner."No," nervously returned the young captain.
"But we can strike her."
"I know that; but don't you see the chance

the brig is giving us ? By the cross of Saint
George, if she stands on in that way ten minutes
longer we'll rake her with a full broadside. See !
what a chance she'll give us if she don't keep
away."

" I'm afraid she'll up help before she givesus that chance," said the gunner.
" She will if she's wise," resumed Vincent.

" But we'll be ready for the chance, at all events.
See that the larboard guns are truly levelled,
sir. 0, if she does keep on so !"

Another shot from the brig at this moment
struck the cruiser about three feet above the wa-
ter, but did no further damage. Another shot
passed over the deck. The patriots were now
all excitement. The larboard watch were at the
guns, and the starboard watch at the sheets and
braces. Vincent saw that, great as was his con-
trol over his men, he could not restrain ,them
much longer, for he noticed that those at the
guns were blowing their matches to keep them
well alive, and that they were keeping the guns
to bear upon the enemy.

"--sh !" fell from the young captain's lips.
The sound, slight as it was, reached the ears

of every man, and every eye was upon him.
"Let the guns be aimed two points further

forward. Heave them around carefully. Stand
by the braces, and be ready to ease away"

T 'he order was quickly obeyed.
" Now, Ithemar," said Vincent " I ain going

- to put the helm up, and I give the batteries to
you. As soon as they bear upon the brig, fre t"

n The enemy was now within musket shot, and
d one or two of her last shots had done souke dam-

age amongst the cruiser's rigging. Vincent
- gave the woi d to the helmsman-the brigantine
e fell quickly off-Ithemar caught the enemy in
s the range of his guns, and he gave the word.

The light cruiser started from the shock as her
- broadside howled forth its war note, and-for some

moments the smoke lay thick upon the water ;
but it was. swept away at length, and then the
Yankees saw what they had done.

The brig's mainmast was shot off within six
feet of the deck, and it went 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 starboard bow.

"By Saint George I" he uttered, "she must
have been raked by those shot. You did well,
Ithemar."

" Ay, and I can do it again," returned the
gunner.

" Yoa shall have a chance with the other bat-
tery," said the captain, as he placed h11k glass
under his arm. "Stand by to wear ship. Move
quickly, now."

The brig had fallen off before the wiad, hasinh
lost all her after sails, and Vincent could plaily
see that all was confusion on her deck. His
vessel wore handsomely, and, in a few minutes,
was running free on the larboard ta'k In this
way he rid under the enemy's stern anif dred his
starboard broadside. Then he baclked his niain-
topsail and thus held a raking position. I ted
mitinute fromn that time the brig fired A gun to

leeward. She had no flag to- pull down, for it
had been shot away by the first broadside, and
the Americans understood that her blank tin
wesa token of surrender.

Viscent Gray drdered his ate away frolfi the
guns, and then he leaned back against the Iall
abd looked thoughtfully upord the scene about
hin. Not a man of his crew had 'been killed,
and only three wounded. His vessel w"s 1iri
waf serionsly damaged. Not a spay *s injured,
noir a timber crashed. The fet pielies of rigg'ig
had Tben effectually stoppered as soon al they
weft shot away, and the few shot holes in the
sides had been plugged. &na yet thae enemy
wasa totaI wreck!l

"Upon my soul," murmured the young ap-
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" Yes, I see," said Vincent. " I understand
it. I understood it before ; and yet 'twould be a
strange story to tell. Few Englishmen would
like to believe it."

" Ay," responded Ithemar, with a kindling
eye ; " that's true ; but, as sure as God is just,
they shall have to believe harder things than this
before America shakes off their galling shackles I"

Vincent was upon the point of responding,
when he was startled by a cry from old Durkee,
who came hastening towards him; and he quick-
ly turned to hear what the old man had to say.

CHAPTER XVII.

THE STRANGE RECAPTURE OF A STRANGE THING.

"SEE ! see I" cried Durkee, as he came up to
where the captain stood, "the store-ship is off!".

" Zounds ! I had almost forgotten -her," ex-'
claimed Vincent, as he gazed off to where the
ship had squared away under full sail. "Lar-
board braces-round them in handsomely-up
with the helm. Fore tack and sheet-let go the
buntlines-haul 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 hour the distance was short of a mile.

" Ithemar," said the captain, " you may level
one of your bow-chasers, and fire as soon as you
are ready." . .

The gunner hastened forward, and, in a few
moments, he fired one of the long guns. The
ball struck the water under the ship's starboard
waist. Ithemar loaded and fired again. 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 luffin'."

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 minutes after-
wards, the brigantine luffed up under her weather
quarter.

" Ship ahoy !" shouted Vincent.
" Hallo !" returned the Englishman.
" What ship is that?"
" His Majesty's store-ship, Succor."
" This is the patriot cruiser, Spark. Send your

boat alongside at once."

In obeyance of this order the ship lowered her
boat, and her captain was soon upon the cruiser'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.

"I suppose you have surrendered?" resumed
Vincent.

" If you mean to require it, I suppose I must,"
was the hesitating reply.

" Of course TI mean to require it, sir ; else I
should not have given you chase."

" Well," uttered the captain of the store-ship,
after some moments of reflection, "I must say
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tain, speaking aloud to himself, "I can hardly
believe it."

"Believe what ?" asked Ithemar, who stood
by his side and heard him.

"That we are almost uninjured, and she a
wreck."

" Simple as daylight," returned the gunner.
"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 kept on as he did and given us
that first chance for raking him. But when that
was done he was simply at our mercy."

1

that you are brave fellows, but I wouldn't give
much for your necks."

"Ah," said Vincent.
"Ay," contin ied the Englishman ; "for you

must know that eventually you will be captured,
and then you must swing."

"I understand what you mean," returned
our hero, with a smile ; "but be assured that
we give ourselves no uneasiness. Now what
have you on board your ship ?"

"A few passengers, and a cargo of sick men."
"What ?" asked 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."

" I'll go on board and see," said our hero ;
and, turning to his coxswain, he ordered his boat
to be lowered and got alongside.

Besides his boat's crew Vincent took Ithemar
and Durkee with him, leaving Munn in charge
of his vessel. He allowed the English captain
to board the ship first, and then, accompanied by
Durkee and Ithemar, he followed. When he
reached the ship's deck he found a number of
emaciated fellows aboat the gangway, and, on
examination, he ascertained that the captain had
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 do 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, as
he cast his eyes about him. "I wish not to
trouble such as you."

" Bless you I" cried a poor cripple, who had
hobbled up to the spot. And all the others
blessed the young American for his kindness.

" Then you will not take our provisions, sir,
nor our-"

" No, no," interrupted Vincent. " I want'nothing here ; but I wish with all my heart that
you may reach Halifax in safety."

"You. are a generous conqueror," said the
E nglishman.

" I am engaged in a righteous cause and can
afford to be," returned our hero.

"Well, perhaps you are."
"I know I ,am, for I fear not to call on God

for help."
During this time Ithemar had caught sight of

a man-one who seemed to be a passenger-who
was busily engaged in packing some things into
a large trunk that stood open by his side. His
countenance looked familiar and the gunner
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 be packing up in a hurry."
"Ay-for I want to join your vessel. I can

handle a cutlass or a pistol."
"But what on earth brings you here ? Are

you a prisoner ?"
" 0, no-only a passenger. The truth is, I

got into a bit of a scrape on shore, and my par-
ticular friend, the sheriff, was after me. I re-
spect the man, but didn't care about seeing
him just then, so I sloped-told the captain 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.

"So I thought; and I want you to give me a
berth aboard. I can fight, sib."

" But who are you ?"
"Ithemar can tell you."
Vincent turned towards his gunner.
" I'll tell what I know," said Ithemar, respond-

ing to his commander's silent question.
" This fellow is named, for the present, Jack

Robuck. He is considerable of a noted high-
wayman, and is, just at this present time, fleeing
from justice."

" Pretty well done, but full frank enough,
though," said the fellow, with a coarse laugh ;
and then, turning to Vincent, he added:

"Not a very fair character for a Christian, but
it 'll do for a fellow that expects to get a living
under the smell of powder all his days."

"It may do for you," said Captain Gray.
"But you'll take me on board your cruiser ?'
"No, sir !" emphatically and indignantly re-

turned Gray. " I do not lead a band of outlaws.
My cause is a just and holy one, and Iwant~hone
around 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
a small, silver plate, upon which was engraved
the name of Edward Thayer. It was just visible
among the clothing in the 'fellow's trunk, and,
without stopping to ask permission, the young
man stooped down to examine it more closely.

" Hallo, there,-what ve up to'?" cried Ro
back.

"Just looking to see what this means," re-
ttrned Vincent, as he dragged a small, oaken
box out from the trunk, the corners of which
were strongly secured by straps of burnished
brass, and the upper plate of which bore the
saine of his young friend.

"Just drop that thing !" exclaimed the high-
wayman, springing forward and seizing the box.
But he did not gain the prize, for the young
captain knocked him back, and then turning to-
wards the captain of the ship, the young Amer-
inan commander said:

"Look ye, sir, I have one favor to ask of
you. I must have the handling of this fellow a
few moments."

" Anything you please, sir," returned the Eng-
hshman, who had heard enough of the -fore-
going conversation to learn the character of his
passenger.-

" Now, sir, where did you get that box ?"
demanded Vincent, turning again to Robuck.

" No matter," doggedly replied the highway.
man.

" Then we'll see if you cannot be made to
speak," said Vincent, with decision. " Here,
Ithemar-and you, Mr. Durkee=-lash the fel-
kMw to the rigging, here."

The fellow struggled, but it availed him noth-
ing, for, in less than two minutes, he was firmly
bashed to the rigging by the end of the maintop.
sail halyards. As soon as this was done, Vin-
oent took the end of the spencer yang, and, hav-
ig passed it twice around one of the shrouds,
he 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
ordered.

"Now, sir," demanded Vincent, with a flash-
iog eye, "where did you get that box ? Speak,
er I'll put youjo the torture."

The highwayman trembled, but he did not
reply.

"IPull I" said our hero.
Obed drew hard upon the rope, and Robuck

began to grow black in the face.
"Will you tell me now ?"

The fellow made a sign of assent, and the
rope was loosened.

" Now, where did you get it ?"
" I got it of a man who was on the road to

Boston," answered Robuck, gazing first upon his

interlocutor, and then upon the old man who
held the end of the yang.

" A young man"
"No-an oldman."
" Do you speak the truth, nown '
" Yes."
" And you are sure 'twas an old man ?n
" Yes."
" Do you know who it was?"
"Yes-Micah Trevett."
"Ah !" uttered Vincent, "did he have it I

What else do you know about it I"
The highwayman was silent. Vincent made

a motion for Obed to pull the rope, but, before
it began to tighten the second time, Robuck
spoke:

"Well," said -he, "if you'll take me down
out of this I'll tell you the whole story."

Vincent reflected a moment, and then he took.
'the fellow down.

" Now," said he, " since you are so particu-
lar about .it, you may have the whole story. I
overhauled Trevett on his way to Boston, and I
robbed him of this box. I thought'it had money
in- it, but I got wonderfully deceived, for it con-
tained nothing but papers. I afterwards found
out that Trevett himself must have stolen the

box, for a young chap-his name is on the box
-had it stolen from his room at old Polloek's
inn. Trevett's moved all his traps off,-nobody
knows where,-and young Thayer has gone to

hunt .him up. That's the whole story, sir, from
beginning to end."

"And, I suppose, Trevett took his family with
him ?" said Vincent.
" He had only one child."
" And she-did she go with him ?" asked the

young captain, trying with all his power to ap-
pear calm.

" Yes-I believe so."
" Have you heard anything of Micah Trevett

since you saw him ?"
," No, not a thing."
Vincent knew of no more to ask. He was al-

ready made uneasy, and, feeling confident that
he could gain no more intelligence from Robuck,
he resolved to let him go and return to his vessel.

" I will take this box," he.said, "and see that
it reaches its rightful owner."

" Look here," exclaimed the fugitive highway.
man, with considerable assurance. " I've been
keeping that box just for the sake of getting a
reward for it, and 'tisn't hardly fair to be cheated
out of it."

"If you had. come honestly by it I would
willingly pay you a round sum for it ; but, as it
is, you may thank your stars that you are not
worse off than at present."

Robuck said no more about the box ; but, be-
fore Vincent left the ship, he said to the captain :

"Your passenger here is certainly a great vil-
lain ; but, I 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-

tice. If you are willing you may do me the favor
to let him go about his business when you ar-
rive in port."

" Willingly," returned the Englishman.
" Well, that's something, anyhow," said Ro-

buck.
In a'few minutes more Captain Gray entered

his boat, and, having informed the Englishman
that he was at liberty to square away when he
pleased, he rowed on board his own vessel.
Having reached the deck of the Spark, our hero
went to his cabin and put away the oaken bor,
and then he returned, and, after filling away, he
put back towards the dismantled brig.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE MYSTERY OF THE -OAKEN BOX.

IT was well into the afternoon when -the pat- from that time the brigantine luffed and came
riot cruiser filled away after leaving the ship, and about just under the Englishman's weather-beam.
during the time she had been lying-to the Eng. " Brig ahoy I"
lish brig had been drifting slowly to the north'rd " Hallo !"
and west'rd. The latter vessel had most of her " Have you surrendered ?"
foremast standing ; but the foreyard had been "Yes ; and we're sinking, too. For God's
shot away. The fore trysail was the only sail sake, help us !"
she could set, and though she had that on it did " Then down with your boat at once," shouted
not keep her to the wind. Vincent.

" Seems to me she is settling," said Ithenmar, " We can't get them out," said the English-
who had been watching the brig for some min- man. " You've riddled the boats at our davits,
utes. ard we can't get up a purchase to heave out our

" She is !" responded Durkee. - deck boats. Send your own boats alongside or
Vincent opened his glass, and he could see we shall all sink."

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
English ensign was hoisted at her fore trysail
peak, with the union down.

" Ah," uttered the young captain, "there goes
a signal of distress. I hope we shall reach them."

But the brigantine could do nothing more in
the way of sailing, for she was close upon the
wind, with her bowlines taut, and every sail
was set that would draw. She was just able to
stand direct ,for the wreck by allowing nothing
for leeway; but then the brig was drifting enough
to more than make up for that. In ten minutes

Vincent ordered his men to itir themselves
lively, and, in a few minutes, the three cutters
were in the water and alongside. He did not
deem it necessary 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 could not re-
main afloat many minutes at the farthest. When
our hero reached the gangway of the brig, he
found her men all crowded about the place ready
for a leap into the boats, and it was with the ut-
most exertion that he succeeded in preventing
them from all crowding into the single boat,
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from which he had just-come up. For a single
moment Vincent cast his eye 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
gangway, where they were waiting to be taken off.

"For the love of mercy, sir," urged the Eng-
lish captain, "let us get off as soon as possible.
The brig must soon go down."

"I will make all the haste I can," returned
Vincent, still standing in the gangway to prevent
the men from rushing over. "How 'many men
have you, all told ?"

"There are only forty-eight left, in the wound-
ed and all."

9Then pass the wounded over first," said
Vincent. "Get them into my boat as 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
assistance. After this the other men descended
regularly into the boats, 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, so our
hero at once leaped down, after the others were
all in the boats, and then put off. The boats
had not yet reached the brigantine, when the brig
was seen to heel quickly over, with her lee rail
under. In a 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 next moment she was
gone from mortal sight forever I

"1That's the last of her I" uttered the English
captain, gazing sadly upon the spot where his-
vessel had gone down, and where the floating
spars and splinters were tossing wildly about.

"1But, I suppose, you would rather see her
the' e than to have had me taken her into port as
a prize," said Vincent.

"It makes no odds," said the Englishman,
dejectedly. " I deserved to lose her. In all my
life I never did so foolish a thing before."

"IAh, 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."

"1You didn't give us credit for such metal."
"9I knew the metal 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 didn't stop to think
of it," said the English captain.

"Well, well," said our hero, "you have no
need to blame yourself, for we were determined
to take you, and we had no fear of failing."

"I don't know about that," returned the Eng-
lishman, with compressed lips. "I think if I
had done as I ought you would now be my pris-
oner."

