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“ Ruth’s fucs, in contrast to the dead black of her garment, seemed lilke marble of
the purest, clearest lustre, No trace of color—almost no trace of life. Never omnce
were her blue eyes lified; the long laches seemed as if glued to the cheek. With
folded hands upon ber bosom, and glittering wavy hair flowing, in token of humil-
iat 1, 8o woe-begone she looked, and yet so saintly, that as she moved along the
aisle, gobs sounded all over the house. But when Ruth had gained the stopping-
place, and turned towards the pulpit, half her anguish was gone. It must have
been that some supporting angel held an arm beneath her, for now the sweet
foatures seemed as calm, even as firmn as sculptured marble; the eyes were nearly
closed, and a light as from heaven appeared to glorify her face and her fair shining -
hair. Her hands were raised a little, and tightly locked together, as if in suppli-
cation,” etc—See page 197. '
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INTRODUCTION.

Tam sun shone broadly.over the waters of Boston
harbor. Shouts and huzzas rang from the wharves
and all the streets adjacent. Glittering as it came
nearer and nearer, the governor’s barge drew close
to Boston pier. Sir Edmund Andros sat uncon-
cernedly in the stern talking with his officers. His
secretary, a gay, handsome man, occupied the seat
at his left. The érimson gshow of the British unni-
forms, the inspiriting music, and the gay attire of
town and country péo;ﬂe, consgpired to make a some-
what imposing spectacle. | _

Following the barge came several boats filled
with soldiers. These, as they leaped ashore, formed
into rank and file, and amid the wild shouts of the
youngér towns-people, began their march. A splen-
did carriage had been in waiting for Sir Edmund.
Entering it with his secretary and two others of his

 suite, he was rapidly driven to what by courtesy

was called Government House.
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INTRODUCTION.

Sir Edmund had been absent for some weeks,
visiting New York, which city had been recently
added to his government. To judge from the ap-
pearance of the people on this day of his retgrn,
as the splendid -cortege wound among the narrow
streets, the governor was not a favorite.

To be sure, there was some trimming- of tavern-
windows, little boys and large made bluster and
ghow, but many of the staid citizens moved sturdily
a,long, not deigning even to raise their hats or furn
their heads. There were bonfires in the evening
" also, and illuminations, but only in the houses of
the wealthier and more special friends of his ex-

cellency.
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THE LOVER’S "I‘RIALS,

Chapter Livst,

Lerrer rroM Gobrrey LAMB, BOOKSELLER, TO HIS WIFE IN

L

Lowpon. ' I

Darep Bostow, Feb., 168,
MoOST DEARE WIFE |

T haste to tell thee of my arrival in this outlandish porte.
Noe misfortune happened to our vessel, though I heare that
ye “Three Polly’s” hath made shipwreck of my goods—bad -
luck to it. But better that I didn’t go in it, as I fully in-
tended.. '
Nowe for this same citie of Boston !
It bids fair to be verie goodlie. 'Tis

¥

d oh ye south-

* west side of a bayn ye wh five hundre ships might anchor,

Yo buildings are handsome, Joymnge one to another as in

. Lunnon—ye streets are of good size and manie of them paved

with cobble-stone. Ye towne is not divided into parishes,
and bath a pleasant mingling of trees and field, and a beau-
tiful outlook upon divers islands on w'h I am told are gardens__
and fair farms. Toe-day ye governor arrives from New York,
w'h is now added to hys care. Y& people here made as great

a time at ye proclamation, as most of them do toe-day.
()
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I stop at ye present at a famous good tavern cailed ye Red
Lion. Mistress Bean, yo landlady, is a clever sort of bodie,
verie accommodating and tidy. She hath a little maid in
her house about whom there seems to be some commotion
at this time, A pretty maid it is—her name Ruth—and a
shame that they should be for persecuting her! DBuf these
American Cromwells have no mercy. '

I had a hint ye last night from Mistress Bean (who seems
sorry for her little maid), that when ye captain of ye “ Pru-
dent Sarah” hears of it, he will take ye matter in hand, By

w'h I should judge that ye handsome young mariner hath
his eye turned towards this star, whose light shineth now
more clear than usual.

Ye little maid, Ruth, hath just brought me nice luncheon.
For all ye world she looks like thy fair neice, Mercy Apricot.
Just ye same soft locks curling in ripples over a fair white
forehead. - Her eyes verie sorrowful and drooping, and a
hopeless look spread over her sweet features. She is soe
handsome that even her grief maketh dimples—sad ones.

“80, my maid,” I said, wishing to have some converse
with her, “ye house is verie full.”

“Yes, sir, verie full,” she made reply in a low voice,

“T sappose ye captain of ye ¢Prudent Sarah’ stops at this
tavern,” I added, to see what effect. Well, yo red color
came like a swarm of crimson butterflies—flattered all over
her fair cheeks—and up to ye verie roots of her golden
bair.

Ye young marmer, they say, is ye most beautiful man
in Boston. It is made no secret that a noble lady, of ye
name of Bellamont, is verie much in love with him, He
knows it, of course—as how could he help it? About ye
little maid I will tell thee fnore in my next. |

I have been introduced to manie persons here, and expect

2
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shortly to dine wi' ye govei'nor. Attended worship in, ye

- Towne Hall last Lord’s day. Ye Reverénd Parris Aldrich

officiated. He is by mariage related to ye governor. Ye
pecple, of course, hate ye English service—they be soe
afraid of Popery! Verie Well’ Sir Edmund will learn
them a lesson or two.

By ye way, mie trunk with ye black silk velvet small-
clothes got badlie wetted with ye salt water. I have had
to furnish myself with a new suit.

I walked abroad last night. Ye town seemed to me to
be verie rich and populous. On ye south there is a small

* but pleasant ground, called ye Common, where ye gallants &

little before sundown stroll with their marmald maidens, as
we do in Morrfields, till ye nine-o'clock bell rings them
home—when presentlie constables walk their rounds to see
good order kept, and to take up loose péople

I smile to think how easily a bodie may here get lost.
Yesterday, on asking a man where I was—bewildered—(a
common fellow) he answered, “In Puddinglane” Truly it

did transport me back to Lunnon. Write me soon—dear
heart.

Lams,
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Gflmptw sm‘ﬁn'ﬂ.-

Tue Two CAPraiss.

A FULL moon lighted up the waters of Boston harbor.
Here and there the land jutted out, running: low and she.lv—
ingly into the liquid tide, and covered to its borders with
what had been summer-verdure, now brown and dry. A
thousand litile ripples hummed ceaselessly along the shore.
Here and there boats were hauled up in the shad-ows of the
wharves, and the town, looking from this stand-point, seemed
a fairy mass of silvery roof-tops, so strong were the bean.as
of the December moon, so bright and dancing were the kit
tle flames in all the windows. ’ _

The islands in the far distance, the ships at anchor—'.che
white wake of glistening light coming from a rer-note point,
widening and glaring, made a fair picture—especially as the

stars, unusually thick and brilliant, were everywhere reflect- |

v

ed in the great ocean-mirror. .
A sound of oars, striking rapidly, broke the deep still-
ness. Pre.sently a boat rounded from a near co've,.and was
guided fast and vigorously towards the land. Five men
composed the boat's complement—one seemed from his
manner to be the commander. :
Cautiously nearing Boston Pier, they gazed on all 51defs,
and very slowly and with extreme quiet, the men and their

captain landed. | .
The latter stood in a-careless attitude, gazing townward,
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ong foot on the wooden coping of the wharf. He was
plainly dressed in the sea-garb of that day, heavy trunk-
hose, and dark small-clothes, added to which he wore a
cloth cloak, and an ordinary cap that seemed to have seen
much service. Upon his face the moon shone, revealing a
thick beard that appeared to be artificial, for once or -twice
he pressed it on more securely with his hand. He had a
dark, handsome, but evil face, and wore his hair longer than
was the fashion ; but it was curious to see, as he removed
the cap, the curling tresses rise with it, revealing a mass of
very thick, short curls. He spoke hastily: -

“Now men, two of you—Ned and Jo—carry the boat
over to Winnissimmet, and keep her quiet unless you hear
my signal. You, Abe and Hateh, stop at the Red Lion, and
gather what news you can respecting the Prudent Sarah,
Be particular and find out whether any of the: passengers
have left their traps aboard, as I suspect they have. I shall
be busy to-night. Perhaps you may hear of me some-
where about two or three, and I may give you news
sooner,” :

“Ay, cap’n!” answered the men, severally, lifting their

“woollen caps. :

. “There’s nine I” exclaimed the captain, as a bell from the
nearest belfry rang out. “That will send the people hence.
Their rejoicings over the governor’s return hasn’t cost ’em
much, I should judge its pretty still, anyway. That's a nice

looking craft, in this light,” he soliloquized, turning bay-

ward as two men sprang into the boat in obedience to his
orders, “I'd like that fine fellow in an open‘ sea,” he con-
tinued, “with plenty of pickings afloat.” :
The Kingfisher, s fifty-gun frigate, lay at anchor no
more than half a mile from the shore. Her rigging looked
drift-white, and the red mouths of her port-holes were
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burnishad into a fiery glow. Softly, a thousand slender
threads of rippling light, as if drawn by invisible fingers and

luminous needles, worked a delicate netting at the place

where her dark hull rested on the water., Now and then
‘sprays of soft gleams crept suddenly up her bulky sides,
and flashdd down again seemingly quenched in the tide.

Captain Bill, as bis men called him, moved rapidly up the
wharf and disappeared. By this time another boat was
seen quickly and boldly winning ber way towards the place
where the captain had so lately stood. Six strong arms
rowed her, and in the stern-sheets sat a young man with a
cloak folded about him. He too sprang out,as his prede-
cessor had done, but with a different mien, He spoke in
loud, hearty tones, and seemed glad to feel the shore. He
Tifted his cap, but the slightly curling locks that just touched
~ the handsomerneck were hig own, and no unduly heavy
weight of hair disfigured his face.

“Well, men, it's a sharp night, and you have rowed
well” he said, drawing from his pocket some coin. “Ilere
is something with which to drink confusion to the governor.
Duke, don’t you get tipsey, my good fellow.”

This he said addressing a small, loose-jointed man, who, in
his heavy woollen roundabout and red skull-cap, stood
balancing his money on one of his fingers, and who now
presented a keen, cunning countenance, his one eye almost
lost-in the habitual wrinkles of a habitual wink.

“Cetch Catchcod, Duke of Marma, to spend his money for
what steals the brains, as the poet says. IBrains is a scase
comodity, and I ain’t got any to spare except what I ham-
mer into this shape ;” and pulling at his front-lock, he ex-
claired, in a sporting tone—
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¢ Thank ye, cap’n, thank ’e kindly—
And I try and not go it blindly 3
For shillin’s isn’t always to be had,
And when they are—"

he scratched his head, crying, with a look of perplexity—*1
can’t think of any rhyme but bedad! aund I don’t know
how to bring him in.” :

“That will do, Duke;” said the captain, smiling.. “You
can stop.at the Red Lion if you wish, with me, or go with
the other men to the Blue Anchor”-—laughing again at
Marmaduke Catcheod’s original poetry, showing his white
teeth, his splendid face proved the assertion that he was
the most beautifal man in Boston. Browned though he
had been by the impartial sun~—the elegance and regularity
of his features—the soul-light sparkling in his eyes—the
dimples nestling in either cheek, the dainty brown
whiskers, made him most unexceptionably handsome. Tt
was no marvel that he was admired as much by the men as
the maidens, wherever he went.

The man who had improvised the noway remarkable
verse of thanks, was. an original phase of the Jack-tar genus.
The sailors had dubbed him “Catchcod, Duke of Marma,”
and he was in no way displeased with the title, but rather
liked it. Originally picked ap in the by-streets of Loudon
by Captain Cameron, rescued from beggary if not starva-
tion, Marmaduke was pledged body and soul to his kind
master. On board ship, he was in many respects Captain

~ Cameron’s right-hand man, proving himself serviceable in

all things. The captain had taught him to write, and as he
was remarkably apt, after a time he became equivalent to a

- secretary—eopying the log and otherwise turning his talents

to account. He was an indefatigable reader, catching up
every thing that came in his way that promised a story.
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In the rough draught he was also something of a genius, -

and in fact he made himseif of service wherever he was.
Leaving one man to take the boat back to the vessel,
Captain Cameron bent his steps towards the Red Lion.