" I might have been a dead man," emphatically
pronounced Vincent, "but not a prisoner. But
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 first cutter grazed the side of the
cruiser, and, soon afterwards, the prisoners were
all on board. The boats were run up, the main-
topsail filled away, and then the wounded were
taken care of. From the prisoner captain, 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 gunner,
boatswain, and one midshipman. By the time
the prisoners were all secured it was nearly 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 all none
occupied a larger space, in his mind, thah did'
the oaken box he had obtained from the fugitive
highwayman. He got the box and placed it up-
on his table. The lock was broken, and having
cast off the stout cord by which it was secured,
he raised the cover. He saw the papers-they
seemed all in order, and appeared to have been
not much handled. For a long while the young
captain sat, with his head resting upon his hand,
gazing into the box.

"I do not know as I ought- to read these pa-
pers," he said to himself. "They are not mine,
though I have fairly obtained them."

Vincent held a long debate with himself. He
was anxions-nervous-but he hesitated. It was.
not curiosity that moved him-it was a far deep-
er emotion.

" I think it would be right," he at length mur-
mured, "for then I should know how to act.,-
There may be important intelligence there-in-
telligence which will guide me in assisting Ed-
ward Thayer."
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This last consideration had its weight upon
our hero's mind, and he resolved to examine
enough of the papers to enable him to understand
what he could do to help his friend. To be sure,
curiosity was one of the elements at work in the
young man's mind, but then from that pause
alone he would never have sought to know the
mysteries of the box he had come in possession
of. Vincent took out the bundle of papers that
laid 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, he returned to the cabin. He now
lighted a candle 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 thing that surprised Vincent
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, 'but upon the contents of the second his
eye was fixed with more intensity. Twice he
read the paper over, and then, with. a trembling
hand, be laid it aside. On taking the third pa-
per he was still more deeply moved. He read it
through, and then he leaned his brow upon his
hand. I

"Just Heaven I" he murmured, "can this be
true ?"

Again he looked at the paper, and, when he
laid it aside, there were shades of strange doubt
upon his features.. Another paper, larger and
more copiously written than any of the others,
was next opened. Vincent read it with a burn.
ing eye. His lips were tightly compressed, and
his brow was bent with the most intense applica-
tion. When he had finished reading it, it fell
from his hands and dropped upon the floor.
He was pale, and his lip now trembled. He
picked up the paper and again he read it. Then
he folded it up and placed it back in the box.

"0 !" 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
must be found."

After musing a few moments, he added:
" Edward may find him-and Edward will

want these papers."I
The young captain stopped and looked into

the box. Then he shut down the cover and
placed it back in the place from which he had
take it, It was while he was laying the box
away that he thought of the English captain.
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There was a bare possibility that he might have
seen or heard something of Trevett, and, acting
upon the impulse, our hero sought him at once.
He found him sitting upon the after gun carriage,
on the starboard side of the quarter-deck.

" Ah, captain," said Vincent, as he leaned
over the gun, " I wish to ask you a question."

" Go on," returned the Englishman, in a sort
of do pressed tone; "I will answer you if I think

proper."
" O, 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-if you
have seen him ?"

"I know no ?uch man."
" Then I shall gain. nothing from you," said

Vincent, 'in a disappointed tone
" Trevett-Trevett," muttered the English-

man to himself, " I have heard the 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 have left
Boston."

" I have seen a good many strange looking
men in Boston. How did this Trevett look ?"

" He was a tall man, 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 prominent; his cheek bones
high; his forehead quite broad, ani his neck
very long. He was nearly sixty years of age,
and some might think him older."

"By the royal truncheon, Captain Gray, I
think I've seen your man," exclaimed the Eng-
lishman, after a moment's thought.' " He had a
child-a daughter ?"

" Yes, yes," gasped Vincent. " One child-
that was all hisfamily. What do you know of
him?"
" Yes, yes; that must be the man," resumed

the Englishman. " He came down and engaged
passage for himself and child in the ship that
you overhauled to-day."

"But he did not go in her ?" uttered Vincent,
fearing, for the moment, that Trevett might
hive been on board.

"No. As near as I could learn he was watch-

ed by some one; or, rather, some one watched at
the wharf, and he did not come."

Vincent asked several more questions, buthe
could gain no more intelligence on the subject.
He could only learn that for a week, at least,
from the time of the brig's 'sailing, there would
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be no opportunity for Trevett to leave Boston Trevett was watching for an opportunity to es-
by water. cape from the colonies, and he feared he might'

When the patriot captain left the Englishman, succeed. Succeed! OT' all of Vincent Gray's
he had gained as much intelligence as he could hopes of happiness to come hung upon that one
have hoped for ; but what he had learned made issue.
him nervous and uneasy, for he knew that Micah

CHAPTER XJX.

THE FATAL COMPAdr.

IT 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, and her cheeks were wet with
tears. There was no fire in the room where she
sat, and she hid to draw her shawl closely about
her to keep out the cold. The wind whistled
without, atd the rain pattered heavily against
the single window. Ever and anon the maiden
would start as a gust rattled the sash, and, at
such moments, it could be seen that her nerves
were almost wholly unstrung.

She sat there and heard the distant clock strike
the hour of nine, and then she arose and went
to the window. She tried to peer out into the
street, but the darkness was too intense.

"O, why don't he come ?" she murmured, as
she turned away from the window. "Even his
company is better than this loneliness. Why
does he leave me alone so much? 0, father !
father ! if you knew what I suffered ; if you
knew how you were wrenching my poor heart,
you would not treat me so !"

She sat down again and wept. 'She was, in-
deed, miserable and unhappy. She had been
confined to that chamber, and the.one adjoining,
for several weeks, and-save one old woman who
supplied them with food, and her father-she
had seen no one. She knew that her father was
forced to do as he did ; that from some strange
cause he was seeking concealment. She knew
that he had once engaged a passage in a ship
bound for Halifax, but she knew not why the
ship went without him.

At length she heard a heavy, cautious step
upon the stairs, and, in a few moments more,
Micah Trevett entered the room. He was won-
drously;altered since last we saw him. His face
had grown thinner, his brow more contracted,
his frame more bent, and there was more tremu-
lousness in his limbs. His eyes were restless and
uneasy, and they moved about in quick, furtive
glances.

"Have you been disturbed, Olivia ?" he asked,
as he removed his wet coat, and laid his hat up-
on an old shelf in the corner. .

"Only by my own thoughts and fears," re-
turned the'maiden.

"You must be foolish, child. There's noth-
ing here can hurt you.

'And do you never fear when you are here
alone "

Micah Trevett turned quickly upon his daugh-
ter, and an angry flush overspread his features.

"Be careful how you speak," he said.
Olivia tremblingly shrank from her father's

frown; and, with a painful movement, she 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 ?" asked
Olivia, looking up into her father's face.

"Because," returned Trevett, with the evident
hesitation of one who lies, "she had so ,much
sickness on board, and some of it was conta-
gious."

" O, I pray that you may not be disappointed
again," ejaculated the maiden, with fervent em-
phasis. " I cannot live here, shut out from

OLIVIA TBEVETT. 65

God's pure air. Any place would be preferable down into the street. Trevett left the window
to this.' and commenced pacing up and down the room,

"No, no-you might find some places worse," and this movement he kept up for full fifteen
seid the old man, in a. peculiar tone'; " many minutes. At the end of that time he heard foot.
places worse than this. But you shall leave it steps upon the sidewalk, beneath his window,
soon." and, in a moment more, the sound of a low, shrill

As Trevett spoke he commenced pacing the whistle broke upon the air.
room, and, at the end of some ten minutes, he Trevett took the candle and descended to the
stopped and took his watch from his pocket. It street door ; and when he returned he was follow.
was a heavy silver watch, which he had purchas- ed by two of the king's soldiers, They obeyed
ed since he came to Boston.c

" Come, Olivia," he said, " it is near ten o'-
clock, and you should be in your bed. Besides,
it is warmer in 1ed than it is here."

"So it is," murmured the poor girl, as she
shuddered and drew her shawl more closely
about her. "I have been very cold here. If
you stay much longer-"

"Hush I" sharply interrupted the old man.
" We-shall not stay here much longer. There-
say no more, but go now to your bed."

Olivia slowly arose from her chair, and, having
lighted the only remaining candle, she retired to
the adjoining room.

"Look ye, girl," called her father, just as she
was about to close the door of her little room
behind her, "if you hear other voices here than
mine, you must not be alarmed, for I may have
company. I expect some one here on business
of importance." , ,

Olivia made no reply, but when she had closed
her door, and was alone, she set down her can-
dIe, and then sank down upon her knees. She
raised 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 she
once more arose to her feet, and she trembled
not as before.

After his daughter had gone, Micah Trevett
sat down and leaned his head upon his hands.
Broken sentences fell from his lips at intervals,
and though the train of thought from which they
sprang may have been connectpid, yet the words
he uttered had no connection with each 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
slumber, 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 flling, but the heavens were
still hung with clouds, and it was too dark to see
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the motion of the'old man by seating themselves,
and then awaited his pleasure. The candle was
nearly burned out, and Trevett glided noiselessly
into his daughter's room. He found her candle,
and having satisfied himself that she was sound
asleep, he returned.

" Now," said he, after he'had lighted the other
candle, and seated himself, " we will to our busi-
ness."

Both the soldiers looked at him. They were
low, uncouth looking fellows, with lust and crime
stamped upon every lineament of their features
-bearing just enough of ignorance in their coun-
terlances to indicate that they were the ready
tools for any kind of villany where money could
be gathered to their scanty purses.

" You have been recommended to me as men
who could be trusted," continued the old man,
as the attention of his guestswas turned towards
him.

" Yes, sir," returned the first soldier, " we
pride ourselves on t'at-eh, Mike ?"

" Cert'nly," responded the second soldier.It We can be trusted, 'specially when we's paid
for it."

"Speak low," said Trevett, " for there is'
some one sleeping in the next room."

Both the soldiers nodded assent, and then the
old man went on:

" Do you know what I want of you 1"
" Not zactly," said the first man.
"Nor we aint particular," added the second,

seeni' as how you mean to pay us. We was
told you would pay us handsomely."

" I will pay you well, and you shall ask no
questions."

" 0, don't be afeared of that, old feller. 'Taint
our business to pry into your secrets. Just give
us the work and the money, and we'll do the
rest "

Micah Trevett was chafed by the fellow's
coarse familiarity, but he dared not resent it.
He had sought the interview; he had placed
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himself in the ignoble position, and the truth prehended that he was making a fool of himself
came upon him that he must now put up with in attempting to deceive his present company by
the consequences. With all his villany he could any false coloring of his relations with young
not but feel ashamed of the company into which Thayer; so he resolved that he would go straight
he bad fallen. Some traces of his natural pride forward with his business, and leave his moral-
were still left-enough, at least, to show that he izing for those who might, not know its base
was not now what he once had been ! quality.

While Micah Trevett sat there and gazed into "The truth is," he continued, "this young
the bloated features of the two hireling villains fellow is hanging close upon my heels, and I am
with whom he had to deail, he felt a strange sen- confident that he has found out my place of
nation of awakening remorse creeping over him. abode. He must not find me; and yet I cannot
Why should he not'1 He had once been a again move for the present to avoid him. It
proud, independent man, and he had not lost the would suit me if he were dead."
memories of his manhood. But it was now too "And the sooner thebetter, I suppose," said
late! He had sold himself a slave to the power Mike, with a significant leer.
of gold, and his own hands had wound the mesh- "Yes, of course," responded Trevett, gaining
es which he could not now rend in sunder. more confidence now that he had fairly broached

The old man shook off the feeling that had the subject. "I want you to put him out of the
fallen upon him, and, drawing nearer to the sol- way so that he may never tread the earth' again
diers, he said: to molest me -and it must be done at once, too."

"You need not fear for the pay; you shall "Just when you say, sir."
have it in the king's pure gold." "Then let it be on the first opportunity. Be-

"And in course we'll have it afore we do the tween you both you can contrive to watch him.
work !" said he who had been called Mike. Be sure and not let the first chance pass."

"Yes-before you leave this room, if you "Leave us alone for that, sir. You may be
like." sure that we shan't let this business lay long on

" Well, that sounds honest; so just tell out our hands." .
your business" ' "And now for the pay," said Trevett, as he

"Do you knw Edward Thayer?" asked Tre- opened a trunk near him and took out a bag.
vett. "I will pay you down twenty guineas each, and

"Yes," said the first soldier. "The man as when your work is well done I will pay you
engaged us to do your work showed him to us. twenty more. Are you satisfied with that p".
A vounr, pale, womanish-looking fellow." "Yes," uttered both the soldiers at a breath, as

"1 don't know about his looking womanish; their eyes caught the glitter of the yellow gold.
but he is young and he looks pale, too." Micah Trevett paid them the gold, and then,

"All right-we know him." -with a repetition of his former injunctions, he
"Well," resumed Trevett, in a half-hesitating dismissed them.

manner, "from particular causes and reasons I In half an hour afterwards that old man laid
do not wish to come in contact with that fellow. his head upon his pillow He tried to think that
I know that he has the most base designs upon he was safe. Safe from what ? He thought of
me." the danger he had just been trying to guard

A significant glance, which was at this mo against. He forgot the Eye that was looking
ment passed between the soldiers, arrested the into his soul! He did not then hear the Voice
old man's attention) He saw the sly smile 'that that was th,:n whispering a terrible truth into his
played upon their features, and he at once com- earlf

CHAPTER XX.

ADVENTURE.

VINCENT GRAY landed his prisoners at Ports-
mouth, and, without waiting to receive the con-
gratulations and encomiums of the countless
patriots, who came crowding in from the sur-
rounding country, he at once set sail for Massa-
chusetts Bay. He had-determined to take a trip'
upon the land, and he knew of no better place in
which to harbor his vessel, while he was gone,
than that frong which he had made his first ven-
ture. Therefore he ran his vessel direct for
Swampscott, and; without meeting any hindrance
he reached the haven in safety. The brigantine.
was anchored in a sheltered place, and Vincent
gave her in charge to Lyman Mann, with direc-
tions that he should remain there until his re-
turn ; but with a' proviso, however, that, in case
of danger, the brigantine might be put to sea
with the mutual consent of the three next highest
officers-Durkee, Powell, and Ithemar.

" But," said Darkee, after Vincent's boat
had been called alongside, "hadn't you better
have some one go with you. Iy the great horn
spoon, them Britishers will make quick work
of you if they get hold of yer."

" Never fear," returned our hero. "I do not
mean to expose myself without need. I think
you'll see me back again in safety. All is, if I
do not return, you will, know how to do your
duty. The cruiser must not fail with my loss."

"Stop a minnit," uttered old Obed, with much
earnest feeling in his manner. " By thunder, if
you talk so we shan't let you go-most sartinly
we shan't. If there is the least possible danger
that you wont come back you hadn't ought'r go.
You know you hadn't. It's yer duty to take
care of your vessel and crew first."

" I understand you," said Vincent, who could
not help feeling flattered by the honest anxiety
of the old man. " I understand you, Obed;
but you do not quite 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-yes-well," uttered Ohed,, "[I suppose
we should all try to do our duty as well as *e
could ; but-but-youmust come back."

"I'll risk him," said Ithemar, who had been
standing near. The gunner well knew the busi-
ness ion which the young captain was bound
and he was the only one of the crew who had
any clear idea about it. Ithemar's remark closed
the conversation, and Durkee only shook his
commander warmly by the hand it expression
of his further thoughts and feelings.

It was nearly dusk when Vincent's boat was
shoved off, and, by his directions, he was pulled
towards the beach, where the neck of Nahant
joins with the main land. As soon as the boat
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touched the strand our hero leaped out, and,
having bade his men return at once to the brig-
antine, he turned up towards the town of Lynn
and hurried away. He was well armed, having
a pair of well tried pistols and a stout dagger,
all of which were safely hidden from sight, and
it was with a 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 thought 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 Lynn it
was dark. There was to be no moon that night,
and though most of the heavens were now clear,,
yet there was a thick, smoky haze coming up
from the sea, and it promised to be dark ere
many hours. But our hero knew the road well,
and if there were likely to be obstacles in the
way they were thought little of. The eid to be
gained was uppermost, and the 'dangers 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 bona fide pass, of course,
he could not obtain. He dared not trust him-
self to venture through Charlestown, for he knew
that all was commotion there, so he settled upon
the only chance left, and that was to procure a
boat and 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 bay, he found a small skiff, which was made
fast to the ring of an old anchor that was em-
bedded in the sand and mud. He found that he,
could easily launch the boat, but there were no
oars to be found. In this emergency he be-
thought himself of a small cot lie had passed a
short distance back, and towards that point he
retraced his steps. After searching about for a
long 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
shed. He could only be guided by the sense of
feeling in his search, but he was sure that the
oars were sound ones, and, having secured
them, he worked his way out of the shed.