\
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w@haptzr Thirvd,

Tavery Gossip.

Ix all the windows of the Red Lion tavern flickered
lights, some .burning with a full bright flame, others far
spent and dying. Without, the noise of langhter, conversa-
tion, and the clinking of glasses, fell on the ear. In the
streets all was still, save here and there some weak-headed
reveller unconscionsly disturbing the peace, and prépaﬁué
himself for a night of inglorious confinement.

The captain entered. Mistress Bean bustled into the
hall. She was a short, firm-visaged personage, her jetty
locks escaping from a full English cap, her gown of red stuft
tucked up at both sides over a black petticoat. Her checks
were apple-red, plump and round, her eyes black and
restless, . ‘

“Why, captain,” she exclaimed, “I'm master glad to see
you; why didn’t ye come before §”

% Business, Mistress Bean, business! Well, I hope you
are prospering.” -

“Yes, middling—more since the governor’s come,” said
Mistress Bean, setting her arms akimbo, while the muslin-like
ribbons of ruddiest cherry gave a brighter color to her face.
“La!l you should have seen the sights this afterncon ; train-
ing ain’t nothing to it, I do assure you. It was a master-
fine show. The procession went a’'most to Flounder-lane,

with sights of soldiers and music and shouting. I just got
> °

&
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 the least bit of a glimpse of the governor, and I assure you
he looked as big and stately as King James himself. Come,

L B 1
captain; do go into the parlor and take somethin’; won't ye 3& ,

’s a good fire there.” .
Thﬁiitressg Bean panted and puffed ; she was almost out of
br?;l'h c;, thank you, mistress,” replied the young shiprgasger;
“Tll step in the keeping-room.” As‘hej entéred, his fine,
dark eyes roved from side to side, as if in search o.f sc_)m(;
missing face, even while he received the congratulations o

hom he knew.
?l-mG'B:o:ps of townsmen, drinking and discussing 'the move-
ments of the day, nearly filled the long, 1‘ow-celled room,
A few were tossing off strong potations at the fat.nous bar
of the tavern,and were already in a state thas reqmred_&ome
attention ; but still there did not seem to be-any manifesta-
i iotous feeling. ‘ : .
tm;no:,i‘:;;) way, thifs common apartment was decorated with
flags and candles, and pieces of pinel and hemlock trees. }:&
picture of King James, whose swollen cheek§ suggested the
possibility of a royal toothache, hung conspicuous over-the
wide mantle, dressed in evergreen. In the enormous ﬁn?-
place, great logs sént out hissing flakes of flame, and t.he fire
of itself was no mean illumination. There were prints of
ships, in manifold colors, hung here and there; the ﬂ?or had
been sanded, but the rough heels of the townsmen’s shoes
had made all manner of hieroglyphics in the once clean
powder that grated under foot.

Bar-maid Molly, 2 dashing specimen of a Cockney-Eng-
lish girl, seemed the focus upon which the glances of .the
-young men were concentrated ; and her very conscious
‘manner, and bridling vanity, gave her a coarse individuality.

After Captain Cameron came in, she had eyes for none

| .
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beside him. Repeatedly, in her nervous haste, she poured
liquors out of the wrong bottles, and as often was taken to task
for not making the right change; while the smile went
round—in some, envious—in others, sheer impertinence.

In one corner, perched upon a stool, a green-baize bag
dangling from his shoulder, a fiddle held in his arms, as one
would hold a child, sat “ Long, Loose Benjamin” the
ubiquitous. e had already been in every tavern in Boston.
- At the eleventh hour he entered the Red Lion; and after
playing the doleful ditty with which he always preluded his
entertainments, had set them all to dancing, inside and out—
for there are some men who, though they think it a deadly
sin to dance, go through. all the motions, to themselves, at
the sound of a merry tune.

But the bell had rung nine—the authorities allowed noth-
ing of the kind after that hour ; so long, loose Ben, a steeple
of bones six feet and more, sat hugging his fiddle.

The other personages who merit a particular description
stood, two of them together, busily talking, ’

One was a keen-eyed old man of seventy, with hair white
as the driven snow, and shining as silver, braided with along
cue adown the back. He stood bent over somewhat—
though his natural attitude was perfectly upright—his hands
crossed on the silver head of his cane. His name was Com-
stock—commonly he was called Father Comstock. He was
a bookseller, at the sign of the Blue Glove, in Union-street,
and & most devout as well as capable man. The other was

. & restless-eyed, excitable elder}y man, a bricklayer, and well

known and esteemed for his zeal, both in state and church

matters. To these two men the young ship-master first
spoke. ‘

“ Ah me!” and Father Comstock shook his head, af"ter the
salutations were passed, crossing one leather-breeched leg

\
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over the other— It’s great times we're having now in this

town—great times. The govemior can’t even come from

" New York, but he must have a reception. The Lord save
us! He alone knows what'll come of it!”

“1 s'pose thow’st heard,” cried Gaffer Scates, with the

eager air of a man anxious to impart the first news—* I
“g'pose thou’st heard that the new rector, as they chureh-folk
* call him, the minister Aldrich, read prayers out of the book
in the town-house last Sabba’-day.”

“Yes, and with a popish gown on, all full of pleats and
divers needlework. Ah me! in what a guise comes the evil
‘one sometimes,” added Father Comstock.

«“ And ‘that bodes no good, you think,” said the captain,
with a manner as if he would be interested, yet watching
the door marrowly. As he spoke, two sailors entered, and
went directly to the bar.

«No good! Why, our liberties are in danger, dost see I
‘exclaimed Gaffer Scates, with an authoritative gesture. *“I
should think, truly, it boded no good. Hither comes a tool
of the governor, from England, thrce days agone, in the

frigate Kingfisher, and brings a new charter, with which to .

cut down our freedom. Soon will there be such multitudes
of taxes, that we poor craftsmen can neither live nor die
decently.” -

By this time the sailors had taken their refreshment, and
were cautiously edglng round to where Captain Cameron
stood listening, with that strange, far-off expression on his
~ face. .

% Then there seemeth to be a stir about witcheraft, Kven
one of thy passengers reported foul doings on board the
'Prudent Sarali, during thy pa.ssacre from England,” said
Father Comstock.

“Aha!” exclaimed the young shlpmaster, is face takwy
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on some interest ; “so that old royalist is brewing mischief!
Well, let him try it—he’ll find that I don’t fear him.”

“ Why doth he bear thee such spite, master?” asked
Father Comstock, deliberately buttoning his old claret coat.

" % They say he hath maligned thee to the governor.”

The two sailors, evidently spies, came still neaver, and
while they appeared to be intent, one upon packing down
the tobacco in his clay pipe, the other deliberately surveying
a coarse print, representing a sailor in a new fit-out (a com-
promise between a tarpaulin and roundabout and a gentle-
man’s broadcloth, in which poor Jack looked terribly uncom-
fortable), they still-—now and then exchanging glances—
listened, with wide ears, to every word that was spoken,

“Why does he bear me spite! Decause we disputed
about Kirke, the governor, that was to be, of these Colonies,

‘and [ called him a bloody rascal—which heis!™® The cap-
‘tain brought one hand down into the palm of the other with

tremendous force. “He being, as I have understood, a rela-
tive of that accursed hound, took me to task and insisted on
fighting me. To this T would not consent, stating as a rea-
son that my- prmc:p]es forbade my duelling. He then gave
me a violent blow, which I resented sailor-fashion—that is,
I floored, or rather decked the gentleman, whichever you
will, and tied him till he promised submission, and, I doubt
not, himself vengeance. The old fellow embarked in Eng-
land with the intention of remaining in Boston, but he
swears now that he will not stay in a country where such
cut-throats as he is pleased to call me have the rule—so I
expect to take him back again. He declares, however, in
his rage, that he shall return to England in the Prudent
Sarah, but under another captain-—with such’ threats he
thmks to intimidate me. I declare that he shall not. If it
' had not been for one thing more than another, I'd have
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pitched his old carcass, trunks, boxes, and all out of my ves-
sel, and sent them ashore ; but I want to convince the man

that the people can do something in this country—we are

the king here;” and he drew his handsome figure proudly up,

“Hush ! hush 1” said Gaffer Scates.

“ Hist ] hist!” cried Father Comstock.

“Don’t be afraid, friends, I understand myself perfectly,”
said the young shipmaster, turning round and seeing no one
near, for by twos and threes the people had dropped out,
leaving long lean Benjamin asleep in his corner, his nose
touching the bridge of his fiddle. “ He would take the
law on me in a moment, but he knows it wouldn’t do
for him. Two other passengers saw the whole thing, and
that he offered the first assault, One of them—a book-
merchant of the name of Lamb—said that he should have
slightly amended my act ; that is, he should have thrown him
overboard for the fishes, I told him I had too much pity
for the poor things”: he added, laughing ; “they never
would have digested his tough old English hide, -

“It was all true, then,” said Gaffer Scates, hat in hand,
“ that when Monmouth was defeated, this Kirke hung men
drinking healths to the king.” - ‘

“Ay! was it true,” replied the shipmaster, his brilliant
eyes flashing, “thirty of them—ten turned off in a health
- to the king, ten to the queen, and ten to that accursed
Jeffries, who may some rascal do the same service by.”

“Thy tongue is somewhat too free for thine own good,
young man,” said Father Comstock, gently ; % curb it ‘a lit-
tle—not but what thou art right—righteous indignation is
not forbidden by the scripters, I take it, and it gladdens
my old heart to meet with one who-loves his country as I
am’ sure thou dost—and whom the constant contact with
 other nations doth not in the least prejudice against his

i
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own. But Goody will think me lost if I do not open her
front-door by the stroke of ten. Let us hope that our gov-

ernor will rule well and justly—alackaday! if that may .
be—but Heaven forbid that he tarn out a Papist, as has
been hinted” ~ :

“ The -governor [ cried the young captain, with a sneer;
and setting his lips' firmly together—* he would do Kirke
over again, give him but the opportunity. It’s my opinion
that we don’t need these royalists to rule us. Why can’t
we choose our own rulers? What do we, a people able
to maintain ourselves and our laws, want of these princely
tools of the king, with their guards," their liveried servants,
their black-hearted secretaries, their red-coated, inso »

“] do wish the maid would come !” _

- At this pettish voice quite near him, the handsome young .
eaptain changed color, and apparently forgot his speech,

“Is it Ruth you speak of, Mistress Bean " he asked.

“Yes, the child was called to a council and had to go

“alone, as I was overmuch busied with séeing to the stran-

gers.” ‘ . _

“ Called to a council! What council # cried the young
shipmaster, in a tone of strong surprise.

“A church council)” was the reply. “Of course you

" have not heard of it. It's some doings of that Lady Anne,

who, with her fashions and her extravagances, is always get--
ting poor folks into trouble,” said the landlady, now intent

. upon shaking into consciousness long lean Ben, who, with a

most perverse pertinacity, only hugged his fiddle the closer
and snored the louder.

- % That Lady Anne doeth our young people much harm,”
said Father Comstock, laying his hand on the latch of the
door. Almost at that instant the door was pushed open -
from the outside. '
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Corroy Maragr avp tHE Mamn Rutu

Tue new comer was of kindly yet austere presence. He
was dressed in the precisely-fashioned garments of a clergy-
man, and bore in one hand a stout cane. Following him
closely, came a timid, beautiful young creature, her eyes
downecast, her head somewhat bent, her delicate lips curved
with the impress of a great sorrow. For a moment she
stood dejected, silent, her arms folding her thick cloak about
her in such a way that her hands pressed against her heart,
as if to keep down its heavy pulsations.

“ Doctor Mather !” exclaimed Father Comstock, a blending
of humility, reverence, and affection in his manner ; and with
low bendings of the body, both worthies shook hauds with
their minister.

“ Mistress Bean,” said Dootor Cotton Mather, turmng to
" the hostess, who in some confusion was striving to hide the
‘snoring fiddler, by the disposition of her portly body to that

effect, “1 have brought home thy little maid in safety. We
have been dealing with her as shepherds who watch for souls.
Thou wilt see that she hath proper time for meditation and
prayer, and as much as thou canst spare to her. We find |
her very penitent, but not over-easy to be entreated.”

- The young shipmaster had all this while stood quietly by,
striving by every mute endeavor to catch the downeast eye
of the sorrowful, beautiful girl, who still maintained an atti-
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tude of the deepest dejection, Now his eye flashed as he
exclaimed, with a sailor’s abruoptness—
«Of what crime, reverend sir, does this maiden stand ac-
cused ¥
~ Fbr the first time the young creature looked up, and
encountering the passionate gleaming of the master’s eye, a
deep, hot crimson rushed over cheek and brow, and releasing
her hands, she turned away and bent her face within them.,
“Young sir! thy manner savors of more irreverence than
we could wish in one of thy age addressing a senior,” said
Doctor Mather, in a low, silken voice, and with unblanched

~ dignity. “We did not speak touching any crime, if we re-

member. We said we had been dealing with the maiden,
but made no allusion to any accusation whatever.”

“ Oh, your honor—ryour reverence, I mean, will excuse me
for not introducing this young gentleman,” said Mistress
Bean. “Master Cameron, Doctor Cotton Mather our good
clergyman of the new, church.”

The young shipmaster bowed stiffty, while the doctor
standing yet more uprightly, exclaimed,

“Have we here the commander of the ship Prudent
Sarah -

“That is the name of my good vessel,” replied the cap-
tain, promptly.

“We have heard of you,” said the doctor, with another
rapid but more suspicious glance. * You brought passengers
some of whom we have seen,”

“Yes, sir, five passengers, four of them gentlemen and one
a knave,” said the young man, bluntly.

The reverend doctor glanced firsi at the undaunted cap-
tain, then at Mistress Bean, then towards the two worthies
by the door, as much as to say, “ What kind of a fellow -
have we here "
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“We know not to whom thou alludest,” he answered,
slowly; “we ourself have met but two, a young merchant
by the nwme of Lamb, and an elderly gentleman who calls
himself Obed Bentley, jeweller to the king.”

“Jeweller and lickspittle, you might add, saving your
reverence,” said Captain Cameron, almost fiercely, “That
mat is a toad and would be willing to be tr odden upon by a
king's toe.” '

Father Comstook and Gaffer Scates looked aghast at this

inconsiderate speeeh, and Doctor Cotton Mather stood for a
moment, his eyes riveted upon the beautiful, haughty face,
wreathing all over with indignation, with its shining eyes,
broad, proud brow, and its lips curved scornfully.

~ “May the Lord give thee a more Christian spirit,” he said,
gently, so gently that the young man changed color, and be-
~eame instantly as naeek as he had before been defiant.

“] ask your paraon,” he said, frankly ; “these things only

concern myself, and I am to blame for my rashness.”

At this most awkward moment, long lean Benjamin, Who '

was probably dreaming of sundry promiscuous parties at
which he had acted as fiddler, struck up “ Johnny Lowrie’s
Jig,” one of the most. lawless of Bacchanalian tunes, full of
intricate turns and alternating in a most riotous manner from
the shrillest treble to the lowest bass. E

Mistress Bean looked ready to fall. The reverend doctor
turned towards the intrusive soundswith frowning brows, and
the worthy townsmen each laid violent hands on the door-
latch. Captain Cameron, langhing in spite of the assembled
dignity, sprang to the old musician’s shoulder and shook him
with a strong hand. The fiddle fell 'to the floor, and the
cavernous jaws of the affrighted fiddler opened with his dull
eyes.

“Pick up your fiddle, man, and go home,” said Cap-
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tain Camcron, sternly; “it’s a wonder it isn’t broken to
pieces.”

“ Isn’t any one goin’ to dance #” asked the man, stupidly.
Then hearing the great clock in the corner strike ten, he
lifted himself with a great shake, picked up his fiddle, placed
it in the bag, and shuffled out after the doctor.

Taking advantage of this opportunity, Ruth, who had
hitherto had no chance of leaving the room, glided out like
a ghost. Not unobserved, however, for Captain Cameron
turned at the moment from the outer door at which he had

wished them all good-night, and seeing the retreatmg figure,
hurried after her.
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Chapter Lifth.

Ruri’s Grear TrRoUBLE.

“Rura! Ruth!” he cried, softly.

She did not answer. ‘

“ Ruth, you will at least speak to me, Wait a moment,
only a moment,—come in here—there iz a light. Ruth,
you will give me one minute,”

“ QO Captain Cameron!”

Ruth said this in a distressed way as she paused. His
imploring tones moved her heart to its very depths, and yet
that heart was almost breaking because of her grief, because

of him. How could she face him in the darkness of the .

angnish that had been thrust npon her?

“Ruth, will you not tell me what the trouble is, me who
have a right to know and a will to counsel? You are suffer-
ing, suffering alone. I must believe you are innocent, Ruth,

- whatever imputation they cast upon you.”

“QOh, bless you for that! bless you for that!” she cried,
eagerly, excitedly, clasping her small hands tbgether.

He led her tenderly into the parlor. A neglected candle
was burning quite close to the candlestick, and the guttering
tallow streamed in all directions along the burnished side of

- its supporter. Ruth sat listlessly by the table, and again
covered her-face with her hands to hide the tears that would
come, Her bosom swelled with suppressed sobs.
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She had taken her hood off, and now Captain Cameron
stood stroking, as with a woman’s gentle hand, her soft
golden hair, and waiting till she should speak.

At last she checked the tears and the pitiful sighs, and
resting her bended brow on both hands scemed gathermg
courage to speak.

“1t all happened last week.”

This was the way she commenced, aud in a voice so low
and sad that the handsome young captain thought to him-
self it was like the wailing undertone of the first sound of a
storm just breaking over the deep.

“Had not Lady Anne Bellamont something to do with
it?” asked Captain Cameron, seeing that she could not bear
to speak again. _

“Yes, for one of them,” she replied, monrnfully ; “there
are two indictments. I went to help her sew,” she con-
tinued, brokenly. “She was arranging some plays for the
entertainment of her company. One afternoon she asked
me to read one of the parts, and she said I succeeded so
well that I must take the character. I don’t know as there
was sin in that"—the innocent eyes glanced up for one
instant, then suddenly fell again—“but I consented more
readily that I was unhappy, and I felt reckless and like flying
to any thing that would amuse me. I did not know the
church would be so angry with me.”

“ And is it for that they hold a council?” the voice of the
young man was full of passion. “For such a trifle as that
would they deliberately injure the chavacter of a defenceless
girl? More than ever am I incensed against them, a set of
long-eared Puritans!”

“ Oh, don’t speak of them so, please,” cried Ruth, lifting
an imploring glance to his face again: “they are good and .
holy men—don’t speak of them in that way.”
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He caught his breath as that lovely, tearful face was up-
turned, and gazed with eyes full of worship upon her.

“Ruth ! my darling!” he murmured, in a voice subdued,
but full of feeling.

Instant the short-lived quiet died out of her manner, and

her head was bowed again—she struggling with her tears.

“ Come, now, tell me, what was the other accusation? Was
1t as terrible as this 97 he asked, in a bantering voice. .
“Oh! T cannot! I cannot!” she cried, writhing; “and

yet you must know—yon will hear—everybody will hear .

and talk of it—and I shall die—T shall die of shame "’
She said this in such utter agony of tone and manner,
t?:lat the young man stood gazing upon her in astonishment,
“Why, Ruth! is it so serious as that? Has any one
~ dared to cast an imputation on your good name? Because

if 8o I”—his lips came together again, his eyes were full of -

indignant fire. _
“It happened—it did happen—I did meet him—he did

kiss me—it is true—all true, but——" she drew one heavy -

breath, shuddered from head to foot, and the broken, sob-
bing voice was silent. .

“He/ whot Kissed you, did you say, kissed you, Ruth—
you, Ruth #’ ‘

There was power like that of the heavy-toned thunder in
the man’s suppressed voice. He stood off at arm’s length,
looking at her from under his knit brows,

“It is true,” she answered in a faint voice, from which
all freshness, all elasticity, had gone. %O Captain Cam-
eron—you, too, will no longer be my friend, for I cannot
tell even you” °

“Cannot tell! What does it mean, Ruth only tell me
what it means,” he asked, going towards her— you say
yvou met him ; met who, Ruth #”
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She shook her head ; scalding tears fell over her cheeks,
but did not disfigure the pure, beautiful face.

«T cannot tell you any more than I could tell the council )
—that if they would have patience-—only have patience—for
what time I knew not——they should learn every thing,” she
said, as if she accepted his mistrust meekly : “it is no use
to ask me; I must die before I tell.”

“ When did you meet this man ¥’ asked Captain Cam-
eron, with forced calmuess.

« Last week—Ilast week on Tuesday night,” she réplied.

« Night ! Tuesday night /~—and where did you meet him "

¢ At the end of Boston Pier.”

% Ruth ! Ruth! alone, and at night l—that Wwas unmaiden-
1y, Ruth!” His handsome face lost color, and starting from
her he walked back and forth, struggling with the demon
her words had raised. '

“You would not blame me if you knew,” replied Ruth
gently, yet with a moan in her voice, “I suffer enough,”
she added, rising as she spoke ; “I have enough before me
to suffer. Let me goj it is very late. Oh'l thank God! I
have Him to go to!”

“ Ruth{? as he pronounced her name steadily, he took her
cold, trembling hands in his, and bending forward gazed as
if longing to read a refutation of his doubt in. her clear eyes,
till they sank under his look.

“ T gee nothing like guilt there,” he murmured ; % and yet
-—at night—a kiss too! O Ruth! I could almost risk my
salvation on your truth to me, I never knew until this mo-

" ment how absolutely dear you are to me. Don't let me

love you despairingly, Ruth.”

“] cannot tell you—not now—perhaps not ever; God
knows, You must believe my simple word—I am innocent
of any evil intent—of all thought of guile.” '
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“ Yés, yes, Ruth,” he exclaimed hurriedly: “ yes, I believe |

you—TI do believe you—I must believe you,” he added, yet
with something of struggling grief and doubt in his words.
“ But what are they going to do with you in the church #”

“I don't know,” she said slowly, almost’losing her self-
possession again. : :

“ But you surely will not allow them to inflict—any—"
punishment on you, Ruth !”

“I have done wrong,” she said meekly.

“ A thousand thunders! wrong l—you just told me you
were innocent ! cried the captain, passionately. .

“Wrong, I mean, in consenting“to take part in the play ;
it is against the rules of the charch.”

“Yes, but that simple thing.”

“ Nothing is simple that draws the heart away from God,”
she answered in her sweet, low voice,

“You little Puritan I” exclaimed the captain, half laugh-
ing, half incensed. “If any of them, the Reverend Cotton
Mather himself, were only half as good and pure as you
are, they would have little to answer for, 'm thinking.”

“Don'’t say that!” she cried with a deprecatory motion.
“They are holy and blameless men—he is a minister of God.
Don’t for a moment compare me with them.”

“ Well, then, my beautiful little batch of sin, confessed and
unconfessed-—what am I to think of you?’ His bantering
tone evidently pained her.

“ Perhaps it would be better not to think of me at all,
Captain Cameron. Perhaps I am not worthy”—her voice
broke again, a little—* I am poor, dependent, suspected—m
oh! it would be better for both of us if you vever thought
of me at all.”