The young captain hesitated a few moments,
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after he had gained the open air, and gave a few
thoughts to the thing he was doing. Perhaps
the boat he was about to take might belong to
some poor fisherman who could not afford to
lose it. He would willingly have paid for it,
but that was next to impossible under the present
circumstances. He had no time to spend in
hunting up the owner, and, moreover, he had no
desire to trust himself to the inquiries he might
be subject to if he should open a negotiation
with the fisherman.

" Never mind," he said to himself, as he start-
ed back toward the water, with the oars upon
his shoulders, " I will try to find the owner at
some future time, and then I will pay him. He
shall lose nothing by my appropriation of his
property if I can help it."

Vincent found it harder work to get the skiff
into the water than he had anticipated, but he
at. length accomplished- the job, and, having
seated himself upon the Only thwart the boat
contained, he got out his oars and put off. He
had no landmarks by which to go, except a few
twinkling lights that he could see to the south-
ward, and, as he felt confident that these were in.
Boston, he took them for his guides. 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 made very good heading without
much exertion.

After a while our adventurer saw lights to the
west of him, which, he- supposed, must be in
Charlestown and, upon the other hand, he fan-
cied he could detect the shore of Noddle's Is1-
and. He was now confident that he was on the
right course, and he plied his oars with more
energy, As he neared the shore he steered to-
wards a point near which there was no light
burning, choosing to make out his way in the
darkness 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 some sort,
and giving one more vigorous pull at his oars,
he drew them in, and then hurried to the bows
of the skiff. ,Re had barely time to brace him-
self when the boat struck, and he could see that
he was surrounded by floating timber, but that
the shore was only a few feet from him. Having
taken particular care that his pistols should not
get wet in case of accident, he crawled out upon
the timber, and was soon upon dry land.

The young man's eyes had now become so
accustomed to the darkness that he could make
out objects about him with considerable certainty,
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and, after gazing about him for a while, he 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 m'ust be upon the North
Battery, and he concluded that he had landed in
Greenough's yard. He knew enough of the lo-
calitie of the town to guide him now, and, with
a cautions tread, he moved up towards the street.
The gate of the yard was locked, but he man-
aped to crawl under it, and, in doing so, dropped
one of his pistols. He, picked it up, but, instead.
of putting it back from whence it had fallen, he
kept it in his hand.

'-Who goes there ?" at this instant came start-
ling upon Vincent's ear.

The young patriot captain looked up, and
could plainly distinguish the sentinel only a few
paces from him.

"A friend !" he quickly returned, having made
up his mind instantaneously upon the course he
would pursue.

"IThen advance and give me the countersign I"
ordered the soldier.

Vincent advanced, but the sentinel again in-
ter upted him by bringing his musket to a charge
and ordering him to " Stand I"

" Now give me the countersign ?"
" Bar-Me-Mo,-I declare, I can't thirk of

it. Let me see : Me-Po-Fla,-upon my soul,
I must have forgotten it."

Vincent seemed to be exerting himself to the
utmost to call to mind the talismanic word.

" it's no use," he continued. "You'll have to
call the officer of the guard. He will know me."

4 Can't call no officer now," bluntly returned
the soldier. "You had better try to think of the
countersign."

" I tell you it's of no use. Colonel Leslie
gsve me the word himself, but it's gone from me
now as sure as fate. You'd better call your
lieutenant or serg ant, or something, and I'll-"

" I. tell you'twont wore. If you haint got the
countersign you must just consider yourself mtay
primoner-that's all.'

"Verb well. Just tell mewhere. I must go
and l'll follow."

As Vincent spoke the soldier b-ought his mus
ket to his shoulder. This was the movement out

hero had been watching for, and, with a sudden
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bound, he leaped forward and struck the sentry
upon the side of the head with the butt of his
pistol. The blow was struck with all the young
man's might, and the unsuspecting soldier sank
upon the pavement like a dead man. Vincent
stopped not to see what were likely to be the ul-
timate effects of his blow, but, at the top of his
sped, he started off up North street.

For a long distance he travelled on without
coming across another sentry, and also without
seeing any 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 sentinels, and in the end it
seemed he was right, for he gained the head of
Union Street without meeting any more of them.
Here Vincent stopped a while to think. lie was
well acquainted % ith an old man, named Fallon,
who kept an inn in Lindall'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 knew that his heart was in
the right place.

Our hero was not long in making up his mind
that he would senk old Fallon, and, just as the
town clock struck the hour of two, he started
down Dock Square and entered Merchant's
Row. He passed two sentries on his way, but,
under cover of the darkness, he escaped them,
and, at length, he had crossed King Stiert in
saf-ty. He had just entered Mackerel Lane
(now Kilby Street), when he was -tartled by the
sound of voices ahead of 'him. Directly upon
his right hand he could distinguish an outlet of
some description, and into this he carefully turn-
ed He found it to be a sort of narrow shfd,
and, as he filt his way in, his discovered that it
was partly full of wood. By the time he had
gained what he thought a place of safety, the
voices which he had heard had come to the en-
trance of the shed, and Vincent was not a-little
uneasy upon finding that he was likely to have
visitors, for he knew that some one was entering.
But he cid not give a sound that could indicate
his presence. He crowd% d himself as far out of
the way as possible, and, having cautiously
cocked one of his pistols, he awaited the result
of this unlooked for companionship.
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE ASSASSINS.

VINCENT GRAY had been crouched away in miral Graves's house, up in Cow Lane, and I

his place of concealment some five minutes. know he'll come back this way. This is the way-

During this time he had made up his mind that he went, and,it's the nearest for him."

the fellows who had come into the shed were not " Seems to me this is a curus time for him to.

after him, but that they had come in for some go and see the admiral?1"

purpose of their own. He judged that there were "Not a bit of. it. -Old Graves has been down

only two of them, for he could just distinguish in the harbor and didn't get back till nearly mid-

the outlines of their forms against the open space night; and the young chap's business was kind

in front ofthe shed. of pressing. You see while I was under the win-

"--sh," uttered one of the men, in a low tone, dow I heard something of his business, so I

but yet loud enough for Vincent to distinctly know just how to act."

hear, "you must be careful now. We must do " Well, now I should just like to know what

the thing to-night, if ever." you heard. Don't be keeping everything to
"yes," returned his companion, "and that yourself."

must be soon, too, for it strikes me that 'twont "Easy, Darby. Of course I couldn't tell you
be a great while before daylight." out in the open street. But, you see, I heard

" No," resumed the first.speaker ; "but then just enough to let me know that he'd gone up

he'll be sure to be along before that time." to the admiral's to get him to put a stop to old

There was a silence of some minutes, during Trevett's leaving the town. Hark ! what noise

which both the men occasionally peered out into was that ?"
the alley. " I didn't hear no noise."

"I hope you haven't made a blunder now,". "But I did. I heard somebody move in here".

at length said he who had before been the second "O, that must have. been me. I trod on a

to speak. stick of wood. Don't be scared at nothing."
" Blunder ! What d' ye mean ?" . "I aint easily scared, Darby; but I shouldn't

" Why s'pose 'n he shouldn't come along here, like to be ketched in this business."

after all'!" "Neither should I; but old Trevett's gold-"

"0, Iknow he will. I saw him go into Ad- " There's that noise again!" uttered the first

speaker. "By the cross, Darby, there's some-
body here."

"I tell you I don't believe it."
"Well, I'll look, any way. You keep watch

here, and I'll take a survey in amongst the wood
there."

Vincent heard the fellow poking in amongst
the wood ; but he grasped his pistol firmly and
remained perfectly quiet. . Upon hearing the
name of Trevett he had made an involuntary
movement,.for it had startled him; and now he
began to collect his thoughts, and, even while the
rufman was hunting about among the wood, he
took time to reflect upon what he had heard.
He had no fear of the 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 reasons. In the
first place, though he might easily defend him
self with his pistols, yet they would expose him
to a chance of publicity which he did not covet ;
and, secondly, he wished to know the result of
the intentions of his two invisible companions.
This last thought had the most weight upon his
mind, and, if for nothing else, he would have
risked a great deal for satisfaction on that point.
He had heard enough to satisfy him that these
men were about to do some job for Mr. Trevett,
and, of course, he thought it must be Micah
Trevett. Is it a wonder that his mind should
run on to a second person-and that that second
person should be Edward Thayer ? At least,
that was the course which his mind took, and he
was overwhelmed with anxiety. The' whole
affair was strange, very strange, and even now
Vincent. fancied that he could see a wonderful
providence in the results of his adventure that
had thus 'far crowded upon him.

For two or three minutes the fellow, who had
thought to search out the occasion of the noise

he had heard, groped his way around amongst
the wood, but he did not come near the spot
where our hero was ensconced. He was feeling
his way out to the extreme corner of the shed
when, by some mishap, he contrived to overturn
a pile of wood, and, as it came rattling down, he
started back towards the entrance.

" There;I should think you'd hunted about
enough," growled the man who had remained on
the watch.

The other applied rather an indelicate epithet
so the unfortunate wood pile, and, at the same
time, he stooped as if to rub his ankle. He had
but just commenced this last movement when

he was aroused by a quick exclamation from his
companion.

" Hist ! Here comes somebody. It must be
him."

" Ha !-so it is. Steady now, Darby. We
mustn't miss a stroke."

" But s'pose 'n it shouldn't be hit ?" suggest-
ed Darby.

"It must be him. But I've thought of a way
to make sure. As soon as he comes along you
make a groaning noise, as though you were in
pain. Groan in. real good earnest, now, and
he'll be sure to stop. As soon as I hear his
voice I shall know him."

" Wonderful," uttered Darby. " I'll com-
mence now."

And, therefore, the fellow commenced to
groan right lustily. He did it in the most ago.-
nizing style, and it had the desired effect. The
pedestrian gradually approached the spot, and,
as he came nearer, the ruffian renewed the pite-
ous moaning with extra zeal. It had now be-
come so light that objects could be seen in out.
line quite plainly. Vincent could see the forms
of his two companions, and he could also see
out into the street. He could hear the footsteps
of the coming man, and his nerves were strung
for the conflict in which he was determined to
engage.

" Now mind, Darby," whispered he who seem-
ed to be spokesman, "we must do the work with
our daggers. As soon as I am sure of the man
I'll strike, and you must follow suit. We mustn't
.cry out to give any alarm. -sh ! Look sharp
now !"

As the pedestrian reached the entrance to the
shed, he stopped.

" What's the matter here ?" he asked, while
Darby still kept up his groaning.

In an instant Vincent recognized the voies of
Edward Thayer. He had carefully possessed
himself of a stout billet of wood, and, without
waiting to hear Darby's answer, he sprang from
the place where he had been concealed.

Vincent had had his eye from the first upon
the head of the ruffian who was to strike first,
and upon that head his club was aimed. He
struck with all his might, and the fellow sank
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, and the ponderous club came crashing
down upon his head. Both those blows fsgd
been -studied upon-the patriot captain had
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counted upon them with a certainty; his eye
had 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! Edward I" cried our hero, step-
ping over the forms of the two prostrate men.

"Just Heaven!"' ejaculated Thayer-for he it
was. " Who are you 1"

"You know Vincent Gray."
"Yes-yes; but this scene. What means it I

Vincent-is it really you T"
" It'is, most certainly "

Edward Thayer seemed, at first, inclined to
doubt the evidence of hIs own senses; but he
soon convinced himself that he was, indeed, in
the presence of his friend:

"You are indeed Vincent," he exclaimed, at
the same time extending his hand. "But what
means all this ?"

In as few words as possible our hero related
all the circumstances, from the time of his leav-
ing the brigantine, at Swampscott, up to the
present moment. '

"Then this is some of Trevett's work," ut-
tered Thayer, after Vincent had concluded. "0,
what a villain that-man must be!"

" So he is Edward. So he is. But his course
Is well niah run. I think we have him now-
that is, if he's to be found."

"0, 1 know where to find him," returned
Thayer.

" Tht n," resumed Vincent, "he is at the end

of his race. But we must look after these two
fellows here. Let us go around to Fallon's inn
and get a lantern. P11 trust the old man."

Without hesitation, Thayer accompanied his

friend around to Lindall's Lane, where they
te-ily found the inn. There was a light burning
in the bar-room, and, upon entering, they found
that the old mun had just arisen. The matter
was quickly explained to him-or, at least, so
much of it as was thoughtnecessary, and he was

requested to furnish a lantern.

"Eh-Vincent-"
"-h 1" interrupted our hero, as he saw that

the jolly old publican had recognized him. "I
hope I may trust you."

" Trust me 1-that you may. I know you-
I know what you have bi en up to. I know
you've trod on the king's corns most unmerci-
fully, and I love you for it, my boy. Trust

me I" sgain repeated Fallon, in a low tone, but.
yet with the deepest, truest energy, "my onul,

when a patriot mayn't trust old Bob Fallon,
then I hope I may be buried in one of my own
wine vats, that's all!"

", , I believe you," said Vincent, as he re-
turned the warm grasp of the old man. "Don't
speak my name in the hearing of the royalists."

" Don't be alarmed on that account. But
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 before our
hero.

" That I keeps for particular friends," resumed
the old man, as he pricked up the wick of the
lantern-lamp. " If you've been out all night it'll
do you good."

Both our hero and Edward fMt in the, mood
for 'a slight stimulus, and they partook sparing-
ly, of the wine-for wine it was, and of the
pure vintage, too. By this time Fallon was
ready, and together the three set out for the
scene of the adventure.

" Here they be, still as mice," said the old
publican, as he came up to the spot and held his
lantern down. " And British soldiers, tco. Wake
up, here, you bloody thieves !"

'- Is it possible you have killed them, Vin-
cent ?" uttered Thayer, seeing that neither of
them moved beneath Fallon's exertions.

"Perhaps I did," returned Vincent. "I
struck with all my power.'"

" They're dead, as sure as fate," said the inn-
keeper. 'Gracious ! their heads are both smash-
ed in like rotten pumpkins. - No wonder they
died."

"What is to be done ?" queried our hero,
still a little anxious as to what the final result
might be.

" Leave that -with me," returned Edward.
"I am intimate with General Gage, and I will
take the whole of this upon my shoulders.
You shall not appear in it at all. 'As soon as
it is fairly daylight I will lodge the proper in-
telligence at the guard house."

Vincent thanked his friend for this, and,
shortly afterwards, the trio returned to the inn,
where Fallon proceeded to build a fire, intima-
ting, as he did so, that hi, two friends should
sson have something substantial for the benefit
of their "inner man."

" Now Edward," said our hero. while Boni-
face was out, "we must have Trevett in oar
power as soon as possible. I know something
of his attempts to leave the town, and I fear he

may accomplish his object if we do not move
uponhim at once. Do you know where to find
him 2'"

eares; I know the very house he occupies. I
learned of it yesterday. Yes, we will find him ;
we will crushahim; but, Vincent, alas ! I have
lost mucih that I may need in the work."

" What is it you have lost, Edward ."
"Papers--documents. They were in--"
An oaken hox," interrupted our hero. "A

box bound with -brass, and bearing your name
upon a silver plate on the top")

Yes, yes," uttered Thayer.
Then rest you easy on that score."

"But you do not mean that you have the
box?"

"Not with me; but I have all the papers,
safe, here in my pocket."

" Heaven bless you, Vincent ! Get a light-
let's have a room by ourselves. Safe-safe did
you say ? 0,-"

At this moment Fallon returned. Vincent
requested a private room for a short time, and,
having lighted a lamp, the kind host led the
way to one of his back rooms-a small, out-
of-the-way place, where private meals were some-
times served.

After he had gone and left them alone they
sat down by the table, and then Vincent drew
the papers from his pocket. They were care-
fully ed up in an oilcloth covering, and, with
trembling hands, Edward opened the package.

"Where-how did you get them" he asked,
as he threw off the string.

Vincent told the story of their recovery, and,
when he had finished, Edward ran his eyes over
them.

"Are they all there ?" asked our hero.
"Yes- all," whispered Thayer. " They are

all here. God be praised 1"

"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 I should
operate with them."

"Then you know their secret ?" said Edward,
with a twinkling eye,

."Yes ; I could not help it. I would not have
done it, but-"

",Tut, tut, my dear Vincent. You did per.
fectly right-or so near right, at all events, that
I shall bless you for it while I live. Now let's
to breakfast."

"And then to Micah Trevett's," added our
hero.

" Not quite. , I must see to the two villains in
the wood-house, first. They must be looked to."

" I am almost sorry I killed them; but 'twas
their own fault "

"'Twas a blessing to the world that they
died," said Edward "so think no more of it.
Come, let's hasten, now. The sun is rising.
0, these papers make me strong once more 1"
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THE sun was just peeping up over the blue
waters of the bay when Micah Trevett had fin
ished dressing himself. His face was very pale,
and his whole frame trembled violently. His
features, now that they are seen by da3 light, be-
tray an unusual sharpness, and the brow has
grown lower, and the furrows are multiplied and
deeper Even the hair has grown whiter, and the
long locks quiver with the agitation of the body
almost as though they were swept by the wind
He gazed nervously about the room when he
had clothed himself. He heard a noise in the
street, and he looked out at his window. He saw
men and boys hurrying along-all anxious to
make the best of their way. He thought some
of them looked up at his window, and he drew
tremblingly back.

Poor man ! His cup of bitterness was well
aigh full-and 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-
bld near the'brim, seeming every momentto
overrun, he only sought to let in another flood
to swell the already accumulated sea of cou-
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 his life-
cup, and, in his heart, he still held the demon
that had lured him from the first.

He heard footsteps below, and, being satisfied

that his hostess had arisen, he pulled at the tat-
tered bell-cord that hung in one corner of. the
room. The summons was soon answered by
Dame Lambert herself. She was a portly wo-
man, many years past the bloom of life, posses-
sing a fair share of good nature, and seeming
not over-scrupulous in matters of order and
cleanliness.

" Now, Dame Lambert," said the old man
"haste thee with my breakfast as speedily as
may be."

" As soon as I can fetch my water a bilin',"
returned the dame.

" By the way, what was all this noise about in
the street?"

" Why, sir," said she, opening her eyes very
widely, " there was a horrid murder last night."

"Ha !" uttered Trevett, while a gleam of fiend-

ish exultation shot athwart his face. " Where
was it ?"

"Down in Mack'rel Lane, I believe. O,"what
horrid works !"

"Yes, yes, dame, it is horrible. I hope the
villains may be apprehended."

"So do I, sir. Ah, me,. these are terrible

times. Nobody aint safe now. How I should
like to see the murderers hung."
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"A laudable wish, dame-very," said Trevett,
with a slight twitching of the facial muscles.
"So you are sure it was a downright murder ?"

" O yes, sir."
"And do they know the young man's name?"
" What young man ?"
" Why, the one that was murdered, to be sure."
"O, Lord bless you, sir, 'twant no young man.

'Twas a couple of soldiers 'at was murdered "
" Soldiers! Two soldiers !" gasped the old

man. "O, no, you mistake-you heard it
wrong. No, no, no,-perhaps two soldiers did the
murder ?"

" I tell 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' seen the bodies. One of the
soldiers, he said, was Darby, and t'other was
Mike Finch. But, less my soul, sir, you needn't
be so frightened Nobody woni kill you.""I am not afraid of that," uttered Trevett,
struggling with his emotion. " But it always
affects me thus to hear of murder. There-go
and get our breakfast, and bring it here to my
room."

" Two soldiers !" groaned Micah Trevett, after
he was left alone. " O, Heaven! if the fates be
against me now ! But no-I'll bear up against
them! They shall not overcome me ! Mike
and Darby both dead ! The youngster must
bear a charmed life ! This is the third time-
and yet he lives !"

Thus was the old man murmuring to himself
when Olivia entered the room; and, lmost at
the same moment,. Dame Lambert appeared
with a waiter, upon which were coffee and toast.

"Set it down, dame," said Tre vett. ". d
now go and watch below. You know I pay yu
.well for'your trouble.",

" O yes, sir; most excellently welt," replied
the woman, with a sparkling e3e-for she thought
of golden guineas.

" Then look you well to the door. Allow no
one to enter till I am gone. If any one comes-
if they ask for me-tell them that I and gone-
that your house is empty. Tell them that I am
gene to-to-Roxbury. Tell them I went away
secretly-.in the night-last night; that-I-I
was afraid to stay here. Mind and tell thenr}
that. Be sure that you make them believe that
I am gone."

" Yes, sir;" hesitatingly returned the hostess,
gazing with wonder into the terror-wrought fea-
tures of theold man. "Yes, sir. But shall
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I tell them that you was afraid to stay here ?'
" Yes, yes ; for then they will think more sure-

ly I am gone."
Dame Lambert cast a long, searching rook

upon her guest, and then she left the room.
After she had gone, Micah Trevett poured him
out a cup of coffee and drank it. After this he
sat down by the table and drew a piece of toast
upon his plate. Olivia watched him with anx-
ious glances, and one-might have seen, from the
marks upon her countenance, that she was mov-
ed by something more than a mere settled mel-
ancholy.

" Father," she timidly said, " I heard Mrs.
Lambert speak of a murder."

" Yes," returned the old man, trying to be
calm, "she did speak of it. It seems two sol-
diers were murdered last night."

" Were they the same that were here ?"

The girl 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 that 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, and she determined now to carry it
through. She had a terrible suspicion-a sus-
picion that had been gradually creeping over her
mind-that her father was a guilty man ; that
some great crine hutig upon his soul. All his
movements tended to strengthen her in this opin-
ion, and she cared not now how soon she knew
the whole truth. It might be dreadful to her ; it
might crush her already bleeding heart; but she
wished to know the truth. She felt a spirit of
boldness,, too, creep over her soul-for the very
wort sle could hay o fear was a knowledge of
the truth she susected,. As for her father, she
felt that, let his vrith reach as high as it would,
he could harm her no more. He could not
heap more su erijg upon her head than she
already bore.

"What meap you, girl, by that question ?"
repeated the old man.

" I meant to ask you if those two soldiers, who
have been murdered, were the same that were
here with you night before last."

"Ha! II'w know you that I had two soldiers
here ?" uttered Trevett, dropping the piece of
toast he had taken upoi his fork, and gazing
sharp ly into the face of the girl.

"I heard them here," calmly replied Olivia.

CHAPTER XXII.

DAWN OF RETRIB U TION.

v
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"Ay-you' may have h rd them-but did
you see them?'

c Yes."
".Ilow ?"-

" I looked through the little window, in my
room, when they were going out."

" And did you hear what we said ? Did you
know their business here? Speak-speak, girl,
or by the-"

Olivia uttered a quick cry as her father caught.
her by the arm, and, in spite of her resolution,
she was fright med by his terrible look.

"No-no," she gasped, "I heard nothing."
"Not a syllable ? Beware ! Did you not

hear a word ?"
" No, no. I only saw that they were two sol-

diers."
" Well," whispered the old man, letting go

the poor girl's arm, and sinking back into his
chair, " they were the two who have been mur-
dered. But why do you look at me so sharply!?
Why do your eyes burn so? I had nothing to
do with their death. Turn away that gaze !
Look not at me so !"

Olivia was awe-struck by the sudden change
which came over her father. He looked at her
as if he were affrighted, and his eyes were set
and glassy.

"I had nothing to do with the murder, I tell
you," he continued. " By Heaven ! there's not
a drop of blood upon my hands ! See-see--
are they not white and clean ? They would be
red and gory if there were blood upon them 1"

Olivia shrank, away from the wild light that
gleamed in the old man's eyes, and a cold shud-
der ran through her frame-for she saw that his
mind was wandering. But he soon regained
himself, and, for some time, he sat with his brow
resting upon his hands. At length he started up
from his seat and gazed about him.

" Come," he said, speaking quietly, " we must
prepare to leave this place. now. I have dis-
guises prepared. Here is a suit of boy's cloth-
ing for you. This old woman's gown will hide
me."

"What ! and must we leave here in such a
shape ?" murmured Olivia.

" Yes ; any shape, so that we' may get away
in safety. Come, a vessel sails to-day, and a
passage is engaged for an old woman and herlon. Let us once get beyond the confines of the
colonies, and we may be safe."

" Safe from what ?" asked the maiden, in a
low voice.
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" Ask me no more questions, but dress your-
self."

Micah Trevett shuddered when his child ask-
ed that question but he mastered the emotion,
and, having given his answer, he turned towards
a bundle that lay upon 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 startled by an outcry from Dame
Lambert. He started up from his occupa-ion;
but, before he had thought of going to the door,
he heard the sound of footsteps upon the, stairs.
They were too heavy for the steps of his hostess.
Ele sprang forward to lock the door, but he was.
too late. It was opened before he could reach
it, and Vincent Gray entered the room.

The young patriot captain stood for a moment
without speaking. He gazed upon Olivia, and
a shade of anguish swcpt 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 trembling
voice. "Olivia, t have come to save you."

The fair girl took a step forward, and then
stopped. Vincent saw why she hesitated, and
he moved quickly to her side.

"Fear not," he said, as he caught her hand
and pressed it to his lips. "Fear not, dear girl,
for I have come to save you."

" To save her ! villain !" cried Trevett, now
recovering himself, and springing forward.

"BackI back! old man," exclaimed Vincent,
still holding the, maiden by the hand.

" Who are you that orders me back ?" thun-
deri the gray-headed man, full awakened to
wrath.

"One who knows you I" returned Captain Gray,
in a calm, deep tone.

These words were very simple, but they had a
wonderful effect upon Micah Trevett.1 He drew
back from the gaze which the young man had-
fiied upon him, and he shuddered But he soon
worked his way back to the possession of his
assurance.

"Ay," he uttered, with a mad voice, " and I
know you.. By my soul, your head shall not rest
on your shoulders through another day. ' You
shall know what 'tis to beard me. Let go the
villain's hand, Olivia. Let go, I say!"

"Hold, sir! Lay but a hand upon this pure
form, and by the Lord that made me, I'll level
thee to the dust ! Out, you base murderer I"

" Murderer I" cried Oli ia, starting back in I
affright. " 0, do not say that my father is a
murderer !"

d" Ha 4 ha !" cornfully, bitterly laughed Micah
Trevett. "See now how kindly the pirate-chief-
tain can be. Now, base girl, let go his hand, or
bear the dreadful curse I spoke once in your ear.
Ha! I see you remember it !"

Olivia did remember that fearful curse, for she
drew tremblingly back, and shut both her hands
over her face

"O, leave me, Vincent-leave me," she groan-
ed. " Leave me to my fate !"

"Up t up! Olivia," quickly replied .the youth.
" Up to your soul of love and purity !" he con-
tinued, again seizing her by the hand and draw-
ing her to his bosom. "O, my soul of souls--
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my purest, dearest love, there is no more danger
for thee. That base man is not even to be
feared."

Micah Trevett seized a chair and raised 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 Vincent had been on

his guard, and the chair was broken in pieces

upon the floor.
" Back ! back ! old man," pronounces our

hero. " Here comes one who can make you see

yourself!" ,
Footsteps sounded upon the stairs as Vincent

spoke. Micah Trevett seemed to know their
import, for he shrank back aghast, and stood
like the condemned awaiting his death-doom !
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CHAPTER XXIII.

CONCLUSION.

" Aue! Vincent, you've.cornered the villain !"
exclaimed Edward, as he came hurting 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

m -n. "I am Ed ward Thayer no more after
this. Edward Wellington is my name."

"Wellington - Wellington," murmured the
maiden, gazing hard upon him. "Surely, I
remember that name. 0, tell me, sir, what is it
that hangs upon my memory."

"Out ! out !". yelled Micah Trevett, starting
forward, and wrenching the trembling girl from
the young captain's embrace. " It's all a lie !
-a base, fiendish lie ! You cannot prove it!"

"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 papers-no documents.

It's a lie !-a base lie !"
" I have the papers, Micah Trevett. I have

them safe. The very ones you stole from me,
and which, in turn, you lost upon the highway.
God has given 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 pistol, which he aimed at the head 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 a chair.

" O, Micah Trevett," spoke Edward Welling-
ton, low, measured tones, at the same time
shag his finger with meaning emphasis, "how
low have you fallen ! 0, where now is all the
ambition that has led you through life ! Old
man, I would fain spare you, but I cannot."

The old man sank back into his chair and
groaned aloud, while Vincent Gray turned to
where sat'Olivia, and took her hand once more.

"Do not tremble," he whispered. "Look
up, dearest. You shall be happy.

The fair maiden faintly smiled through her
tears ; and she seemed struggling to believe that
her lover had spoken the truth.

" Micah Trevett," continued Edward, still
standing in front of the old man, "let me tell
you a story. It is a. plain, simple tale and one
with which I am well acquainted. There once
lived in England a wealthy baronet, named
William Wellington. His wife died and left
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him with two children-a little boy and an in-
fant daughter. Sir William did not live long
to mourn 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 age to turn the property over
to them. He left all the documents necest ary for
the transaction of the business, and so true did
he think his friend that he gave then, also, to his
keeping. Shortly after that Sir William died."

"Stop! stop!" groaned Trevett.
"Not yet, old man. You must hear the whole

now. Not long after the baronet died the guar-
dian of his children went on a visit to the north
of Scotland. He had friends and relatives in
Aberdeer and, while there, the boy-the eldest
child-was lost amid the mountain fastnesses of
the Mar Forest."

"'But that was an accident. 0, it was all un-
foreseen !" gasped the old man. "The boy was
searched for long and thoroughly.' He was a
wild, unruly child, and he wandered away."
S"I know all that," continued Edward. "But
the boy was not utterly lost, for the young Lord
Montague found him and took car-e of him.
The guardian returned to London, and, shortly
afterwards, he embarked for America.; and now
he began to look '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 heart began to harden. Among
the documents Sir William had left was one
which provided that when his daughter w~ ar
ried, let it be at what it age might, h are
of property should be given up t er. Now,
sir, how c id that guardian do hh uty? Ie
destroyed all the papers he held"; taught the child
that she was his own daughter; and, finally,
claimed the wealth that was not his, andfused
it for himself 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
crime was swept away by the hand of time;-
and, at length, he began to flourish as one of
the rich men of the colonies. He did not 9 now
that the keensighted attorney had kept dupli
cates of the documents he had drawn up for
the baronet; but such was the case, and those
duplicates fell into the hands of Lord Montague,
with whom the son of Sir William still lives.
Search was at once commenced. At the instiga-
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tion of Montague the youth changed his name,
fearing that the name of Wellington would 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 transpired
since. You know the murder that has rested in

your heart."
"0 ! 0 !" groaned the old man.

"Ah, Micah Trevett, wonder not that I your
heart is heavy. Look up at me, sir. I am that

boy whom you lost in the forest of Mar; you
are the man to whom Sir William Wellington
entrusted -his children and his wealth; and you
-you, Olivia-my own, my dear, my long-lost
sister. God has given-"

Edwaid Wellington could speak no further.
Tears filled his eyes and sobs choked his utter-
ance. But he saw the fair girl who had sprang
to his bosom;~he felt her tears as they fell upon
his cheeks ; he heard her sweet voice it ds called
him " brother," and, with his arms twined fond-

ly about her, he raised his streaming eyes to
heaven.

Olivia drank in the heaven-sent truth, nor
dwelt there a 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 aspirations that had lain

long hidden in the darkness of the past.
"Micah Trevett, have I. not spoken the

truth ?" asked Edward.
The old man said "Yes," and, even as the

word trembled upon his lips, his head fell back-
ward he rolled from his chair. Vincent

spran is side and lifted him up.
"HR only fainted," said our hero, as he

laid his hand above the old man's heart. "Let
us send 'for help at once.'