“But what if I can’t help it ?” asked the captain, vexed
at her quiet way (he thought it quiet) of speaking with
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reference to a love in which his whole soul was bound up.
She looked so pure! so perfect in all the faultless contour of
her form and face! He longed to clasp her to his bosom—
to tear her from all adverse influences—to make her his
wife. But alas! how cold upon his glowing heart fell the
shadow her own assertion had made! the meetlng? the
kiss | at night—her half confessmn

“ Ruth 1”

She looked up at him as she was moving towards the door.
He stood there just beside her—a mournful smile adding
new beauty to his splendid face, A dangerous moment
was that!

“ Ruth, have you told any one of our engagement ?”

She shook her head, blushing a little.

“ Come here, my own Ruth,” he said pleadingly, holding
forth his arms ; “don’t be afraid of me, dear one—none but
God can see us. There! it is very sweet to feel your head
upon my shoulder.”

He kissed her upturned brow.

“ Ruth, what would you say if I asked you, for my sake,
to have nothing more to do with the church ¢” :

Starting, as if stung, Ruth tried to free herself from his
arTs,

“ Stop, Ruth—hear me out. I am a proud man, Ruth~=
in spite of my uncertain lineage, and the circumstances in
which my childhood was passed, I am very proud. You
have told me of an imprudence—nothing more, I am bound
to believe—committed by you; and you say there is neither
guilt nor the shadow of guilt upon your soul. Well, I must,
because I will trust you. In my eyes, you are heaven's
holy truth itself. I know that nothing false has ever passed
these lips—nothing. But those stern churchmen do mnot
know you as I do. They think you a poor, frail girl-—as

3 ,

]
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they pass judgment, I fear, upon all women,” he added bit-
terly, - “It is a part of their creed to believe everybody
evil, somewhere, and it makes them uncharitable to the
weak, as they call your sex. Weak! I wish to heaven men
had your moral strength !

“'Well, Ruth—a little moment more—if they should do '

by you as I have seen them do by others, I fear I should fly
to the uttermost ends of the earth, and never come back
again. I couldn’t bear it ; here I confess my inferiority, my
weakness, in contrast to your strength—for I believe that with
the heroism of an Indian devotee, yon would walk on burn-
ing coals, if they commanded. O Ruth!do not let them put

this indignity on me; for consider, Ruth, in what relation I |

stand to you. Leave them, Ruth—leave them and go with
me, Let me be your religion, Ruth !

She had disengaged herself from his arms, and stood, pale
as death, listening and shuddering. To her awakened con-
sciousness there was an awful presence in that room, over
which “the black shadows reeled with every motion of the
bending flame—even the spirit of demoniac darkness. She
felt, as it were, the hot breath of his burning lips, as the
words fell from those of her captain-lover.

“Save me, Lord, from this new temptation |” was the wild
prayer that went up from her shaken soul.

“Captain Cameron I” she paused for a moment,
there was such a tumult going on within her; “not even
for love such as yours, would I give up my faith in the visi-
ble church. Nol!—if I am to walk the path of my life
~ alone, suspected, and neglected, so be it—it is my Father's

will, If they—the good, the pure, the tried—think it neces- -

sary fo my salvation that I should drink the cup of humility,
I am willing—even to the dregs. Let me—go, now, Cap-
tain Cameron; Iam dizzy—blind-—bewildered—I

L

.
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“Go!” he said, in a voice cold, sharp, and clear as a bell
;n a winter’s night—neither moving nor looking towards

er. ‘

That tone! it fell upon her gentle heart like ice. She
gave one yearning look—she could not help it—no more:
but she said not a word—only turned, slowly, as if it werea
pain to move—groped to the door——opened it—shut it.

Captain Cameron stood thero alone, with folded arms,
The light, as the door went to, gave one frantic leap up
towards the darkness, then expired.

And the light of that heart, that had steeled itself so—
had that, too, gone out ? ‘

s
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Clapter Sinth.

AN INTRUDER AT THE GOVERNOR'S LEVEE.

Avrnovem the streets and the taverns were unusnally
quiet, after a day of so much excitement, there were many
private houses from which sounded yet inspiriting musie
and the mirth of revelry. In the windows of such, the
more expensive tapers yet illumined the dimmess of a
clouded moonlight, while over splendid curtains, shadows of
fairy figures could be seen flitting back and forth.

A dark form stood opposite the governor's mansion. The
night was very chill, and he wrapped his cloak closely about
him. The naval band sent forth inspiriting strains of old
English melodies, and now and then light, laughing voices
mingled in, The house stood a little way back from the

narrow street. It was built of a grayish stone, and with its -

deep copings, iron chains that run from post to post at the

door, heavy mouldings on the windows, and massive lion

guarding its portals, presented a grand appearance. There

was wide space of garden-land on either side. Great trees,
"bare of verdure, flung their naked arms up into the cold

night, Through their branches flashed innumerable lights,
+ —gvery window was ablaze.

. Captain Bill—for the stranger was none other than he—
stood silent, as if in deep reflection. Then he walked slowly
across the narrow street, and entering the gate, which swung
noiselessly open, moved deliberately around the building,
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making a narrow survey of all the premlses, "which the
strong light enabled him to do,

Through the thin curtains he could see the cook flying
from point to point, round the great kitchen. The glowing
fire, surrounded by smoking dishes, gave- indications that a
grand supper was in process of prepa.ration while the savory
smell, that came through subtle openings, made the atmos-
phere redolent of luxury, _

The captain, with much deliberation, watched the hurry-
ing to and fro of the well-fed servants, and muttered to
himself— | ,

“That’s a goodly turkey he takes from the spit, brown
and juicy. I warrant me the table will be spread with all-
manner of delicacies—plenty of the choicest wines, too. .
‘What's to hinder me from making one at the feast? I've as
good a right, Might count the silver, too ; nothing lost by
being careful. Well, sweet uncle (looking up to the parlor
windows), I wish you joy of your reign. I can at least smell
your royal dainties. But stop, lean on your oars, captain,
and reflect, None of this choice company would know me,
save one, possibly two, neither of whom would dare to expose
me. ID'haveit! The dishes are being carried to the table—

' T'm a wine-merchant, just off the Rose frigate. I bring news

to his excellency that the Prince of Orange landed the day—
let me see, ou the first of last month—that will do. So, so,
I'll get a sup and a taste, see the goodly company, and, may-
haps, my witching little cousin Eleanor; taking care to leave
my adieus in time to avoid any particular scene that might
possibly oceur, if it should be ascertained that my frigate and
my occupation are both fabulous.”

While saying this he had taken from a long, deep pocket
in his cloak, a cocked hat, made of some pliable substance.

~ Shaping it out decently against his knee, he carried the cap
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- with the curls attached to the same receptacle, and made
ready to ascend the stone steps.

The ponderous knocker swung to some effect. A servant
in splendid livery of scarlet and black came to the door. The
gold lacings, cords and tassels that depended from his gay
habiliments, flashed out on the mght and made the opening
from the street radiant, like a view irto fairy land.

Captain Bill stood there, cocked hat in hand.

“Can I see his excellency {” he asked, with cool effrontery.
«] bring important news from England.”

‘The servant, with an obsequious bow that had followed
the first, supercilious glance, ushered him into & privite room,
in which, a few moments after, the governor made his ap-
pearince, attended by his secretary. The lafter personage
cartied himself in a grand way. His manner was affectedly
pompous, and his dress bore the marks of the profuse taste
of a courtier of that courtly period.

- The governor paused in the centre of the room, bowed with
a stately air, came forward another step, gently moved into its
place- his massive sword, and bowed again.

“I know not what your excellency will think of me,” said
~ the new-comer, with most consummate coolness and a Jook

of natural embarrassment; “but in my eagerness to be the -

first bearer of important news, I came ashore from the frigate
Rose, now some three miles down the bay, without my docu-
ments, nor did I think of that most important mistake until
I set foot upon the steps of your residence.”

- He stood the image of gentlemanly perplexity.

“The fngate Rose! did we hear aright? And what is
thy news, sir# The governor’s tone was cold, and might
‘have embarrassed an ordinary man,

- “The Prince of Orange, your excellency, landed on the

“second day of last month, and declared himself king with
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great state and pomp. On that very day, your excellency,
the frigate Rose dropped out of the Downs, but not before
news was sent on board. I should not be here in advanco of
the frigate, but with a heavy bribe, I procured the services of
one of the sailors, and was boated ashore.”

The governor bowed again, the news seemed not unwel-
come,

“To whom,” said he, with great gravity, “are we indebted

for this information, and why have we not heard the guns

announcing the arrival of one of his Majesty’s ships of the
line ¥’ '

“ My name, may it please your excellency, is Brentworth ;
I am a wine-merchant of London, of the firm of Brentworth
& Battersea. I am well aware, your—"

“ Mr. Brentworth,” said the governor, smiling graciously,
thrown off his guard by the frankness and naturalness of the
new-comer, “we are happy to welcome you, sir; your name
is a passport anywhere. It is probable that we shall not
hear the guns of his Majesty’s frigate until morning, when
she anchors in the harbor. We beg, Mr. Brentworth, that
you will consider youtself our guest to-night. Supper is just
being served, we should be happy if you would bear us com-
pany to the room where our guests are assembled.”

“ A thousand thanks!” exclaimed the stranger, rising-with
a well-acted confusion; “but I am just from the vessel, your
excellency is aware, and the duties of the toilet—"

“Tut! tut!” exclaimed the governor, smilingly, “we will
hear no excuses, and overlook all disarrangement. - Thy name
is sufficient to cover such minor incongruities, and thine
errand motive enough for haste. Andrew, wilt touch the
bell #—my ser'vant will relieve thee of hat and cloak. And
now, sir, this way.”

Captam Bill bit-his lip, on which lurked the shadow of a
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sarcastic smile, but seemed no ways undannted as he followed
the governor into a room, blazing with a hundred lustres,
pendent from the great English chandeliers, and reflected
innumerable times in the long, gilded mirrors, :

It was a scene of gay enjoyment upon which he was
ushered. The flower of Boston beauty and nobility were
congregated there, and the rustling and flashing of heavy
brocades, the waving of floating plumes, the lightning-like
glitter of precious stones, vied with the radiance of youthful
~ loveliness—the murmur of silvery voices;

For one moment, only one, the adventurous deceiver
trembled as he looked, for some of that brilliant company, it
was just posmble, might know the great wme-merchant
'whose reputation was princely in its way.

None, however, seemed inclined to.dispute his veracity, or
to claim him as an acquaintance, as is sometimes done by
would-know-everybody individuals; and as the news spread,
and the élite dallied it on aristocratic lips, he felt his courage
mount, and grew certain that his assurance would carry him
over all difficulties,

His boldly roving eyes followed the imposing pageant
until they rested upon two young girls, nieces of the gov-
ernor, and cousins, who sat in an alcove talking with two or
three fashionable young men, who, in gay-colored small-
clothes of velvet, and diamond buckles, stood near them.

Margaret, the elder, pale and elegant, her manner giving
evidence of that inimitable repose that marks the high-bred

woman, was attired in robes of sparkling blue satin, whose -

crisp, broad folds fell in a large gleaming circle around her
feet, At the entrance of the reputed wine-merchant, the
sentence she was forming hung suspended from her lips, and
‘a deadly paleness overspread her face, while her motions
became embarrassingly nervous. Her dark eyes and per-
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feetly moulded brow grew troubled, but the excitement that

ensued prevented those around her from marking her exces-
sive agitation. .

Eleanor ‘Saltonstall, her cousin, had one of those faces that
always seem looking at you with a laughing menace, however
brief may be their glance. Pert, piquant, glowing, versatile™
in expression, her charmmg little countenance was now rufiled
with mock displeasure, anon all gemaht.y and rippling smiles.
She was like a marvellous book, that as you read you wonder
what romance is coming next.