Dame Lambert was called; and, very fortu-
nately, she was found close at hand-being sta-
tioned just outside the door. How long she had
been there was not certain, nor did either of our
friends think to inquire. Trevett was assisted
to the bed that Olivia hadoccupied, and the
hostess promised to look afthis welfare.

" Now, my dear Vincent," said Edward Wet.

lington, after the three were alone, "you must
leave Boston for.the present. This case must

go before a legal tribunal, where Olivia and my-
self must both 'appear; but, of course, you can-
not accompany us. You know that even now

you are not safe. It has leaked out, even now,
that it was not really I who killed the two assas-
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sins. Whilst I was in the general's quarters,
this morning, I obtained a pass *for you inder
the name of Thomas Leavenworth. It will pass
you safely though Charlestown, and from thence
yoti can take your own course as it seems best.
You know the rebel captain who has captured
a royal brigantine, and sunk one of his Majesty's
brigs of-war, is not very safe in the heart of the
British camp."

"I know-I know," said Vincent. "And
yet it seems hard."

Olivia divined his meaning, and she quickly
twined her arms about his neck.

" Go-go," she uttered, "0, you are not safe
here. It would break my heart if danger were
to come to you now. Go, and be saf-, 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 shall go happy,
for I know.that vca 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 tone.
"Yes," warmly returned the happy brother,

" as though she were part of my own soul.
" She is yours, Vncent, and I will hold her in
trust for you "

" Then I can ask no more," murmured our
hero.

"And now yoUt must go, Vincen expect
General Gage will soon send here, fo nows
the object of.ary visit to this place. ark !-
thqre they come now."

Vincent Gray snatched one more kiss fr om
the lips of the noble girl he 'oved; grasped 4ht
war m hand of her brother; and then, with a
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 wasce more on the deck of his
own proud vessel. His step was light, his heart
was strong, and his crew knew that he had been
blessed with success. The augury was simple,
but the patriot seamen gathered new courage
from its manifestation.

it was towards the middle of the afternoon of
a caim, pleasant day that Edward Wellington
and his lovely sister sat together in their room.

Olivia had regained her wonted vigor, and the
bloom of health was once more upon her cheek.
Edward held in his hand a copy of the "Inde-
pendent Chroniele," a paper, at that time, pub-
lished in Boston, by Powars & Willis-two men
who did not hesitate. to speak out 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, as
she took the sheet and read an ac ount of the
capture of one of the king's transports by the
patriot cruiser, of which Vincent Gray was com-
mander. "0, Vincent, I pray that God may
preserve you 1"

The maiden trembled when she laid the paper
down ; but it was with pride. It may be that a
fearfor her lover's safety crept in upon her soul;
but it was soon overcome by a sense of his no-
ble devotion to his country, and when she again
looked u" 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.

"Sir," he said, addressing the young man, "I
have been requested to come to you and bring
the message of a dying man. Micah Trevett
would see you both-you and your sister "

"Will you go, Olivia?" asked Edward.

"0, yes,"-she would not trust herself to say
more.

Micah Trevett was in the jail. He had been
tried before a legal tribunal, and been found
guilty of all the things whereof Edward had ae-
cus 'm. His wealth, which bad all been con-
ve nto money, had been restored to its right-
ful owners- and, after this, young Wellington
would hav et him go-but not so the officers
of justice. They found out his connection with
the affair that had resulted in the death of Mike
Finch and Darby, and they held him for still an-
other trial, for the crime of murder.

Edward and Olivia were soon ready to set out,
and they accompanied the officer back to the jail.
Trevett had been removed fiom his cell to one of
the jailor's private rooms, and there the brother
and sister found him. He was upon a bed, and
seemed to have just awakened from an uneasy
slumber. %

The visitors started back with a thrill of' hor-
ror as they beheld the eyes of the old man fixed
upon tfiem. 0, how that man was changed I
He was all faded away into a mere shadow of

his former self, and the deep furrows upon his
brow were all working in agony.

" Edward, Olivia," he said, in a low, hucky
voice, "come near me. Do not shrink from
me. I will not hurt you. I have just been pray-
ing-praying that God might bless you enough
to make up for all the wrongs I have done you
Come near me-come."

The brother 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, Edward. There," te contin-
ued, as he held both their hands, "I have only

hoped that I might Jive to see ynu both once
more. (, my children, if you could know what
I have suffered ; if you could know what tor-
turts have rolled over my soul, I 'know you
would pity me ! I meant not at first to he wick-
ed. O I did not mean at first to rob you of a
single right: hut the tempter came-he showed
me gold. and I let him in. Then I had sinned
only in'thought: but it was enough to work my
ruiii. I let the thought remain a tenant of my
soul, and cre long the possession was lost to me
forever - Bu-, it is past! I have been wicked
very wick d. I have sinntd against you both.
Cau you forgive me ?"

"With all my heart," uttered Edwald, who
was deeply moved by the old man's misery.

"And you, Olivia-you, whom I hae wrong-
ed most of all-can you forgive me?"

The old man spoke in a very feeble tone, arid
his grasp was weakening. 11

Yes yes-O, Yes I" murinured the fair girl,
down whose cheeks the warm tears werow
rolling. "1i do forgive you, and Ilpraym
my very soul that God may do the same for
you!"

"You do? 0, do you? Do you pray that
God may forgive me? 0, tell mne that once
more"

"4Yet, yes-I do pray so," returned ,Olivia.
almost frightened by the sudden and vehement
mariner of the old man.

"hen," uttered Trevett, letting go the maid.
en's hand and sinking back upon his pillow,
"I hope that God may grant your prayer."

"Amen 1" uttered Edward.
The old man started and opened his eyes.

They rested upon the youth, and a grateful look
pas d over the pallid features. His lips moved;
the name (f the Deity dwelt half uttered upon
them He looked not so unhappy as be did

when the visitors first came; but yet he looked
far from happy. Edward bent over and took his
hand but it was cold and lead-like.

" Olivia," he whispered, as he turned to his
sister and drew her away, "he is free from all
earthly tribunals. lie is now before that Judge
who holds eternity at his sentence. 0, what a
scene is that for him who would court the demon
Sin! Ah, my sister, I wish every soul to whom
the tempter may come could dwell fir a while
upon the ordeal we have just witnessed."

* * * * *

It was a clear, cold evening in early spring.
The British had evacuated Boston, and the pat-
riot army now held possession of the city. In
all quarters there were glad hearts, and from a
thousand hearth-stones the song of praise was
going up to heaven. The first great step to-
wards A merican Libertyhad been gained Eleven
thousand men, alt trained to war, and led by ex-
perienced officers, had been driven out of their
stronghold, and no wonder that American hearts
were strong and hopeful.

In one of the mansions, on Treamount Street,
were assembled a select party-ucause all the
members of it were particularly invited gue-ts,
and not because it was composed entirely of
gentility. No, ro-for in some of those large
drawing rooms we detect the rough, hardy forms
of weather beaten seamen ; and their full voices
are not hushed through fear of offending delicate
ears.

Suddenly there was a magic word given to the
air, and every voice was hushed Up through
one of the large rooms walked a stately to m.
it was a Mian,, yet in the vigir of manhood and
all hearts beat more deeply as he passed on.
His countenance was radiant with joy, and his
smile made all light about him. When be
reached the head of the room he stopped. It
was near the spot where stood Vinent Gray
and Oivia Wellington.

"Captain Gray," said the noble looking man,
"I have come to participate in the joy of this
occasion. I would ste you happy, for you de-
-erve it, and your country owes it to you. Come,
I long to salute your fair bride, and to wish her
hapi-iness."

In a few brief moments Vincent and Olivia
were made man and wife ; but yet no murmur
of joy had broken forth from the assembled mul-
titude. They were awaiting the movements of
the man who was just taking the hand of the
blushix g, trembling bride.
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" Fair lady," the august person said, " I
wish you joy. You have got a noble husband ;
and if he but shows you half the love he has
shown for his suffering country, you will be
happy indeed. God bless you bothV"-

"God bless GEORGE WASHINGTON !" at this
moment cried out Obadiah Durkee, who had
perched his short, thick body upon a high chair
near the centre of the room.

It was like a spark of fire set to a magazine of
powder. A hundred glad voices burst simulta-
neously forth into one long, wild shout of joy
and blessing. 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 tremulous by powerful emotion, " I accept
your gushing heart-gifts. And now, while we
rest for a season upon the happiness that is pres-
ent here, let us gather new strength for the duties
that await us. 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 appreciate, 'Ameri-
can Independence1'" As Washington ceased
speaking there was a hushed silence 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 more of

that scene, for it was a joy that can only be felt.

Such happy, holy themes will benefit the imagi-
nation.

A few more words, reader, and we have done
with you for the present. The patriot cruiser

maintained her noble station through the whole
of the long war ; and it was not until the bells
of liberty had rang their peals through the lanti
that Vincent Gray settled down upon the shore
with his fond and lovely wife. They had been
separated some, but the noble duties that the
husband had fulfilled 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 vari

ous callings, though most of them still followed
the sea. Durkee, Powell, and the rest of the
fishermen returned to their homes in Swamps-
cott, all of them alive and well. And Ithemar-
he commanded a noble ship, owned by Edward
Wellington and Vincent Gray.

There is one more person who deserves our
notice,-Jonas Poole. He was fortunate enough
to read the warning he had 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-
lution, he had leaped back, and he became a
better man. The ten .golden guineas he had
returned to Vincent Gray marked the turn-point
in his life. He was one of those who have lived
to see, by experience, that true happiness is a
treasure possessed only by those who can draw
it up out of a pure and virtuous soul.

THE END.

(PROM GLEASON'S PICTORIAL DRAWING-ROOM COMPANION.]

THE UNACCOUNTABLE MRS WEYMOUTH.
A DOMESTIC DRAMA, IN FIVE ACTS.

BY AUGUSTINE J. Hf. DUGANNE

ACT I. lence gave her any'peculiar claim to respect, or
MRs. LoUsA WEYMOUTH, a widow of less that a lovely face could bestow on her any legiti.

than forty, sat in her drawing-room, busily en- mate title to be arrogant. And it was a no-
gaged in working an elegant purse with the torious scandal to all the drawing-room and
name-not of a lover, but of a favorite nephew tea table gossips, within ten squares, that the
and her heir, Frank Weldon, who was now ab. "unaccountable " Mrs. W. had been heard to.
sent on his travels, Whilst thus employed, the assert that she considered sweetness of temper
fair widow heard announced the names of ' to be one of the most essential ingredients in the
fashionable female friends. female character, and that a woman should en-

Mrs. Louisa Weymouth was a very "unac- deavor rather to merit the love of her friends,
countable " person"to the majority of her lady than to challenge their admiration. The first of
acqpiatntances, and there were some who did not these propositions was gall and wormwood to
scruple to apply the term "singular" to the Miss Cynthia Tart, who was famous for her sa-
teily~ natural anld womanly character, which tirical turn ; and the second was rated as sheer
she 'never for a moment sought to conceal, hypocrisy by Mrs. Dorothy Slywink, who always
Though moving in the first circles of society, dressed in satin and wore red ribbons in her hair.
and looked upon as the particular star of what Nevertheless, Mrs. Louisa Weymouth was notever galaxy she might- appear in, she was yet so dOstitute of either friends or admirers. The
ainfable'in her manners, so affable without con- charms of her person and her gentle mannersdescension, that it is ,'no wonder she became an irresistibly attracted both young and old ; andojdet of envy a ad jealousy to many of her fash- an admirably cultivated understanding and cap.iornable friends.. Extraordinary as it seemed to tivating sprightliness rendered her, what sheseveral antiquated maidens and plethoric widows, ever'shrank from being considered, a belle andRio aldionsly-serutinized her every action, Mrs. a toast. Can we wonder, then, that she was al-'oy16tth neverappeared to imagine that opu- most smothered with the kisses of her two visi-



84 THE UNACCOUNTABLE MRS. WEYMOUTI. .

tore, and that they were secretly hating her with and his wife and daughter are truly amiable
a most astonishing cordiality ? women.".

"10, you charming creature, Louisa, how "0, as for that part of it," rejoined the small

sweet you look," was the first salutation of Mrs. lady, who rejoiced in the maidenly appellation of

Mary Crane, accompanied with a most theatrical Miss Augusta Bridle, "some folks think differ-

embrace, and a kiss which sounded like the ently. For my part I never liked Mrs. Joneson's

crack of a wet leather strap. "0, dear me, ways. She was always too haughty and con-

how can you shut yourself up in this gloomy fident to please me; and the daughter was her
house, when everybody is out on Chestnut perfect counterpart. Pride must have a fall."

street? I declare, Louisa, you are making a nun "[I1have always considered Mrs Joneson and

of yourself." - her daughter as models of the true lady," quiet-

Mrs..Mary Crane possessed a remarkably long ly answered Mrs. Weymouth.

and not very delicate ly moulded neck, that 'she "0, Louisa, you are so strange: you speak

was in the habit of wriggling in imitation of a well of every one, no matter how they conduct

swan. She wore corkscrew curls, which pre- themselves."
sented a dry appearance, though her hair-dresser "I have no right to judge others, Augusta;

will stake his word that he oils them every night but, in this case, I should do mysef injustice if-

and sends them home moist. She was quite a I did not speak my opinion as regards Mrs.

tall lady, was this Mrs. C.,and kept a full length Joneson. A more amiable, well bred, and per-,

picture of Juno in her dressing-chamber. To fectly lady-like woman I never mtt; and her

my certain knowledge (my informant is Miss daughter, as you say, is her counterpart."

Cynthia Tart) three fdles des chambres were dis "Well, there's no accounting for tastes, dear

charged from her service for presuming to make Louisa," said Mrs. Mary Crane, vith a twirl of

invidious comparisons between their mistress and her neck. " You think everybody ygood-that's

the goddess. Mrs. Mary C. affected gay spirits your only iault ; but, proud or not, Mrs. Joneson

at times;, in fact, she fluctuated between the and her daughter must come down pretty low

characters of Juno, Di Vernon, and Lady Gay now. I hear that the sheriff is to sell all their

Spanker. furniture on Monday." .

" You shan't have our dear Mrs. Weymouth "All their magnificent sofas, couches, and mir-

all to yourself," -xclaimed the other visitor, in rors," chimed Miss Bridle.

,an exceedingly thin and watery tone, as if there "And paintings, and carpets, and curtains,"

were very little room in the lungs to manufac- continued Mrs. Crane.

ture a voice. This speaker was a small, delicate " And the carriage and horses," proceeded

creature, wi.h lackadaisical eyes and an ominous Miss Bridle.

ly sharp nose. There was a continual melan. "You must have been reading the inventory,

choly expression upon her face, for an explana ladies," said Mrs. Weymouth, with a smile.

tion of which she referred to "early trials," and "d9ut, seriously, is it so bad as this ?"

she seldom smiled, on account of having bad "Why, he's over head and ears in debt," ex-

teeth. claimed"Mrs Crane.

Mrs. Weymouth, with some difficulty, extricat "And can't pay one half," said Bridle.

ed herself from the overpowering caresses of her "I regret this, very much," answered Mrs.

two friends, and prevailed upon them to he Weymouth, with a sigh.

seated. But they had so much to say about the "What ! is it true, then-that s'ory?" cried

transparency of their dear Louisa's complexion, Mrs. Crane, lifting her hands and eyes II unison

and the brightness of her eyes, that the poor with a toss of her neck.

woman scarcely knew w hether to laugh or be "Yes, dear Louisa-is it true ?" echoed Mise

angry at their pertinacious flattery. ' Bidle.

"But have you heard the news ?" at last asked "I am really at a loss to di-mine your mean-

Mrs. Mat y Crane, with a mysterious toss of her ing, ladies," said Mrs. Weymouth.

head, "Mark Jonison hap- failed, and will have "Why - don't you know' 1 Report says that

to give up everything to his creditors." your nephew, Frank, was-not quite, but almost

" i am deeply sorry to hear that, for I have -engag d to Lucy. Joneson."

always esteem d Mr. Joneson," remarked Mrs.' " I am sure," interposed Miss Bridle, -"I

Wey mouth. '<LHe is an honest, upright man, heard they were to be married, and that the#
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wedding-day was to be fixed as soon as Frank
returns from Europe."

"But, do tell us, dear Louisa," cried -Mrs..
Crane, wriggling,-" is it so? Was Frank real-
ly paying her attention ?"