Near the two girls stood the Rev. Parris Aldrich, the
tector, as he was called by his own people. His parish was
exceedingly small, but influential, inasmuch as the governor
was at its head, His wife, a delicate, interesting woman,
very much younger than himself, leaned on his arm. The
rector wore a look of quiet sadness. His luminous oyes
seemed always glancing beyond the object they sought. His

- head was slightly bald, adding to the expansiveness of a

white, broad brow,

At some distance from this group, surrounded by her own
circle of admirers, the Lady Anne Bellamont sat, radiant in
jewels. She was perhaps the only woman of (so called)
noble birth in Boston. No other lady in the room wore
ornaments as valuable or garments as rich. Her robes were
of exquisitely lustrous velvet, of a cleag ruby color, while on
her neck and her splendid arms sparkled eyery tint of the
rainbow. Lady Anne was—nobody knew)ﬁ)),w near forty-—

~ and strangers thought her not many years beyond her ’teens,

so young, fresh, and beautiful she contrived to make herself
appear. She was admired and feared, for she had a way of
saying things both wittily and woundingly, .

A close observer might have noted, that while Lady Anne

_ Bellamont displayed her dark’ beauty and keen 1ntellectua1
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powers so lavishly to the multitude, the rector’s wife, fragile
l\@.ry Aldrich, gazed anxiously towards the bold, handsome
vision, and then, with a sigh, drew closer to her husband.
“Uncle Parris,” said Eleanor the gay, touching his anﬁ,
“something hath disaffected Margaret; she seems ill.”

. “Margaret, my daughter!” exclaimed the rector hastily,
and with some alarm in his countenance, as he bent towards
her; ‘while her young stepmother hurried to her, displaying
the most affectionate solicitude.’ |

“T feel ill, father—very ilL” :

“Her ghastly face gave evidence of her sickness or per-

turbation. " ' |
“BShe was well enough before yonder stranger came,’l..saé?

Eleanor, with solicitude in word and manner; “I think 'sh
hath taken a spi ainst the Prince of Orange.”

Pale Mazgaret had arisen, and leaning on the arm of her

father, her ‘mother clasping one of her hands, the three
moved towards the door.
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Chapter Seventh,
Toe GoVvERNOR'S SUPPER.

As they neared the hall, the governor stood directly in
their way, talking with more than his wonted affability to
the pseudo-merchant, whose keen dark eyes were fixed upon
the face of Margaret Aldrich. He paused in his conversation
as the clergyman came towards him, and not noticing the
altered countenance of his niece, exclaimed with some ab-

- ruptness—

« Brother, a pleasant chance hath thrown one of our
English citizens upon our courtesy. Let me present to thee
Mr. Brentworth, who, thou art aware, has brought us news
of much import.” .

The introduction was conducted on principles of the

 strictest etiquette, the clergyman waiting out of respect till

the ceremony was accomplished. Meanwhile, Margaret’s
cheek grow more bloodless, as the stranger, with a singularly
mocking smile, fixed upon her a searching, significant glance.
She trembled so violently, and her weight grew so heavy
upon the rector’s arm, that the latter was forced to apologize,
and conducted his daughter rapidly from the room. The
young girl was borne fainting to her chamber, and her step-
mother remained with her, administering such remedies as
the case seemed to require, ‘

Meanwhile, as Lady Anne watched the scens, the coun-
terpart of Captain Bill’s sardonic smile flitted over the glow- -
ing face of her ladyship. N -
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' “Our young friend seems indisposed since the new ar-
rival,” she said, a touch of irony coloring her voice,

All eyes were turned ‘towards the retreating figure of
Margaret.

“I noticed she grew pale the moment he entered,” added -

Lady‘.Ar_n.le, lightly. “T have heard she hath had two or
three affairs of the heart, which turned out very unluckily.

Still, if this had been a lover, the governor would hardly 4.

treat him so cordially, since he thinketh only a prince wor-

thy the regards of his fair niece. I hear his judgment

broke off the match between Sir John Wyllie and herself,

Mr. Carlion Ross,” she cried, turning suddenly to a tall, dark,

dignified young man, whose countenance told that he readi
the malice in her speech, “ thou must take it for the theme
of thy new poem., Hearts and darts, Dlisses and kisses
sorrows and borrows and morrows, would come in to Ver;
pretty advantage. Thou wouldst, I am sure, do the fair
subject justice.” ‘

“Your ladyship is only jesting, I would fain believe,” said
the young man, in a voice of such stern rebuke (there was
anguish also in its tone), that the color mounted higher
through the delicate rouging, and her eyes flashed angrily
evidently she felt reproved, but her keen retort was inter-
rupted by a summons to supper. .

The drawing-room was soon deserted, and the long dining-
hall filled with the bright faces and brighter costumes of the
gala-guests. The governor’s lady had not participated in
the festivities, a sudden indisposition, though not a severe
one, confining her to her room.

. The reputed wine-merchant was given the first seat at the
nght.‘. of his excellency, in honor of the importance of his
mission, and the rest of the company were ranged according
to their rank, Lady Anne Bellamont and the governor’s re-
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Jations taking the precedence. Justico was done to the
goodly Tepast after the grace had been asked, and a grace in
those times was not an aflair of a moment. Men leaned on
their chaire, humbly looking down and wishing the devout
rector left-handed blessings, while fair ladies hid their faces
behind their fans, and yawned more than once before the.
conclusion. But it was over at last, and snugly ensconeed in
antique chairs, they atfacked the feast merrily,  Richly
wrought glasses shooting from tubes of exquisite workman-
ghip began to blush crimson, as the lips of great, shining
flagons, after the manner of ancient customs, filled them to
the brim with winey kisses. The tinkling touch of meeting
crystal preceded its passage to mouths as sweet and ruby,
and there was brave talking among' the gentlemen, and the
musical laughing of silvery voices. :

None of them all were in better spirits than our bold in-
terloper. His eye regarded, with appreciative admiration,
the splendid service of silver plate. The wine unloosed his
tongue, and he acted well the character he had chosen. It
now and then there were slight, and occasionally serions
defects, in the grammatical construction of his gentences, it
was agreeably passed by, for only the clergy and the learned
professors thought inuch of such matters. To ‘be sure it
was noticed by more than one, but it was scarcely the man,
it was the wealth they excused. \

“Dost recognize this wine?” asked one of the guests,
smacking his lips over the peculiar flavor.

1 thought it was first cousin to some I have at home in
my vaults,” said the captain, with a knowing wink.

« Ay! but how didst thou feel when news came that.
the Datch sailing-master, deputed to bring thy wines to -
this colony two years ago, was captured here, right on the
coast? We did not get the news till the brig was burned

B
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and the men released. By-our faith! but we owe Captain
Bill a hangman’s rope.for that feat”’ . '

“He deserves it,” replied the new-comer, with unabashed
effrontery. “I lost a nice little sum by the rascal”

“Ay! the vessel was thine, I believe.”

. “The vessel was mine,” returned the other boldly, sipping
from his goblet hastily, to hide a cunning smile.

“ By God’s mercy I eried the governor, impetuously, “it
is a monstrous pity that the fellow goes unwhipt of justice.
We shall make it our special duty to find him out as soon as
the winter closes, I cannot think the wretch hath the
hardihood, and yet some say he is lurking still on our coast.
He, with his double—what is the follow’s name ? ah! ‘Red
Hand,’ they call him—have scourged our waters long
endugh, 'We'll break up their piratical nest, if God spare
us till spring 1"

“The play grows serious,” thought Captain Bill, never- -

theless betraying nothing of the uneasiness he felt. “It is
time for me to be thinking of lodgings, Now, trusty Bill,
keep thy wits about thee.”
As if responding to the thought, the governor spoke'
“You will remain with us to-night,” he said ; “our man-
- sion is not in the order we could wish, owing to the capri-
clous health of our lady, but we have a room at your ser-
vice,”
“A thousand thanks!” replied the pseudo-merchant. I
accept your offer.” ‘
“To-morrow, early, we will cause the news to be pro-
claimed to the townspeople” (“the deuce you will !’ thought
the pirate captain). “They are always glad of a holiday.

We will also accompany you on board the frigate, as we ex-

pect dispatehes of some importance touching our office.”
Another moment and the interloper had disappeared.
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Hurrying down the broad staircase, he directed a servant to
pring him his cloak and hat, and before any one had thought
of missing him, the massive door had closed upon him. |

“Hal old fellow, I've got a supper out of you /” he ejac-
ulated, chuckling to himself, “ A pretty fair operation I call
that, though a ticklish one,” he added, laughing, as he re-
placed the cocked hat in the pocket of his cloak, and drew
the cap with its false curls over his brow.

Walking with a firm but rapid pace, he directed his steps
towards Boston Pier. The moon was now nearly gone, and
the wind in gusty snatches piped of a coming storm. High-
er and higher the thousand tongues of water lapped the
slimy piles at the wharf, and the low, deep, but trembling
bass of the further sea came through the curtains of a dense
fog that was apparently rising from the islands in the harbor.

But voice of breeze or sea had little to do with the
thoughts of Captain Bill. His preconcerted signal gwen,
he waited impatiently for company.

“ Here you are !” he exclaimed, as the two sailors emerged
from behind a pyramid of lumber; “I thought perhaps you
would stay in some tavern.”

% What's the use of paying a shilling for a bed, when a
pile of boards answers the same purpose?” asked the fore-
most sailor, in a gruff’ voice. 7

“True enough,”my stingy hearty!” said the captain,
laughing. “ Well, boys, what about the ‘ Prudent Sarah ¢
Did you hear any thing

“Yes, sir, we did,” exclaimed the two men in chorus, the
first speaker adding—¢“ We learned that Obed Bentley,
jeweller to the king, he calls himself, is ashore—that he has
had a flare-up with Cameron—that he returns soon, and in
the mean time will not allow his traps—gold, money, and
all—to be carried from the vessel.”
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“That is brave news, my men!” exclaimed Captain Bill,
"in low tones of exultation. “ We'll be sure to patronize the
- king’s jeweller to an extent he little dreams. We shall be

his best customers—eh # what say, boys ?” and rubbing his
hands he asked, “ when does the ship sail again—and who
has she on board #”

“I judge she sails in a month’s time,” responded the fore-
most speaker ; “but that we can easily find out. The first-
mate and three or four of the men are always aboard.”

“Humph 1” said Captain Bill; “and didst see the pretty
little flower of the town—the coy, dainty, touchy, heavenly

little personage they call Ruth, my men? No? If ’twas
not for ‘Red Hand,’ she should have been my ladybird before
now,” he muttered more to himself, “ But the boat comes.
Remember, men, that for to-night's service I will reward
you handsomely ; and in the booty of yonder vessel, if you
behave yourselves, we go shares.”

So high was the tide by this time, and the force of the
waves so strong, that the little boat leaped along almost to
the edge of the wharf, and Captain Bill needed not to use
the slimed steps by which he generally ascended. Rowing
cautiously outward, they shot from the harbor, steering di-
rectly for the island where their rude habitation was con-

cealed from curious eyes. But of this spot we will speak -

hereafter,
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Ghapter Gighth.

Lerrer FrRoM GoprFrREY LiAMB, BOOEKSELLER, TO HIS WIFE, IN
|

Loxpon.