"I think it very likely," replied Mrs. Wey-
mouth,.quietly.

" Indeed! But, of course, it will. be broken
up now?''

" I really do not knoV."
" Why, Louisa-don't know! Why, Miss

Joneson is penniless now. Her father is com-
pletely ruined, and will never lift'up his head
again in the city, my husban&says. I shouldn't
wonder if Lucy Joneson goes into a store."

"Or becomes a seamstress," said Miss Bridle.
"Not if Frank should marry her, certainly,"

remarked Mrs. Weymouth, with a smile.
"0, now I can see you are jesting, Louiga,"

said Mrs. Crane. "Your nephew, we all know,
will have a fortune, and can marry any girl he
pleases. There's not much danger of his throw-
ing himself away."I

"No, indeed," echoed Miss Bridle, with an eye
to the matrimonial future.

"Ladies, I entirely agree with you," said Mrs.
Weymouth; "my nephew, while I have in-
fluence over him, shall not throw himself away."

"Very right, Louisa," rejoined Mrs. Crane,
encouragingly.

"Perfectly," acquiesced Miss Bridle.
And then, with a brace of explosive kisses,

and two sentimental embraces, The agreeable
visitors concluded their "call," and migrated
elsewhere, with their morning budget of the
latest scandal.

ACT II.
About the samehour of the morning 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-
chant and respected citizen, who, by a series of
calamities and unfortunate speculations, had been
involved in pecuniary liabilities, from which he
con* d extricate himself only by the surrender of
his entire worldly possessions. And this he re-
solved to do.

Such a resolution appears (andvwe regret to
say so) rather foreign to the custom of a ma-
jority of those who, jby rash speculations, have'
plunged themselves headlong into difficulties,
It is much oftener the case that a bankrupt is
by far the'lightest sufferer through his own fail-

6-

ure, and the " winding up " of his affairs often
enables him to retire into comfortable privacy
at the expense of half-paid creditors. But Mr.
Mark Joneson was a strictly honest man, and
chose rather, by a timely sacrifice,. to preserve
his unspotted name, than to make use of any of
the thousand shifts by which bankruptcy is
averted to the last moment, only to bring wider
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, occa-
sioned by the presence of the sheriff and his as-
sistants, engaged in making an inventory of al
the goods, chattels and appurtenances of the
merchant.

This ceremonT of seizure might, and would,
probably, have been dispensed with, as there was
no one among the bankrupt creditors who did
not respect his misfortunes, and really sympa-
thize (malgre their own pockets) with his revers-
ed position. But he had made up his mind to
the surrender of everything ; resolved to pay, if
possible, every dollar on the hundred of all his
liabilities. Therefore when those, in whose
hands was his legal business, would have avoid-
ed the sale of his dwelling and furniture, Mark
Joneson said " Go on ; the furniture and house
are unsuited to my altered fortunes. They must
be sold at any rate,; so let them be sold for the
benefit of my creditors,"

Under this view of the case, the sheriff and
his aids made short work of the schedule of goods
and chattels. " Soft 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 were resting on other people's chairs, and
dining off other people's table, plates, and dishes.

Mrs. Joneson's usually placid face began sBoonto wear an anxious, care-worn expression ; -and
Lucy, her daughter, grew suddenly, from a light
hearted, laughing girl, into a quiet, serious wo-
man. But this was only in each other's com-
pany ; for when at evening the husband and
father-came wearied and feeble front his count.
ing-house, the.smiles of wife and daughter were
bright as ever to welcome him ;'and the ruined
merchant, clasping them to his heart, murmured
to himself: "I have lost afortune, 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 thinner; and
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Lucy Jonceon lost the rose from her cheek. At

length Monday arrived-the day when they
should, indeed, have no part in their present

home; when the hammer of the auctioneer would
mingle with the striving voices of purchasers,
eager to scatter and separate forever all these

household 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 vertw, and contest the possession of

rare paintings and works of art. It was more

with the cruel satisfaction of selfish natures, de-
lighting in the misfortunes of those whose vir-

tues they are forced to respect, but know not

how to emulate. And yet the Junonic Mrs.

Crane, and the spirituelle Miss Bridle were loud

in their condolence, as they purchased a beautiful

vase and a magnificent mirror at precisely one
third of the real worth; they were loud in their

condolence, although, as Mrs. Crane observed,
and Miss Bridle echoed,-" If people will be'ex-

travagant, why- they've nobody to blame but

themselves."
The sale was at last over. The various lots

and pieces of superb furniture were marked and

ticketed with the names of their respective pur-
ehasers. Rolls of carpets, and piles of tables,

.and groups of chairs, occupied the large diniing-
room, where the auctioneer had expatiated upon
their merits and sacrifice. The chandelier's pen-
dants were wrapped in tissue paper, and the

mirrors deposited between thin boards. Every.
thing about the house denoted the fact that Mr.

Joneson's establishment *as "broken up."
But no one who might have looked in upon

the little group, surrounding the teatable upon
the evening of that eventful day, would have

suspected from the demeanor of Mr. Joneson,
and his wife and daughter, that they had parted

with all their worldly goods, and that the mer-

cyant was, at this moment, as poor as when,
twenty-five years before, he had entered the city,
with the dust of long travel upon his hoine-

spun clothes, and his entire wardrobe contained
in a bundle strapped to*his back. I say no one
would have suspected this from the appearance

of the little group around the teatable; for the

benevolent and intelligent face of the merchant
was radiant with good humor; the calm and lady-
like features of his wife were lit by a sweet

smile; and the countenance of Lucy wore a

gayety that was the reflex of her guileless heart.
ga I am a poor man, my dear wife," said Mark

Joneson;- " but, thank God, I owe not one cent

in the world; the sale of all I possessed has hap-
pily satisfied every claim."

"0 , how thankful, indeed, should we be,
Mark," returned the high-minded woman, taking
her husband's hand, and gazing into his face with

a look that rewarded him for all he had suffer-
ed; "you have wronged no one through!your
misfortunes, and you are' still, as ever, Mark
Joneson." 0

"How could I be otherwise than strictly just

with you for my adviser ?" said Joneson, affec-
tionately pressing his wife's hand. "And with
you, and this dear child," continued he, bending
down to kiss his daughter's forehead, "Iam as
truly rich as ever." ,

"You are my own dear father," cried Lucy,
bursting into tears, through which her bright
smile still gleamed like sunshine. "I would
rather be thus poor than 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
commence business 'again, and the experience I
have bought is worth half my fortune. Trust me,
we shall yet retrieve ourselves. I begin life once
more, and must ask both of you to assist me in
retrenchment and economy. .We may not have
luxuries noi, Lucy, but, with the blessing of
Heaven, we shall not want for comforts. And
now, my child, read me a chapter from that Book
wherein all may look for consolation in sorrow,
and encouragement in all good works."

Lucy, while the last domestic of the house
removed the cloth and tea equipage, drew out a
little stand from its corner, and, shading the
astral lamp, spread the Holy Bible open before
her, and began reading aloud, in a musical
voice, the words of hope and peace that gleam
forever upon that blessed page. Mark Joneson
sat in his easy chair, with his head bent back,
while his quiet wife occupied a seat beside him,
holding. still within her own the merchant's
hand. All 'was calm and peaceful in that
apartment, while the low tones of the young girl's
voice fell softly upon the ears of the listeners.

It was a scene well calculated to shame the
hollow sympathy of such false and meretricious
natures as Mrs. Crane and her maiden friend,
Bridle. Perhaps, indeed, had they witnessed it,
they might have learned of how little moment
was such friendship as they could offer to hearts
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so rich in mutual love as these. And, perhaps, no longer, and, in the fashionable world, they
too, they might have collected, in viewing such were as if they had-never been.
a sight, an abundance of material for scandaliz-
ing the hypocrisy of the world; for never will the
Cranes and Bridles of society allow the exis- ACT III.
tence of such a quality as true piety or .happy Nearly a year after the event chronicled in
humility, the last scene and act, a young man dismounted"Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs Is at the door of an old-fashioned family 'man-
the kingdom of heaven I" fell from the lips of sion, in one of the loveliest districts of Virginia,
Lucy, as she repeated the glorious enumeration and was immediately almost thrown from his
of the beatitudes. And, at the same moment, equilibrium by a sudden embrace which he re-
a startled exclamation from Mrs. Joneson, and ceived from another gentleman, of apparently his
the hurried ejaculation of "Husband !" caused own age, who, rushing out of the house, grasp-
her to glance anxiously toward her parents. ed the stranger's hand, and cried in. a loud,Mark Joneson's head was still leaning back, hearty voice:
his hand clasped tightly in that of his wife, who "God bless you, my boy.!-how are you ?"
gazed with an alarmed look into his face. The "Upon my word, Harry, you intend to give
merchant's eyes were closed, but the smile still me a real Virginia welcome," said the other,
hovered upon his lip, warmly returning the friendly greeting. "That

"Husband !-dear Mark !-are you asleep ? shake of the hand is one of the old-fashioned
What ails you ?" cried the wife, now pressing sort."
her hand upon Joneson's forehead, from which "Frank, my dear fellow, Im rejoiced to see
a thick, beady sweat had suddenly started. you. I heard of your return from Europe and

"Father 1- dear father !" exclaimed Lucy, knew you would keep your promise, made some-
flying to the arm-chair and kneeling beside the where near the Hartz Mountains, I believe, was it
merchant. "Good heaven, mother, how cold not?"
my father's hands are 1" "On the Brocken itself, Harry; do you not

And those hands grew colder, and the brain recollect where we parted, like wandering knight-
more chill and rigid, with the thin, gray hair errants, each in search of adventures. My quest,
falling motionlessly over it. No answering however, has been, I confess, extremely barren."
pressure of her husband's lips returned the "And I, like the pilgrim who sought a shadowy
wife's convulsive kiss; no pulsation of the heart happiness through all the climes of the world,
answered the daughter's wild embrace-Mark have at last come home to find the substance
Joneson was dead. itself, hiding very demurely among these old

Calmly, as a child falls asleep, had the mer- ancestral oaks."
chant's spirit passed away, even while the beauti- "You do not, surely, mean that you are
ful promise of Scripture fell softly on his ear. married ?"
That terrible and sudden stroke, which shatters "INot yet; but I hope you have come in time
at once the citadel of life, had stricken the strong for the ceremony. I am not married, but I am
man silently to the grave ; and the widow and on the eve of.-"
orphan, destitute and desolate, knelt, sobbing "Marrying-"
.together, with their hopes broken,. and their "No, proposing !-and to a perfect miracle of
hearts bowed in uttermost affliction, maidenly propriety, I tremble at the thought."

The physician, who was speedily summoned, "Faith, Harry, you speak in riddles. Cer-
pronounced the death to have proceeded from tainly, you are the last man to tremble in a
disease of the heart. The funeral took place; lady's presence. But where is this paragon of
the purchased furniture was removed; and, at whom you speak? .She must, indeed, be a mir- -
last, the widow and her child departed from their acle of womankind to have captured the heart of
own happy home. Strangers occupied the my volatile, proud Harry Danville, who has
apartments ; new faces appeared at the windows; avowed a thousand times that-"
and the family of Mark Joneson, the ruined mer- "Stop, Frank, 'an' you love me;' array no
chant, were no longer known among the wealthy my youthful follies against me in retribution."
and gay of their former acquaintances. Mrs.. " But who is this Cire? Douibtless the beauty
Crane and Miss Bridle mentioned their names of some neighboring plantation, with any amount
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of bullion and broad acres to enhance her at-
tractions."

" Not a bit of it ; she is as poor as a sister
of charity."

" Then she must inherit the blood of Pocahon-
tas, which is the sangre azul of your Virginians."

" On the contrary, she is one of your plebeian
northern families, who derive their blood from
Adam and their nobility from Heaven. To be
plain, Frank, she's a little hazel-eyed governess
here, in father's family, the pet of all the chil-
dren, and the pride of a quiet old mother, who
holds the station of my father's housekeeper."

" And you intend to marry her, Harry ?"
"I intend to propose. But hang me if I

know whether she'll accept me. For six months
I have been madly in love with her, and yet

I've not received a dozen smiles ; and she per-
sists in calling me Mr. Danville, though I as-
sured her I delighted in the simple name of
' Harry .'"

" Tomy mind, Harry, your young governess
is a very sensible woman, and properly discreet.
"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-
ceeded in a capital plan I had arranged."

" What Was that, Harry ?"
"Eloping with the daughter, and marrying

her in spite of her teeth ; but I never had an

opportunity of proposing it."
"UnfortunatepHarry! 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 respect-for the old lady, and-but,
egad, Frank, I have an idea !"

" Well, my dear fellow, out with it."
"You shall be my mediator in this affair. I

confess, Frank I am a coward in the matter, and
can no more make up my mind, to pop the
question to this little governess, than I could to

-- hang it, I could do anything first !V"

" Well, what's your idea ?"
" You shall be my pilot, guide, proxy, in pop-

ping the question. You shall prove your friend-
ship by courting her for me, and, getting her
consent to marry. You'll thus save your friend's

modesty, and, perhaps, his life."10I see, Harry, you are the same rattle-pate as

of old. But, my dear fellow, you must show
me this paragon, and then we'll see what's to

be done."
"And I may count on you ?"
"0, of course."
"Come along, then, my dear Frank; I'll

make my father acquainted with your arrival,'
and then we'll lay siege to the governess and

her mamma. Come along, Frank."
So saying, the young Virginian led his friend

to the library, and presented him, with All due
form, to his father, a portly old gentleman, who
"liyed at home, at easee" 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,
servants, horses, dogs, guns, fishing-tackle, and
all things appurtenant to enjoyment on a south-
ern plantation.

"And now, my dear Frank, let us seek the
ladies," said Harry Danville, taking his friend's
arm and hurrying from the library. They passed
along the wide hall, garnished with portraits of
cavaliers, in ruffles, and ladies in stomachers,,
and drew near a room, from which the sound of
youthful voices arose in musical jargon.

" That is the school-room," said the young
Virginian; "and there our little governess is
beating French grammar into the dull brains of

my incorrigible brothers and sisters, of tender
years and tough voices. Come, let us enter."

The group presented to the eyes of the stranger-
guest, as he crossed the threshold of the school-
room, was one 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,
fell upon her mild forehead, sat a woman of
about forty-six years, whose countenance bore
the marks of chastened sorrow. She was in-

tently engaged upon a lace frame, while a little

girl of ten was watching her fingers as they plied
the bodkin. Opposite to her sat the young gov-
erness, with a perplexed expression upon her-

perfectly charming face, as she strove to lim-
press upon the memories of a boy and girl at
her knee the necessity of the article and adjec-
tive agreeing with the substantive, and chang-
ing, like a harlequin, to suit. all characters.-
She looked up as the two visitors passed the
threshold.,

Harry Danville was, at that moment, studying
the face of his friend Frank, in order to see-what
impression a first view of "the little governess "
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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 a moment, as if spell-bound upon
the floor,tand 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 calculated to make an excel-
lent tableau 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 confusion in his brain that prevented him
from knowing exactly what it was. Under the
circumstances; however, he fancied a walk would
exhilarate him, and so, turning about, he quick-
ly found himself outside the house, and measur-
ing the piazza with the mest military quick-step
imaginable.

ACT IV."I can't woo the little governess for .you,
Harry," said the voice of Frank Weldon, as that
gentleman suddenly appeared upon the piazza,
and locked his arm in that of his friend.

"Zounds, sir ! what do you mean by this con-
duct ?" exclaimed Harry, growing alarmingly
red in the face.

"I want her myself !"
"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.
Through the lorg period of my absence in
Europe, 'I 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, then ?"

".She was the daughter of an affluent mer-
chant, who, ruined by speculations, died a year
since, leaving. his wife and daughter in poverty.
This I learned since my return, from my Aunt
Weymouth, and also that the unfortunate widow
had retired with her daughter from their native
city.- Thank Heaven°! Harry, your kind in-
vitation drew me hither to find her whom I have

.deeply loved so long."

I
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"Egad, Frank Weldon, you talk very coolly.
And so, I suppose, I must thank Heaven for
having given me a friend to steal away my in-
tended wife. But how do you know she loves
you nowstlBut, perhaps, my choice is as good
as yours still."

" Unfortunately, Harry--"
"Zounds ! you don't mean'that-"
" She'loves me !"
" And, n doubt, you have-"
"I've proposed to the lady, and her mother

besides."
" And she has accepted you. So much for

courting by proxy ! Hang me, if I'll ever en-
gage a friend to do my business again !"

" Stop, Harry, she has not accepted. She,
and her mother, likewise, have rejected me !"

" Zounds I"
"It's too true ; and, though I clearly perceive

and must respect their motives, I am not the less
overwhelmed with sorrow. The mother is, 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 fortune."

" She's a foolish, old-"
"Stop, Harry, I respect-I must respect the

motives of these amiable ladies, knowing, as
they do, the prejudices of many of my wealthy
relations. But I hope yet to conquer their
objections."

" Egad, you shall ! I'll endeavor to heal the
breach in my heart by contriving to unite yours
with the little Lucy's. Faith, I'll be your proxy,
and serve you more faithfully than you did me."

" What do you mean, Harry ?"
"What I say ; I'll be your mediator. Hang

me, if I don't feel as courageou' as a lion. I
could pop the question for you, Frank, as easily
as I could wing a partridge ; and I'll do it,
my boy!"

"Harry, you are'the same noble, generous
fellow-"

"And you're a false friend, you scamp ! But
I'll be revenged on you ! And now come with
me to the library, and we'll talk the matter aver
with my venerable father."

I know not what influence the co-operation of
the old gentleman, and the intercession of Harry
Danville, might have had in the matter ; but
that very evening, Frank Weldon and "the little
governess " might have been seen walking arm-
in-arm beneath the "old ancestral oaks," with
as happy countenances, and as low, soft whis-
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pers, as 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 out 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-room in
company with the two ladies who figured in our
first act. They had just entered, and Mrs. Mary
Crane had just begun to intimate a desire to
speak with her dear friend, Louisa, on a.subject
that had given her great uneasiness.

"And, pray, what is it ?" asked Mrs. Wey-
month, quietly.

" It is a very delicate matter, Louisa; but,
as a friend, you know, I cannot refrain from
doing my duty."

" Of course not," remarked Miss Bridle, with
an approving smile upon her friend.

" I 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, you must not take it ill of
me, but, really, the conduct of your nephew, Mr.
Weldon, since his return from Europe, has 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 dear .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 house."
" Yes," corroborated Miss'Bridle ; "and he

has been seen entering that house at all hours of
the day, and, perhaps, night."

"Indeed !" exclaimed Mrs. Weymouth.
"Too true," continued Mrs. Crane ; "and I

thought it my duty tolose 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-
sence of that .person, you know; she was not
seen in the city for several months. Depend
upon it, something is wrong," said Miss Bridle.

- " You astonish and grieve me," said Mrs.
Weymouth. " You tell me that my -nephew is
almost constantly at the house of Mrs. Joneson ?"

"It is too true," replied Mrs. Crane.
" Indeed it is," murmured Miss Bridle.
" But, ladies, there is one circumstance of

which you are both ignorant, and which it is
proper for you to know," said Mrs. Weymouth,
with a peculiar smile. "My nephew, Frank,
while absent in the South, was married."

" Married !" exclaimed Crane.
" Married !" echoed Bridle.
" And here he comes, with his wife," continued

Mrs. Weymouth, as the parlor-door opened, and
Mr. Frank Weldon entered, with a lady leaning
upon his arm. It was the merchant's orphan,
" the little governess,"-Lucy Joneson. -

"And now, I trust, ladies, 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 I have it from the best authority (Miss
Cynthia Tart is my informant) that neither
of the two interesting visitors ever made an-
other "call" upon the "unaccountable " Mrs.
Weymouth.

[FRoM GLEASON'S PICTORIAL DRAWING-ROOM COMPANION.]

THE FOREST-LEAF CHAPLET.

BY MRS. CAROLINE ORNE.

" WHAT makes you look so sad and melan-
choly, cousin Ella ?" said Martha Harland, who
had come to spend a sociable afternoon with her
and her aunt. '

"Don't you know that it is just three years
to-day since Clarence went away ?" said' Ella.

" So it is, but I didn't think when I spoke."
" We little thought then that he would never

return."
"I 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 have
returned after years of absence. Mother wastell-
ing me of an incident of the kind the other day,'
which happened when she was young."

"If Clarence Berrington should return," said
Miss Jenny Lee, Ella's maiden aunt, who sat at
a window knitting-" If Clarence Berrington
should return, the day that brings him back will
be the brightestethat ever shed its light over our
pleasant hamlet; for, if there should be clouds
in the sky to hide the beams of the sun, the sun-
shine in our hearts would be so warm and bright
that we should never miss them."

"And if it isn't in our hearts," said Ella, "it
does little good to have it shine on us from the
sky, for there never was a brighter or pleasanter

day than this, is, and yet everything appears
gloomy to me."

"It is no brighter or pleasanter than it was
the day Clarence left us," said Martha.

"It appears to me," said Miss Jenny Lee,
"that the two days so nearly resemble eachother
that it would be hard to point out any difference
between then. I remember, after he went

away, that towards the close of the day I sat by
this very window, and the slant sunbeams fell,
as they now fell, on yonder woods, gilding the
rich tints which autumn had spread over them.

A purple glory, the same as now, rested on the
mountains, which lie to the left of the woods,
and the ripples of the lake that washes their

base, looked as if they were crested with silver.

Everything looked so bright and lovely, I
thought it an auspicious omen; but the tempest
came that day week, and-"

Miss Jenny did not finish the sentence, but
instead turned quickly towards the window, for
the benefit of more light, perhaps, as she took up
a stitch she had dropped.

"I wonder why Edith don't come," said Ella.
" I didn't think she would fail to walk over and

spend this sad anniversary with us. She never
has before."
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"It 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. Does she
often speak of him ?"

" No, not often," replied Ella, "though I am
certain he is seldom absent from her thoughts.
She was here a year ago to-day, and took tea
with as, but his name never passed her lips."

" You saw, though," said Miss Jenny, "when'
the wind came wailing by, and the rain and sleet
came dashing against the windows-for it was
a stormy day, just like the one when the ship he
sailed in was wrecked-how a cold shudder
would pass over her, the same as on that sor-
rowful night, when we sat together listening to
the noise of the tempest, and with white lips,
prayed that he whQm we loved might be saved
from the perils of the sea. Your mother, Ellen,
said to me, when no one else was listening,
'Jenny, we shall lose our Clarence to-night.'
I tried: to put the thought out 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 Isaid no more, for I knew I
could not comfort her. She thought not then
how soon she herself should be at rest."

" There is Edith, now, coming down the lane,"
said Martha.

"So she is," said 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 Edith drew near the house, Ella went out
to meet her.

" Dear sister," said she, encircling Edith's
waist with her arm, "we've been watching for
you a long time."

" My little brother is unwell," replied Edith,
" and he would not consent for me to leave him,
so I was coliged to wait till he went to sleep."

When they entered, aunt Jenny rose to meet
them, and warmly pressed Edith's hand, for she
knew, though she tried to look brave and cheer-
ful, that there was a sound of the moaning sea
in the young girl's heart. She knew it, for it
was a sound which had been murmuring in her
own heart for twenty years. Ever since then,,
one who, when he 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.

Edith laid aside her bonnet and shawl, and
took a seat in the little low rocking-chair, where

she always sat when she came to see Ella and

Miss Jenny Lee. She was, as Martha Harland

had said, a very lovely girl, and the exercise of
walking had given a slight tinge of red to her
cheeks, which had long emulated the -lily more

than the rose.
She permitted her soft brown hair to fall in

many curls, as she had formerly done, for she

could not bring herself to alter a style which
Clarence used to love so well, though many had
wondered, and in words loud enough for her to

hear, how she could have the heart to spend so

muea time in curling her hair. They did not

know that it was the work of nature more than
of art, and she did not take the -trouble to unde-
ceive them.

After a few words had .been interchanged' be.

tween her and her friends, she sat in silence,
with her eyes resting on a chaplet of forest-tree
leaves, that hung over the mantel-piece. It had
been 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 clouds of

a summer sky, and had been placed where it

now hung by Clarence, the same day he left

home. .4
"Let it be till I return," said he, and the

voice and look with which he said it, and the
slight tremor of his lips, that half broke the
smile vghich wreathed them, were at this moment

as fresh and vivid in the mind of Edith as the
first time she saw it after his departure.

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 leaves

was to them of higher price thana golden crown.

Ella rose and quietly left the room. Martha
followed her.

"I am glad that you have come with me,"
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."
"I have a mind to make some of those cream

cakes aunt Jenny likes so well," said Martha.

"We always have them when she comes to make

us an afternoon visit."
" Well do, if you would like to. You know

where to find the cream and the eggs, and every-

thing you will need. I will see that the oven is
hot by the time you are ready for it."

Ella did not recollect, till she saw the nicely
browned cakes that they used to be Clarence's
favorite, as, well as aunt Jenny's. She then re-
gretted that they had been prepared, for the sight
of them she knew would reniind 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 there was nothing
that would serve instead, and it being now too
late to supply their place, the oversight 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
story..

"But I am not unhappy, my child," said she,
wiping away a few tears, when she had finished.
"Sweet as well as sad memories rise up, and
linger in my heart like the perfumeof the morn-
ing flowers, when my thoughts turn to Philip
Devereaux. I know that he rests well in the
deep, quiet caves of the ocean, and the thought
gives me consolation. , Or if, at times, the waves
of trouble rise' high, I hear a voice whisper,
'Peace be still!' and a calm like that which set.
tled down upon the bosom of the tempest-tossed
sea, steals over me, and I am comforted."

"It is so near sunset," said Ella,' as she and
Martha entered the roomito place the table in
the centre of the floor,. and lay it, "tliat I be-
lieve we shall be obliged to have candles before
we have time to finish our tea."

"Look," said Ella, laying her hand on Miss
Jenny's arm, by whose side she sat, and direct-
ing her attention to the ghaplet that hung above
the mantel. The last golden beans of the sun
shone full upon it, and gave such warmth and.
brilliancy to the variegated tints, as to make
them, for the moment, rival those of the ruby, the
amethyst, and other precious gems.

"I am afraid," said Martha, speaking in a low
voice to Ella, " Clarence has been given up as
lost for so long a time, that Edith would think it
trifling with her sorrow, or I would tell her it is
a good sign."

"What do you refer to ?" said Ella, whose
attention had been absorbed in arranging the
table.

"9The golden glory, spread by the last sun-
beams over the chaplet. Clarence, no doubt,
when he placed' it there, intended it for a me-

mento of himself, during his absence, and who
knows but that the light which now rests upon it
may be the foretokening of good news-or better
still-his return ?"

"You know, dear cousin," said 'Ella, " that
the day of signs and wonders is past."

"Yes, Ella, that is true, yet I like, occasion-
ally, to indulge in superstitious feelings, espe-
cially if they assume a bright aspect."

" I do not think it is well to indulge in them,"
returned Ella, "What, at first, was a pastime,
may grow to be a habit, and the mind subject
to its 'control, cannot retain its proper balance.
There, I believe everything 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 seemed to operate on all present
like the spell of an enchanter.. Edith turned
pale, and not one of them either stirred or spoke.
The silence remained unbroken for half a min-
ute, and then there was a low rap against the
door. Martha, who was the only one who had
retained a degree of self-possession, opened it,
saying to herself as she did do, "Clarence has
come-I know he has."

A young man, with a countenance darkly
bronzed, yet strikingly handsome, entered, and
cast round the room a quick, searching glance.
The blood rushed back to Edith's face, and she
was at his side in an instant.

-" Clarence 1 Clarence I" said she, holding out
both hands ; but a mist then gathered over her
eyes, and she would have 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 were not under the influence of an optical
illusion.

"You were expecting me, I suppose ?"
"No," said Ella, "we never expected to see

you again. News came that every one on board
the vessel perished."

"Then the letters I sent hpme to Edith, and
you, and to you aunt Jenny, 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."
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"Do you know," said Edith, "that it is just much pain now 1, guess," said she, in a low

three years to day since you left us ?" voice to Ella.

"Yes, Edith, three years ago, about half an They all seated themselves at the table, and

hour earlier than it is now, we all took tea to- Miss Jenny Lee, in her sweet, gentle way said a

gather, and then I hurried away to be in season few words relative to their mourning being turned

for the stage, which was to take me the first ten into joy, by the presence of one they never more

miles." expected to meet on earth. She then reverently

" And now Ella," said Miss Jenny, "let us invoked a blessing on the meal before them.

take our seats at the same table again. Is not Clarence sat with his face towards the fire-

everything ready?" - place, and as he raised his eyes when she had

" There is only one thing lacking," she re- finished, he beheld the chaplet, that he hung
plied ; "the creamcakes Clarence likes so well." above the mantel.

" Yes ; but there is hardly time to make them "I see that you have obeyed my request," said

now." he.
" They are already made, and here they are." " Yes," replied Ella, "it has never been re-

As she spoke, Martha, who a minute before moved, and not a leaf has been broken."

had left the room, re-entered, bearing a large " We cherished it as a memorial of the dead,"

plate, piled high with the nut-brown cakes. said Miss Jenny ; "we will continue to cherish

" The sight of them will not cause Edith it for the sake of the living."

I
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THE., BROKEN WINDOWS:
OR, THE CROSS AND THE SORRY MOTHER.

BY MRS. CAROLINE A. SOULE.

a hasty pull, and throwing herself with an im
patient gesture into her rocking chair.

"Where are the boys, and who broke the
window ?" said 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 break it;
I saw it meself, ma'am, and I ashure ye, it
was all the sheerest accident, and they be very
sorry, ma'am-"

" Send them here, instantly," was the lady's
interruption, in no mild tone either, to the at-
tempt of the warm-hearted Irish girl to "plade
the cause of the little innocents," " and send,
for a glazier, too, and bring up a brush and dust-
pan and sweep up the bits of glass."

With a sad heart, Mary obeyed the com-
mands of her irritated mistress.

"Is she cross, and will she whip us ?" exclaim-
ed the two little boys-the one five, the other
seven years of age. "Say 'no,' do, that's a
good Mary ! Did you tell her we didn't mean
to, and was so sorry ?"

" Yes, yes, my darlints ; but ye .must go to
her,,and mind ye, go quietly, too, my masters,

" WHAT for mercy's sake has happened now.?"
exclaimed Mrs. Layton, vehemently, as she was
startled from her doze on the sofa by the shiv-
ering of a window and the, scattering of the
broken pane., "I'll warrant those.little harem-
scarums of mine are at the bottom of this. They
were born to plague me, I really believe. There's
never a day passes but they are it 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 out of humor,
hastened to the casement. On her way she
stumbled, and a ball bounded before her.

"Just as I expected ! They never had a
plaything yet but they were sure to do mischief
with it the first thing. But I'll punish them
for this, the little torments! I can't see for the
life of me what comfort there 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 out of the way ;" and she closed her amia-
ble and affectionate soliloquy by giving the bell
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and be sure to kiss her swately, and promise
niver to be so careless agin," and wiping the
sorrow stains from their cheeks, brushing their
hair and smoothing their tumbled sacks, she
sent them "above."

Hand in hand, as though they fancied there
was safety in each other's proximity, the little

offenders ascended the staircase, and with slow

and noiseless footsteps paced the hall, but
halted at the parlor door. Fear whitened each

little face, and shook each little penitent heart.
" You go first," whispered Henry to the

younger one. " She'll forgive you, I guess,
'cause you are so small and don't know any bet-
ter, and then you can coax her to forgive me."

" No, no, I darsn't, 'cause I can't never,
speak right when I ought to," responded Frank,
a shiver running over his delicate limbs.-
"You go first, you're the biggest, and you
ought to."

How long they would have tarried there,
disputing in their childish way, and striving to
wear a brave heart, we can hardly guess, had
not their mother hastily unclosed the door.