Darep Bosrow, Feb. 168—.
MosT DEARE LADIE ;

Everie hour scemeth now a day that I am separate from
thee. Mie affaires goe well, sos far, and I think I redeem
mie time, I yesternight spent a pleasant evening with ye
godly Cotton Mather, whose sire, Mr. Increase Mather, 1
consider ye first metropolitan clergyman of ye times and ye
countrie—master of a mightie stock of learning, and, I am
told, a verie eminent man in other affairs, such as it strikes
me be not essential to ye office of a clergyman—I mean
politics, With ye greatest amount of difficulty ye latter is

‘set sail for. England, to adjust some matters with ye king,
. pertaining to religious tolerance. I heare that ye reverend

gentleman had some difficulty in ye going, as he has made
himself enemies among ye magnates by his verie stiffneck-
edness, and violent opposition to ye surrender of ye charter.
There was a forgerie in ye affair, Mr. Mather being supposed
to write & letter slanderouslie, w'h while on ifs way to Am-

* sterdam, was intercepted. Mr. Randolph, ye governor’s sec-

retary, of whom thou knowest, and who is verie sweet on ye

governor, got ye letter in his owne hands and made bad use

to it. Mr. Mather immediately charged Mr. Randolph with

being ye forger, w'h so incensed that gentleman (who, I must
4 ‘
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say, is in verie bad odor with ye people here) that he bro't
action of slander against ye clergyman, laying his damages
at five hundred pounds. In ye trial but verie recentlie, Ran-
dolph lost his case, and commenced ye action anew, sending
men for ye reverend gentleman for to arrest hym. But he
was protected by God and his own friends, who secreted hym
safely and got hym aboard ye ship that was prepared for

hym. So he is bound for England, and mie dearest wife may

meet hym there, '

‘Mr. Cotton Mather lives like a gentleman, and hath ye
best-stocked library I have seen out of England. His home

is exceeding comfortable, though he liveth not in splendor,
~ yet one may tell that he hath no low or common tastes,
He showed me some of his manie labors, one of them he
entitleth “Magnalia Christi Americana,” which surelie wilt
be a goodlie, learned, and voluminous task, w'h I would
rather to his doing than mine own,

Yo little maid Ruth, of whom I told thee, is still seeming
verie wretchedly unhappie. She hath so sweetlic touching a
beautie, as if she were bearing some yoke for ye Lord’s sake,

that one cannot jﬁdge her guilty of anie serious naughtiness, .

I spoke of her but yesterday to ye Reverend Mather, in
whose church she hath been a chosen lamb. He seemed to
pitie her verie much, but he is a man whom—should I dare
Judge—wonld cut off his very right hand, or pluck out his
most precious eye, did he deem it but duty., He says, “if
she will not confesse, she must be punished ; and that were
it his own child, he should feel the same toward,” which I
make no doubt he would, From some hints, ye handsome
captain hath resented ye prettie Ruth’s attachment toe her
church—perhaps also mingling some small jealousie with
his feelings. I did not think it in his brave soul so to doe,
but all men have their weaknesses,
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I have nob yet told thee, heart of mine, what a right
pleasant companie I met at ye governor’s but lately. I went
with a friend, who had a ready hand in ye affair. Trulie it
was a courtlie gathering, there being much show of splendor
even to some of ye ladies wearing trains and jewels that -
would have seemed fitting to ye queen’s drawing-room. I
suppose thy womanlie curiositie (not. that thou hast more
than any man—that will I not concede) would be gratified
did T tell thee of the company assembled. Well, soe will I
doe—and in conclusion write thee something that mayhap
may set thee to laughing.

First should be noticed, on account of her rank, ye lady
Anne Bellamont, a notoriously (perhaps ye word is not much
amiss) fashionable woman, of exceeding great beantie—
though there is that in her countenance and in her pointed
tongue that pleaseth me not. TPerhaps she deemed herself
ye star of ye companie. I did notso. By ye way, I have
heard pieces of strange rumors, w'h, when tacked together,
as ladies sew bits of calico to form curious figures, make a
strange rumor concerning her and ye rector, Parris Aldrich,
ye Episcopal, of whom before I made mention to thee. He
hath been here now somewhat of four years, and hath taken
a prettie little wife, a great deal younger than himself, being
his second lady.

Then there were ye governor’s stately niece, Miss Marga-
ret Aldrich, daughter to ye minister, and a little Eleanor
Saltonstall, whom some call ye rose of Boston, with beautie
of fair and sprightlie degree. Little Miss Eleanor and Miss
Margaret have been in ye colony some time. I hear it
rumored that as ye governor's lady is invalided, ye two
prettie nieces will stay at government house awhile, to do

ve honors. '

There were other ladies of note there, but it would take
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me much ‘time to remember - their charms ; I leave that for
you to infer-—namely, that they were all of a sorte, verie
good-looking. .

But ye thing I was to tell thee is what follows. A fellow
came demurely to sce ye Governor,. saying that important
news was brought by him. I myself wonder at ye obtuse-
ness of his Excellencie, in listening, to one who brought no
good evidence with him, but so it secems ye Excellencie was
taken in and done for by this knave.

A right, brave time did my gentleman have, telling of ye
Prince of Orange—for do you think he said ye Prince had
landed in England and proclaimed himself King.

My master-knave represented himself as ye great wine-
merchant, Brentworth, And I spoke to one of the company,
saying—* 8ir, T once saw ye brother of this Brentworth, who
is most worthy magistrate of ye County of Sutfolk, but never

did I note such a difference, for his-eyes were blue and his

hair and beard red, while ye face of this man is wondrously
dark complected.”

Still, how could T te]] 2

Very well, after supper it seems ye Governor tendered
him a chamber in w'h to pass ye night, which he accepted,
and then played him a verie mean trick,

Prettie soon his Excellencie misses ye great merchant,
and thinks him perhaps gone to his chamber—sends a ser-
vant to make things comfortable for him, "but lo! and
. behold-—noe marchant there. Well, he waited, and nbthing

coma of it. So then he sent in different ways about ye
house for information in ye matter, and one lackey sayeth
to ye Governor, who comes down ye stairs to see in his
anxiety, “ Was it ye man who was so dark and brought over
ye Prince of Orange 1” :

“Confound ye Prince of Orange I” said his Excolloncie—
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then added, quite hastily, “God bless me!” for you see he

‘began to think that all might not be so right, putting this

and that together. Well, the lackey made reply that ye
gentleman came down asking for bis cloak a.nd hat, and
when they were brought to him he laughed in a strange
way and went out. But ye best of it was ye :bestlle?yhOf
another lackey who had much ado to,].{eep hisface straight.
He said that going out to fasterl ye blinds of ye ]'ower win-
dows, he of necessitie heard ye man mutter something dei'og-
atory of his Excellencie—saying that he was an .old fellow, |
and he had got a supper out of him, or something to that
purpose. Upon w'h, when he saw ye ef.fect upon ye Gov-
ernor, he added— and he put his hat in his poc':ket, and put
apon his head a cap from which long curls did hang after

L]
e fashion of some of ye young galla.nts. '
! Never did I see man in worse taking than was his Excel-

lencie. . ‘

“We have been deceived!” he cried, hastily taking t.re*-
mendous steps to and fro in ye hall, and darting flashes like
lightning from his eyes ; and he would see no more of ye com-
panie, but straightway went to bed. .

Since then there hath been great exertions made to ﬁ1-1d

out ye knave, but all to no purpose. Ye Governor is F:tl”
very angry about ye matter, being a person of great dignity,
and very sensitive to ridicule. It hath been ye talk of ye
citie, and—
- But I forgot to mention that on ye entranfze of ve
stranger, ye niece of his Excellencie had like to faint away.
Thy woman's wit may see somewhat in that to mz‘tke ro-
mance of. I confess it did look strange, altho’ belike ye
gentlewoman had over-fatigued herself by ye doings of ye
day- | ’ ) . s

But I am making too long a matter of this writing ; yet
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mfat?links, dear heart, I am talking to thee
mgnature (which I always wear next my heart,‘) manie times
:h ay. Far.ewell. . In my next I hope to be able to tell
thee something satisfactorie, touching ye little maiden Ruth

- in whom T take lively interest, as also in yeo Captain, Whli) i;

as passionately fond of his countrie as Junius Brutus, and
famous Scasvola among ye Romans, ’ 7

T kiss thy

. Truly, your loving
Lawms,
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Chapier Ninth,
Tue Qo Wirca orF Brack ‘HORSE Laxz.

Braox Horse Lane !

A collection of incongruous-Jooking houses, motley in
color, diverse in age—some inclining forward as if they had
practised the trick of peering into the lower windows of
their opposite neighbors until it had become chronic; some
in their efforts to preserve a stately equilibrium leaning the
other way ; others shrinking together as if collapsing with
perpetual cramp—rough, rude hovels intermixed, gardens
here and there, or spots where they should be—cows chew-
ing patiently—hens clucking, dogs-domestic howling.  Just
as the lane had been laid out and peopled by the first settlers
of Boston, so it was now. ‘

In old times there was a tradition of this same zigzag

_thoroughfare, On sunny afternoons the quaint dames sit-

ting in the doorway told it to the children—old dames with
bleached faces, and lines like tiny rivers meandering within

the framing of those anciént frills of quilled white linen.

 They had seen the black horse. On still, moonlighted
nights when the trees held wealth of silver in their tops and
their spread hands were gloved with leaves, and the streams
shone white and lustrous, they themselves, sitting .at their
little cabin-windows, had seen the spectre of the great black
horse,

“For ’twas high as a house, dearies)” cried the ancients,
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“and it always came in one place, opposite the stunted,
blasted, pear-tree that stood in Goody Shrimp’s front yard.”
At that suspicious place, strange to say, it always disappeared,
and sank without noise in the ground.

On such story-pap were our infant ancestors fed.

Yes, opposite Goody Shrimp’s two little front-windows,
looking so strangely dark under the overhanging story above,
the crime must have been committed. ‘

A gentleman who had in some manner incurred the anger
of the Indians, brought his beautiful young English wife to
this country, So one day, as he often did, he took her to
ride with him. Here, where there was then but a trampled
path among the bushes, they were overtaken. She doubtless
shook her bright curls to the wind, and laughed like a girl,

over this, ba.her, novel style of equestrianism. In England
she had been accustomed to her own milk-white steed ; now
‘'she clasped the stalwart form of her husband with her slen-
der, snowy arms, and the great black horse, the handsomest
steed in all the country, bore them safely on, until—

She was, perhaps, just nodding to the wild roses that
crimsoned like her cheek, and saying how fragrant the sweet-
brier made the air, when, whiz, a dozen fatal arrows flew
from the thick bushes, levelling the proud husband and the-

bonny, gay young English wife, Poor, loving hearts! The

cruel red-man scalped his victims and fled after the furions
black horse, Away he went through thickets, over fields;
and tradition sayeth that living man never caught the black
horse of Brittany, and that years after a spectral steed and
spectral rider were seen in the pass that was afterwards called
Black Horse Lane.

Where the blasted pear-tree grew, there lived weird, old,
Goody Shrimp, She was a singular and single woman, of
striking presence, tall, angular, and hook-nosed, with an eye
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like that of a hawk, intensely black and piercing. Goody
Shrimp might be called well to do in the world_. The tenement
she occnpied was her own, the gift of a seafgrmg brothe? long
since dead. A valuable piece of pasture-land was a.ls? in her
possession. Ter little house was black for want of paint, and
in some places the clapboards were faflling off. 'The Goocg
occupied the first or ground floor., Thl's room was the lengd
and breadth of the house, and used as kitchen, parlor, and be}:l -
room. Ancient keepsakes cropped out everywherg, and the
farniture was, technically speaking, as f:old as the hills. "I.‘hgi
four-post bedstead of solid mahogany (it would have blushc? _
at a hint of veneering), had been in use a hundred years in
England before it was brought to America. The very l;ang;
ings were stained with age, for they had seen service almos
as long as the bedstead. The high chairs, whose. carv'ed
backs were equal to a man's stature, were worn Whl.te with
constant usage. Every thing, from the massive andirons to
the great clock ticking with a ful;teral solemmf;y and a magis-
terial dignity, had its history. Did one know it; the old room
was a museum of facts and fossils. .

One cloudy, rainy evening when the fine drops: of moisture
kept the fire singing and spluttering, ‘Goody Shrimp, on sup-
per intent, bustled about her room with a very busy a}x’, now
puffing at the flame with the leathern-lunge.d bellows, now
stirring something that stewed in an iron sk.lllet Fhaf; sat on
a heap of live coals, and from whose clattering lid issued a
3¢ steam,

Mv;ziugh the rain drizzled down the chimney, the draught
was good, and the clear, clean flame shot up, up, and spent
itself in smoke that mingled with the watery vapots above.

. A lone woman! : | .

There is pathos in the words. No mother to t?ﬂ for—no
sister to aid—no brother to bring glad tidings. Plty them—
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the lone women of this world. They are like pillars stand-

ing desolate among the ruins they once helped support,
- They are like withered tree-trunks, bearing only the mockery
of dead verdure. There must be special blessings if-not spe-
. cial promises for them, God help them!