" So you've come at last, have you, you
naughty boys !" exclaimed she, with anything
but maternal sweetness hovering about her lips.
" You've come to get a good whipping, have

you ! I guess you'll remember next time to

throw your ball somewhere else than into the
parlor window. Naughty boys," and she drag-
ged the tearful, speechless creatures into the
room. "A whole dollar to pay out now for

your careless trick. What do you think will

become of us all if you go on so, breaking
windows every day. We'll have to go to the

poorhouse, and you'll be beggar children, with

nobody to love you. Naughty boys !" And

she went to a closet and took from thence a "rod

of correction."
" O don't, don't whip us, dear, dear mother,'

screamed 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 angry grasp. Heavily came down th
weapon upon the shrinking shoulders, stinging
ly it swept across the quivering palms, while
shrieks of " It hurts, 0, it does hurt so," werf
mingled with sobs so piteous that the servant
below pressed their ears to keep out the echoes

" There, now, I guess you'll behave afte
this, you naughty boys," exclaimed she, as ou
of breath, and hot and flurried, she sank in he

chair. "And now take yourselves off to-bed,
and-that as quick as you can, too, and don't let

me hear any noise up there, either, or I'll come

to you again. If you can't mind without whip-
ping, it's high time you were whipped till you
do mind. Come, why don't you start ?"

" Have we got to go to-bed without any sup-

per ?" moaned, rather than asked, little Frank.

"I am so hungry I shall die afore morning."1" I'll risk your dying. Yes, you've got to go
to-bed without supper. I must take what the

supper would have cost and pay for a new light.
See what comes of being naughty."

The children started, but on the threshold

they paused, turned round, and stood irresolute,
as longing, yet fearing, to ask a favor. '

" What do you want now ?" said the mother,
in a 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 !-do you think you deserve to be.

kissed ? No, I shan't kiss you-to-night. I can't

give my kisses to such naughty children. Go

to-bed and pray to God to forgive you and make

you good, that you may be a comfort to your.
mother, and not wear her life out with your bad

conduct," and she, impatiently, pointed to the

door.
" Well, I go," said the^ elder one, 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, perhaps, I'll pray,
too ; but I wont pray-to God to forgive me, for
I haint been naughty at all, but I'll pray td Him

to give me a mother that don't whip, and that'll

love us and less us." And with hearts crushed

and torn, the little ones sought their chamber

and strove to undress. A weary time they had
of it, for their fingers were sore and swollen,

r and their eyes so'blinded they could hardly see
button-holes, and much less the strings to their

gaiters.- -

"I'll have to go to-bed with my clothes on,"
e moaned little Frank, as pulling the wrong way'
- he drew his lacings into a hard knot. " 0 dear,
e I wish Mary would come," and he burst out'

e anew.s " She darsn't, 'cause mother wont let her,"
said Hensy, as giving an impatient jerk to his

r jacket he drew it off with a sad rent, though,
t 'and the loss of a couple of buttons. "Here,
r I'll help you off with yonr things," and, taking

out his penknife, he severed, with little ceremony
the Gordian tie, and with a twitch here, and
pull there, succeeded, at length, in stripping hi
gentler brother. I

"We haint said our prayers," said Frank
as Henry leaped into the bed.

"Well, I aint agoing to- say 'em either," res
ponded the other in an angry tone. "It's no us
trying to pray when you feel so ugly-the min
ister said so, the other day; besides, my hand
and shoulders ache so, I can't think about any.
thing but that old whip. She did whip us awful
hard, didn't she "

Yes. 0, it did hurt, though, and it hurts
now; but I guess I'lljust pray to God to make
her love us, and never whip us when we don't
mean to bp naughty."-

"'Twont do no good to pray that, Frank;
'cause when she's so cross she don't think about
God, nor nobody else."

Well, old granny used to say, 'if it don't do
no good it wont do no hurt to pray, and it'll
always make you eel gooder than it did be-
fore.' And so the little child, though every
nerve within was quivering yet witli pain, and
though he was tired and hungry, just in, that
frame of body and mind when he needed to be
folded to a mother's heart, and kissed and lulled
with the holy music of her evening hymn, knelt
down and folded his red, smarting hands and
played to the Good Father, not 'only to make
him and his little brother good boys, but to
make their mother love them and never whip
them again when they didn't mean to be naugh-
ty. If ever the recording angel was tempted to
blot out a mother's sin, it must have been when
that prayer was heard in Heaven.

There was a holy, beautiful look on the face
of the suffering child as he raised it to his broth-
er's. His old granny's words were true, he felt
bgooder " than he did before that knee was bent,
before that petition was lisped. But he could
not make his brother feel so. Dark, revengeful
feelings were ,boiling in that young heart, and
they bubbled over soon in expressions like these:

"I think it was real mean in mother to whip
us when we didn't mean to do nothing bad.
What if we did break a window? Father has
got plenty of money to pay for it, and if he
haint there is no use in making such a fuss about
a dollar. I wish we'd broke two, we might just
as well. It's her own fault, too ; if she'd let us
play in the parlor with our blocks it wouldn't
have happened. She needn't have half killed us

, if she did think she must whip us. I wishI was
a a big man, I'd clear out somewhere and never
s come back. I wonder if everybody's mother

is so awful cross. 0 dear I" but here his voice
melted into sobs again, now wild and convn!-
sive, stirring the whole frame, then deep and

. passionate, choking the throat, and again so,
low and mournful that they seemed but the
audible pulses of a breaking heart. But healthy
childhood has ever a true and gentle comforter
for all its woes, and the little boys,, in an hour's
time, were fast asleep, their veined eyelids fear-
fully swollen though, and their fair brows and
rosy cheeks sadly stained with the effects of their
little fingers to wipe off the scorching tears.

"The careless little things," grumbled Mrs.
Layton, as going through their chamber an hour
after midnight, on her return from a brilliant
party, she tumbled over their scattered clothes.
"I verily believe the more I whip them the worse

they grow. How glad I shall be when they are
, old enough to take care of themselves and keep

out of my way.". And the "cross " mother,
without a single prayer for the beautiful gifts
God had vouchsafed. her household, without one
kiss upon the fragrant lips of those precious
babes, without even a glance towards the little
couch which had given rest to the limbs she had
so pruelly tortured,,hurried to her owh room and
hurried to'bed. God read her heart-I am glad
I cannot.

o Mercy on meI What has happened ? What
is the matter ?" exclaimed Mrs. Brown, in a
half-frightened tone, as she was roused from a
light doze in her chair, by the shivering of a
window and the scattering of a broken pane.
"Who could'have done that;i who could have
been so careless 3 I hope, I trust it was not my
little boys, and yet it would be nothing strange
if it were them, for they are but children, frol.
icsome, light-hearted children, and I can't ex.
pect them always to do right ,Iam sorry, though,
that it has happened, very, very sorry." And
'picking up the sewing, which excessive fatigue
alone had caused her involuntarily to drop, and
drawing her hand across her weary eyelids, as
though she would fain efface the drowsiness
which still lingered there, she hastened to the
casenent, hoping to find it in such a condition
that her own skill could repair the fracture.
But, alas ! all in' vain were her efforts to fit the
tiny bits-China -cement nor painter's putty
could, mend that shattered thing it was a
hopeless ruin. a

I

THE BROKEN WINDOWS. 
97

4



98 - THE BROKEN

"I shall have to give it up," moaned she, in t
a sad voice, as she failed in her third trial. "I o

shall have to give it upland get a new pane set.V
I am sorry, too, for I can ill afford the money e

now, and I am so tired-it does not seem as h

though I could sit up to-night to earn it. Yet

there's no use in fretting over it. It's done and
I must make the best of it. If it would only .f
teach the little ones to be more careful here-
after, I wouldn't mind it so much after all. Poor

things, it's only a little while you'll be children, t
and it would be hard, indeed, if your motherF
couldn't bear with your thoughtless acts for a
few short years. 0, if they are but spared to
me! How could I live without them." And
then her voice was bushed, but her lips moved,
and the waiting, angel bore a touching prayer to
Heaven.I

There was a calm and beautiful expression in
her countenance as she turned from the window.
Love had triumphed over that petulant spirit
which hovers ever so closely above the mother'sf
cares and patience. "God's .kindliest angel"
had lain its white fingers on her worried heart
and "it complained no more." Getting her
brush and pan she swept up the scattered glass,
watching, with a mother's anxious eye, lest she
should miss sme tiny particle, and thus endanger
the safety of their little feet, whom poverty com-
pelled to go nearly all the time without stock
ings or shoes.

She did not go out to seek the children; she
did not even call them. She had read their young
hearts too many times to fear for them in the

present crisis. She knew that though they might
hesitate for a time it would not be long ere truth
would lead them, -it might be witht streaming
eyes and :a sobbing voice, yet lead them to
her side. So she resumed, quietly, her accus-

tomed seat, and her worn thimble, and com-

menced again that " stitch, stitch, stitch," which
earned for her, and her fatherless babes, their

scanty living.
An hour passed on. Then the gate swung to,

and the patter of little bare feet was heard on

the steps.
"T They are coming," murmured she, a pleas-

ant smile weaving beautiful lines across her pale,
sad face, and the light of her eye glowing with
diviner lustre. "They are coming; I knew

they would. Poor little things, I pity them;
they will be so sorry," and she waited eagerly
,o hear the latch raised.

Some moments passed ere it was touched ;
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hen it rattled but the door was not pushed

Dpen. A low, sad sound, as of sobs and broken

words, mingled in the same note, stole upon the

ar of the patient watcher. .The tears gushed to-

her eyes.

"Poor little things," breathed she again.-

"You do love me dearly, indeed, or you wouldn't

reel so sorry. If we wasn't so poor I shouldn't

mind it a bit, for it was an accident, I know."
And again that mother's heart of hers excused

hem 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 tremu-
ous with emotion, but sweet as the song of a bird

at sunlight, she called:
" Henry, Frank! Is it you, my little boys ?

Come in, if it is; mother wants to see you."

Ere the last words had died on her quivering
lips, the door was swung open and the children

bounded into her opened arms, burying their

faces in her bosom, and nestling close to her

throbbing heart. Not a word was spoken, but
as they felt themselves wound up so closely in,
her dear embrace, their tears wiped off so sooth-

ingly, and their hot brows cooled by such loving
kisses, they knew and felt they were forgiven.

Not a word was spoken, but as she felt their

slender arms about her neck and waist, saw their

swollen eyes and stained cheeks, and marked the

suffering look they wore, she knew and felt that

the pulse of love beat high in their young breasts.

She was worn and wearied, yet for a half hour

she sat and held them on her knees, rocking
them with a gentle, lulling motion, and, after
the first gush of feeling was over, singing to
them snatches of holy hymns, between each of
which she paused, half unconsciously, to press

their lips and breathe over them words of love

and prayer.- .
The striking of the clock aroused her from her

blessed trance, for oblivious had she been in

body and mind to all her cares and sorrows and

fatigue; 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 them.'
"It is supper time," said she, sweetly. "We

have been so happy here in the old arm-chair
that I had not noticed it, was so late. Who

will get me the wood to-night "

"Both of us I both of us I" exclaimed the

little ones; and leaping from her lap, they

1
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bounded out to the shed and returned in a trice, But, after a while, we thought if we didn't eateach begging to build the fire. any supper, and didn't eat very hearty to-morLet Henry build the fire and fill the kettle, row, 'twould make it up; and as soon as weand I'll draw out the -table, and Frank may said that:we came right off here to tell you.set it." But we did feel so bad when we got to the doorFor: a moment the children hesitated and and thought how sorry you'd be. But, mother,looked wistfully into each other's eyes. Poor we'll try and remember never to do so again 1"little ones! Knowing their mother's poverty "I hope you will remember it, my children,"they had resolved ere they came in not to eat said she, tenderly, but earnestly, "for twenty.any supper, that she might not feel so severely five cents is a great deal for me to lose. It's all
the penalty of their thoughtless act, but now their I've earned to-dy. We must he very careful of
keen appetites of childhood combatei with fear- our money or we shall get behind hand, and I
ful activity the good resolution. , They drew can hardly tell what will become of us then.near each other, and Henry whispered But I don't want you to go to bed without your

"ae I gues so I' w supper to-night, for Iam going to have a good
Ys,, guess so; but Im awful hungry one and I shouldn't enjoy it alone. Old Uncle" Yes, but so much the better; it won't be John called here to-day and made me a pres-ent of a slice of- his nice ham and a dozenany punishment, you know, if we went without eggs. Wont that be nice ?"

when we wasn't hungry. I guess I'll tell her.It~~ 'l9hi9hrbetrhwor w r."1a" guess it will," rejoined the little boys.It '11 show her better how sorry w e are. " a a d e g o ti e g o ? a d m rThen, with a most musical tremble in his .'Ham and eggs!I wont it be good ?" and mer-
voice he spake upm: . trily pattered their little barge feet out doors and

" You needn't put up only the leaf, mother down cellar, and into the pantry, and whereverto 'cause we don't want any supper." mother sent them; and, when supper was readyto-night,'sathewmatt"askedyservn 
two brighter-eyed, rosier-cheeked, happier-faced"'W hat's the m atter I" asked she, striving to c id e o l o e f u d i h h l o nbe calm ; " don't you feel hungry " children could not be found in the whole town-be clm; don' youfiee hunry?"ship. Nor ever did a happier mother ask 'There was silence for a moment. Then run-

ning to her they bowed themselves at her knee blessing on a meal t~ian she who presided at that,
while their little hearts were tuedins bdard, so humble tnat ham and eggs were a
They told her how that at school that day all rare luxury.
the boys but them had ialls to play with, and When the happy meal was over, and the tea
how bad they felt because they hadn't anft, and things washed and replaced again, as was herhow their playmates told them to go home and wont, she drew them to her side, and after telling
ask their mother to buy them some, and .how them some stories, which they never tired of
they told each other they wouldn't say a word hearing, about their sainted father, she read to
about it to her, for she had enough to buy with- them -from their Sunday school book a pretty
out getting balls,; that as they were coming home story, and then an appropriate selection from the
from school, they found some smooth, round Scriptures, and went with them to their little
stones, and they thought they'd do first-rate, and chamber and assisted them to undress. Very
were so glad that they got most crazy, and for- careful were the little ones that night to see thatgot how many times she had told them never their clothes were hung up in the most precise
to throw anything towards the house,-and that order, and very quietly came'they and knelt
they were so scared when they heard the win- beside her to repeat their evening prayer.
dow break that they ran off into the woods, Fervently did she press them to her bosom
wondering what they should do, when it was over, and sweeter, kisses never" We don't mean," said Frank, with a beau- passed between the lips of a mother and her
tiful earnestnes, "we don't mean what we darlings than were' given to and. fro on that
should, do so that you needn't-find it out; but happy night.
we didn't know what we should do to make it " What- a good mother she is," exclaimedup to you !" Frank, as the door closed upon her,

We knew you'd be so sorry," said Henry, "I guess she is," said Henry. "She is theand we knew you'd have to work so hard to best mother I ever knew in all the world. She'spay for it, that we were most grieved to death. always sorry when we do anything naughty, but

0
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she aint never, cross nor ugly. I don't believeI
she knows how to be cross."

" Well, I am glad," responded the little brother,
with emphasis. " Wouldn't it be awful, though,
to have a cross mother and a dead father ! How
I wish he'd lived-then she wouldn't have had
to work so."

" Mother says we mustn't say so, because
God 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 take care of her. She's
got to live with me in the summer, Frank, be-
cause I'm going 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 the winter-time, 'cause I'm going to keep a
big store in the city and have lots of money.
0, wont she live nice and easy then ! How I
wish I was big. I'm such a little fellow, I'm
'fraid it '11 take so long before I get to be a man
that she'll get sick and die."

" 0, I guess not," 'was the hopeful 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'tell 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-musve ?"

"No, we mustn't, sure ; but if we do we'll tellI

her of it-wont we ; 'cause she'll never be cross,
but only so sorry."

Many a beautiful 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 left them locked in each other's' arms, with
an expression on each lip that would have well
become the angel dead..-

Their mother had not spared the rod and
spoiled her babes;' but she had bent it over,
them with such a holy hand that it had budded
in her grasp, gnd left upon their young hearts,
not sore and crimson wounds, but the impress
of green leaves and the dew of flowers.

" The dear little creatures," exclaimed she,
in a thrilling tone, as she entered their chamber
an hour after midnight, "the more I love them the
better they grow. How sorry I 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 that an angel was
bending over them. Then, with an aching brow
and wearied limbs, the mother sought her couch
and forgot herself in sleep. God read her heart
-I wish I could.

THE END.
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