- It was true, strange as it might seem, that old, withered,
ayl and sour-looking crone, had marched once from chair
to chair, patting the strong leathern seats with dimpled,
blossom-pink hands—making that sweet music that comes
from pattering feet, from clinging fingers, and from baby-
lips. Not here, but in a happy English home she had
grown up light-hearted. Famous for her beauty, she was
called, when a maiden, the little witch of Cumberland—
now, in a strange country, decrepit, disappointed, unhappy,
and alone, she was nicknamed the old witch of Black Horse
Lane, '

A loud, quick rap at the door made Goody Shrimp’s brows
draw together ominously. She started, cast a look at the
one broken teacup and the small loaf on the stand at her side,
another at the skillet, and hastened forward at the sound of
a quicker and a louder thump. ’

“Good sakes, man! what for do you rattle a woman’s
house down over her head " she exclaimed, in her habitu-
ally hoarse, masculine voice. “Don’t ye know better man-
- ners than that ¥’

“ Manners ! Goody Shrimp, manners!” and Marmaduke
Catcheod rolled into the room, shaking the wet drops off at
every step like a great, shaggy dog, and snuffing the savory
atmosphere. ¢ Catchcod, duke of Marma, is above and be-
yant any institution of that kind, let me tell you, Goody .
Shrimp,” he answered, throwing his cap down and famil-
iarly seating himself at one end of the blazing woodpile.
“I come, firstly and foremostly, to inquire after your excel-
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Jent health, and secondly and hindmostly, to ask if you want
to insult the stars to-night.” :

“Stars ! cried the old woman, pointing up the chimney
“they're all shooting stars to-night—they’ve got their great-

= coats on for fear of being wet—he, he.”

“ Why, Goody Shrimp, I thought you could always see em
even in the daytime, with your superior eye-sight,” exclaimed
the sailor, putting up first one heavy boot, then the other. |

“Yes, I can see some kind o stars” -replied Goody
Shrimp, shortly ; “you ain’t one.” . .

“Lord bless you, no; there ain’t no kind of shine about
me,” said Marmaduke, good-naturedly; “but I tell you
what, I guess the young gallivanters of your day used to see |
stars in your eyes, didn’t they? come now—wern’t you a
pretty hansum girl, Goody Shrimp #’

“ Well, they called me so,” said Goody Shrimp, her manner
becoming a little more agreeable ; “but what's your errand ¥

“ Why, my errand, Goody, is to give you just, as, many,
shillin’s, as, yow'll, see, stars;” saying which hé cocked his
head on the side of his one eye, and looked as coaxingly out
of it as he knew how. ' o

“What do ye want iold about? Don’t you know, Mr.
Mather says, I've got an evil eye? ain’t you afraid of me¢”

“ T've seen too many sights to be afraid of an old woman, -
a young woman, a middle-aged female, a crying baby, or Mr.
Mather to boot,” replied Marmaduke, shaking his head and
his long cue solemnly. “I saw the devil in the Indies, and
a paddygody in Chinee, where they briled such poor wretches
as you and I and TlI tell ye, Goody,” he added, slapping
his knee, and delighted at the prospect of a listener for his
marvellous stories, “I'll tell ye how I got clear from being
.briled myself.” |

“Tt must have been because you were so humly, you
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frightened the salvages off from it,” said Goody Shrimp, look-
ing towards him with some interest. _

“Well, I'll allow that’s a pretty fair guess,” said Marma-
duke, rolling his eye, “but youre wide of it. When I saw
’em at their infernal stewing, I said, what a pity it was they

didn’t know how to make a mungy-pungy broth ; that was

my kind o’ Chinese, d'ye see. Well, one of them as under-
stood enough of English, wanted to know how “twas mads,

and I told ’em if they’d Iet me off, I'd show ’em a stew that'd

beat any thing they’d ever eat; so they agreed. Well, I
went to work, never asking no questions as to whose body
and bones I was cuttin’ up, and I made a deuce of a stew
with about an ounce of striknum in it, to put the heathens
into a comfortable sleep after they’d dined, ye see. Well, it
fixed ’em.”

“1I should think it might,” said the old dame.

“Yes, and some plaguey mean folks as is unwillin® to give
a body credit for any thing, has gone so far as for to doubt
that story, and even ask how I eome to have striknum in my
‘pockets, "way off in Chinee. I nevet condescend to explain
any thing to no such folks as them,” he added loftily.

“Then there's the time,” he continued, not seeing that

Goody Shrimp was vexed with his waiting, “that I got left

on them bloody Fejee Islands with a Jew's-harp in my

pocket. The only way I could save my life was to keep

Jew's-harping and dancing. It tickled ’em so that they had
a notion to keep me at it all night; and if there hadn’t been
an eclipse of the sun that sent ’em howling, I might a bin
dancing there to this minute. Perhaps you havn’t read the
- old English poets that writ verses in examiners. I've com-
posed it since with a vast deal of pains, and nothing would
have give me greater satisfaction than to have sung it to
their copper-colored faces. This was it:
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¢ You heathens! you sezonndrels, you bare-
Legged rutfing of salvages|
I wish I had a gun and & good lot ~ -
Of powder and balls into it,
I'd soon fix your stringy, tough, leathery
-Cheeks, you raw-looking canibles,
I'd tear your old—?

“Lord! what's that?” and with a yell he sprang from
bis seat. :

Something had come scrambling down the chimney, and
settled with a death-grip on bis shoulder ; while at the same
time he felt warm breaths on his cheek, and heard a noise .
like low-muttered thunder close to his ear.

“ Nick—good fellow! Why, it’s only Nick, my black cat
Nicholas,” eried Goody Shrimp, with a shrill langh, as the
frightened animal flew to the opposite corner of the room and
took refuge under the bed. * He always comes dowun the
chimley that way—I'm used to him. Come here, Nick—here,
poor Nick ;—he’s the only thing I've got to love me,” she
added.

“Old Nick, you'd better say,” cried the frightened sailor,
coming back, puffing, and blowing, and wiping his face very
hard. “I've heern tell that a black cat is the Evil One him-
self, and I b'leeve it. That’s bad luck for me, Goody Shrimp.
Drat it! I was born for misfortin’; and it's all come o’
knowing too much. Them whom the gods loves, ither dies
young, or or'to. Why wasn't I carried off when a baby, in
one fell scoop, as the poet has it ?”

“ Come, if you want me to tell you any thing, you'd better
be spry about it,” said Goody Shrimp, impatiently; “my
gallimaufry’s a’most done, and I want my supper.”

“ Gallimaufry " exclaimed Marmaduke, his powerful mind .
immediately concentrating on the sublime art of cookery, as

~ he snuffed the air. % Let me tell you, Goody Shrimp, that
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gallimaufry without inguns is a mistake. I take my pepper
and salt, my odds and ends, my——" '

“You may take yourself off as soon as you please,” cried
| Goody Shrimp, more sharply than before. “If you want me

to fell you any thing—I'm in a hurfy; I can’t wait all night
for my supper.” :

“Well then, Goody, I've dreamed a dream,” said the
sailor, brought to terms by her shrill, angry tones, “and I
reckon it bedes no good. 'T'was a queer mixter—all about
Captain Cameron and little Miss Ruth, and you and I, and
the gov'ner, and all creation in a hubbub gen’ly. Now, I
wants ter know what that 'ere dream means.”

“1I reckon you'd been drinkin’,” said Goody Shrimp,

% 8o I had, aunty—that’s good for a guess!—drunk the

town-pump, up in Cornhill, a'most dry, and then went to -

bed to take a sweat; consequently which durin’ the night I
dreampt wisions and see dreams. That’s accordin’ to natur’;
natur’s a powerful dreamer.”

~ The old dame, who never missed the opportunity of
earning a shilling, pulled her scraps of curtains down, shut
the heavy inner blinds, walked twice in a ecircle, and then,
without speaking, took a key from her pocket, applied it to
a lock that seemed to be inserted in the wall, turned it, and
open flew a door, .
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Ghianpter Tenth,

- CoNSULTING THE Y AMILIARS.

Tre superstitious sailor sat awe-struck, wondering what
was coming next; his hands clasped between his knees, his
chin protruding, his eyes staring.

“ You must promise never to tell a word of it,? she said,
turning her keen, witch-like face, which had grown sterner
towards him,

« 1] take a solemn swear,” was his response, and still he
gazed and gaped. Forth from its receptacle, the old witch
of Black Horse Lane drew a box, a. cirele of wood marked
with red and black lines diverging from its centre, 2 little
bag of gunpowder, and a book.

The fire had almost spent its strength, and now burnec
dimly. The candle-end made small show of light, but dis-
played a twisted wick, black and smoking—a few crawling
sparks dying on its tip.

Suddenly the room seemed to grow darker. The burning
brands hissed, as the rain, now falling heavily, plashed upon
them. The wind roared louder in the narrow lane. It rat-
tled the blinds—it shook the windows—it rocked the house—
it blew the ashes over the hearth. Marmaduke began to
wish he had staid at the Anchor Tavern, with his jolly
mates, instead of putting himself in the power of this ghostly
woman, who stood so straight and stern, her scant garments
falling about a thin, ungainly form, her eyes glowing spectre-
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like, When she proceeded to light a little lamp which
burned with a small blue flame, he started up, exclaiming—
~ “There! no more o’ that' I'm clean gastered out o’ my
wits now.” ‘

“I thought you’d seen worse sights than this in the In-
dies,” said the old Goody, a mocking smile playing over her
features, that in the blue light gleamed horribly.

“Yes, but that’s witcheraft, sure /—that’s more nor I can

stand. Lord! we shall both be taken to jail, and then the

devil—he won’t know us; that’s the way with such critters.”

% Hush I” exclaimed the woman. Her hoarse voice si-
lenced him, and he sank back moodily in his chair. The
little ball was sent rattling round the circle. A few grains
of gunpowder were sprinkled over it. First the Goody would
consult her book, then round went the bullet, and she, mum-
bling, traced it till it stopped, repeating, “Black or red,
black or red. Black! black!” she muttered; “it always
stops at the black, 'Woe in high places, before long—woe in
high places! Some of the gentry is going to die; mayhap
in government house itself:

“ Gentry, you said, gentry |” cried Marmaduke Catcheod,
his tecth chattering; “that don’ mesan me, then. I ain't
nothin’—I ain’t nobody, if they do call me Duke of Marma.
O Lord! can’t you stop the thing ¢

“Bilence |” said Goody Shrimp, flashing her two fires of
eyes into his white face,

“It’s all a bad future,—very bad,” she muttered ; “it may
be for you, or for him ; it may be for all of us—I can’t tell.
You'll be whipped if you ain’t hanged and I shall be hanged
if I ain’t burned; and there’s misery enough in store for all
of us.” .

“ Bother the thing ! ain’t you done yet$” cried Marma-
duke, shaking from head to foot.
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“No, I ain’t done yet; you wanted to hLear me, and you
shall hear me out. There’s Miss Ruth—pretty Ruth! dainty
Ruth I—she’s got to come to trouble about some galliard

that’s bent on doing his worst by her; there’s a great lady

makmg sorrow for her, too. I think your master better get
his ship off to sea,—I think so; tell him so from me.”

“ Tl tell him any thing——only let me get clear from this ;
any more news from the—from that thing there #"* asked the
sailor, recoiling, as the monstrous black cat came slinking
from under the bed, and pmred against his leathern
breeches. '

“Come here, Nick,” said old Goody Shrimp ; adding, dryly,
“thourt not afraid of Zém, art thou? He hath seen far
worse sights than thee, in the Indies.” '

“No, Goody, I'll take it all back,” said Marmaduke.
“Shiver my timbers if ever I spent a harder ’our than this,
Arter to-night, the Chinese may cook me in their padd ygodies,
and the canmba.ls may eat me—Lord bless me! T ain’t got no
heart in me.’

So saying, he lifted himself from the leathern-back chair,
and plunging his hands into his pockets, brought out two
silver shillings, and tendered them to Goody Shrimp. She
received them with a grim smile and a stiff courtesy, and he
went out into the storm, fully assured that Goody Shrimp
had proved her title to deal in witcheraft.
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Chapter Eleventh,

Tur CAPTAIN CONSULTETH THE WITCH.

- TrE old woman chuckled as the door closed on Catcheod,
duke of Marma, and brightening the fire, laid her tools of
pretended necromancy aside. She next poured out her gal-

‘limaufry, or stew, and ate her supper, stopping many times
to throw her withered old head aside and laungh.

“What a witling” she ejaculated. “I could ha’ made
him believe what I would, the brave carlet! Ha! the more
I see of men, the more I think that if nature didn’t make

‘em fools, she made ’em dreadful soft. I'm glad I ain’t got

one. There’s another galliard come for his fortune. It's

well if they don’t git me into the hands o’ the clargy, or.

into the ling o’ the fire”

Again the knock sounded.

“Oh! bang till you’re tired, dear; I shall bide my tlme,”
said the Goody, taking a last mouthful. * Seems to me it's
more than usual for me to have such a many visits—
my reputation’s getting up, and there must be trouble a
brewing.”

The knock was once more repeated, and by this time
the Goody had gained the door, which she threw open.
‘In stepped Captain Cameron, with a salutation. He was
dr1pp1ng@1t;h rain—his face worked uneasily—his eyes were
heavy and réd, as if for want of slumber. An expression of
haggardness detracted from the remarkable beauty of his face.

}
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“Well, and what can I do for you ' asked Goody
Shrimp, adding grim smile and respectful courtesy.
“Give me a sedt by your fire for a moment, 'm wet
"through,” was his moody answer.
“Eh, goodriess! it can’t be the rain that’s made you that -
ringing |” exclaimed: Goody Shrimp.
“No, not exactly the rain, but something very like it, the
water,” replied Captain Cameron. “I rowed from Charles-
town to Flounder-lane, and by some stroke of bad seaman-
ship, upset myself under the mill-bridge up here in Hanover-
street. The consequence was a ducking. However, no
matter about that, it isn’t the first time. I've come here to
consult yon upon several matters, You know, Goody, how
it has been between Ruth Margerie and me, and I fear the
girl will fail me now. Mistress Bean has never been over-
particular with her, but for all that she has seemed to me
like an angel of goodness and purity. Now she’s up before
the church on something very near a charge of immorality,
and what they’ll do with her, God only knows. I'm half
distracted when I think of it, Goody, and I havn’t anybody

_ to talk to about it that woul'dllisten to me with patience, and

so P've come here, knowing-that your poor brother, Captain
Shrimp, was a good friend to me.”

. He sighed heavily as he added, “T expect I talk and act,
and for that matter look like a zany. I havn’t been rightly
myself since that night—I mean the night the governor -
came from New York, Then we had words, no--not we—
Z——1 was angry, very angry—she is never heated—oh, no!
too cold! like a pure beautiful statne—and—1I believe I am
dazed! She is too pure for passion—1I will not say was, for
I must, T must believe her. But, oh! this suspicion is an
ugly thing! It would turn to poison even the very
mother’s milk I”
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- He paused after this rapid, incoherent speech, paused and
looked fixedly into the fire, but in 2 moment spoke again,

“To-night I saw her, /She was in keeping with one of
those icicles in broadcloth—one of those long-faced sancti-

" monious elders. He may be a canting hypocrite, he may -

not; I dow’t know him. I thought it must be her, I flashed
my launtern in her face as if by accident, Yes, I should have
~ known her by the fashion of her start. Would she start so
if she were innocent, do yon think? Poor thing, poor little
thing! there was the grieved look I last saw. I wish I was

cooler, T wish I had the temperament of some of those puri- -

tanical old fellows—but I havn’t. I'm a flash of lightning !
Pm a clap of thunder! and I always strike somebody.”

Goody Shrimp waited kindly upon his mood. She rakeéd
the dead coals in which her gallimaufry had stood, into the
living embers, swept up the broad hearth, and tucking her
black short-gown further under her girdle, sat complacently
to hear him out. The flush of the fire colored his cheek 3
his eyes shone with the brilliancy of fever, He kept biting
his nether lip and passing his hands uneasily across his
knees. | '

“Goody "—he turned towards her, scanned her face
rapidly, then fronted the fire again, the red spot deepening
like a.hectic on either cheek—* you ounce told me you knew
things concerning the past. I Believe—perhaps—one may
tell something of that; but of the future—never! There is

.arumor concerning the maid Ruth; oh! no, a bitter cer-

tainty ; I had it from her lips. Yet, Ruth! poor little
Ruth!1—T love her so”” His voice deepened to a woman’s
tenderness. “I must believe that she is spotless as the
driven snow ; but—Dbut”—he brought his hand down heavily
upon his knee; his face worked with internal agony—¢she
- confesses—confesses,”
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" Rapidly he told the old woman of his last interview with
Ruth, then added— :

“ Now, Goody, can you, by the aid of any ast you have,
tell me the man who kissed my Ruth 2 If you can, I'll give
you two gold severeigns,”

The eyes of the old crone glistened ; avarice was her be-
setting sin. As he paused, the young shipmaster breathed
hard, and awaited her reply half fearfully. '

“T can tell thee something that will enable thee to know
the man,” she said, putting on an oracular, air.

% In the first place, I must consult my charm, and in order
to sec 1ightly” (she threw some powdered brimstone on the
logs; its blue ghastly flame leaped wide, causing the captain
to spring backward with an exclamation), “I must bring fire
to bear upon it. But thou knowest, captain, that I place
myself within reach of the extremest laws by what I do to-

-night. It is hardly worth while, after all, to risk my life for

paltry gold. Now, if this should go forth, or reach the ear
of the godly Mathers, I am ruined.”

“] pledge you my word it shall never be known to living
mortal ;—did the outer door open ¢ he asked, as a cold breath
of air rushed in through some crevice, and bent the whole
body of fire-flame to the hearth. ‘

“ No, the fire obeyeth me; it boweth towards me,” re-
turned Goody Shrimp, artfully taking advantage of every
trifling circumstance. At the same time the captain thought
he detected an unusual stir and rustle about thé room ; but
willing to admit that every thing in this hour was connected
with the supernatural, he soon ceased to regard it, so intent
was he upon the business upon which he had come.

By this time Goody Shrimp had twice gone the round of
her imaginary circle, had unlocked the little closet, and
brought forth her pretended implements of magie.
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“It is passing strarige!” she cried, and was evidently in -

earnest; “which way soever I throw the ball, it stops at the
black. There is surely trouble brewing,” she muttered under
her breath. _
As she stood there, Nicholas ran up her dress and seated
himself with grave deliberation upon her shoulder, as if it
were an accustomed place. If there had been wanting any
thing to perfect the weirdness of this reputed witch, the cat
supplied the demand. Even the young shipmaster, strong
‘and brave though he was, felt himself shudder as he gazed
upon the picture, The woman with her searching eyes
bent on the board, the cat perched knowingly by her ear,
as if to whisper the suggestions of the evil one.
“Tlold! hold! not now !” shouted a shrill voice.

“ Yes, yes, off with the beldame, the witch, the emlssary of

Satan 1”?

“A warrant! a warrant!” cried another, waving the in-

strument above his head.

“The Lord defend us all!” shouted Gaffer Scates, lifting
his l‘antern; “you here, Master Cameron ?”

“8o you see,” replied the young man coolly ; “ what, under
heaven, are you going to do #”

“Take the cat, too—the cat! cat!” shouted the man Who
acted as leader.

They had all come in, a dozen of them, with such fearful

speed that the young shipmaster had hardly raised himselt

in his chair before they were upon him. Goody Shrimp.
stood as if paralyzed, still holding the suspicious board in
her hands, Nicholas had sprang .at the first onset, and dis-
appeared up the chimney.

“ Gentlemen, what is this all about ?—how many of you
does it take to apprehend one old woman?® the c¢aptain
asked mdlgnantly
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" “Oh! mercy, met ey ! gentIefolLs, on a poor lone woman!”
cued poor Goody Shrimp, now weeping.

“ Ask mercy of your master!” gruffly cried the sheriff,
coming towards her with a courage that it could be easily
scen was assamed. ¢ Call on the devil in the day of your
need.” ‘

“Tt astonisheth me much that thou shouldst see her
practise her ungodly necromancy,” said Gaffer Scates, still
speaking to Captain Cameron, who was trying to still the
clamor.

“« And T am astonished, Gaffer Scates, that a man of your
years should be led to place any belief in witches and the
powers of necromancy. The woman was doing no harm;
she is old and childish. What do you trouble her for ¢"

“ Indeed, then, captain, did I not sce the devil talking
with her?” . '

“You saw a harmless cat, all the pet the poor creature
has to cherish, and to love her—a harmless black cat. -You
are too old, T hope, to be afraid of a cat,” returned the cap-
tain. “As to my coming here, it was a foolish, desperate
humor, and if it has got this poor old creature into trouble,
I shall never forgive myself.”

« Oh ! what will become of me; oh! oh! what shall T do?”
cried Goody Shrimp, twisting” her hands and rocking her
body; “good gentlefolks, take my house, tuke my medder
land—it brings three pound clear a season—take every thing
I have, gexitle folks, but spare my old life. It won't last
long.”

Her eries were p1t1f11] but reached no heart save that of
Captain Cameron. He stood flushed and pale by turns.

“This is one.of her infernal machines” said the sheriff,
holding the board at arm’s length by the finger and thumb,
as though fearing contamination. Captain Cameron took it
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from his hand, and smiling disdainfully, exclaimed, “ Why,
this is an old orrery, a planetarium for exhibiting the motions

- of the planets There’s no more witcheraft about it than
there is about you”

The sheriff, an ignorant fellow, nodded his head signifi-
cantly, as much as to say, “ You may tell me that till you're
black in the face, I shan’t believe it.”

“ And what is this 2~gunpowder ! balls! NOW do I verily
believe and certify that she hath doings with the devil”
cried Gaffer Scates, “Confess, woman, confess, and save thy
soul from damnation! Thon dost stand charged now with
bewitching old Gaffer G;uland, just gone with the gout, so

that he cannot sleep o’ nights. Mistress Barnes certifieth

that thou gav'st a bolus to her little child, infant in arms,
who hath not ceased to suffer since with fits. Madam Tryon
is sure thou hast cast an evil eye upon her, since ‘the hard
d:spute between thee about a pig; and there are numerous
indictments for which thou must answer. What say. you,
friends, shall we take her to the Reverend Cotton Mather ¢

If she be mdeed 2 witeh, she cannot bear the sight of tha.t |

godly man.”

“Oh! I pray ycu, I pray you, good gentlefolks, I am an
old woman, a very old woman, and -I suffer with the rheu-
matics. It is a bad night; don’t take me out; wait till the
morning, wait till the morning!” cried Goody Shrimp, ir
 tones of the shrillest, wildest anguish.

“ Ay, and give you a chance to make off with your mas-
ter, the devil—that is he! that is he!” cried several, as the
black cat, driven by the rain and hoping for shelter came
scrambling down, and heallng the many vomes, turned and
sprang up the chimney again.

“Didst see his eyes? they were. verily blazmg fire 1”
shouted the shemﬁ'
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“Tools ! muttered Cameron under his breath; then
added— . '

«Be merciful; don't take the poor woman out in this
storm, which inereases every moment. Set a watch and let
her rest ill the morrow. She is old, too old to be tor-
mented.”

“She tormenteth others” replied the sheriff, “and my
orders were to bring her before the Reverend Cotton Mather,
and from thence take her to the justice. So, old witch, on
with thy traps.”

“ Iphuman I” cried the shipmaster, while his eyes glittered.
The Goody turned weeping to obey the brutal order, while
the narrow entry was besieged with the inhabitants of the
lane, who had come to see the old witch taken off.

And thus in pleasant New England did superstition run
riot, sparing neither gray hairs nor bending bodies, tearing
the wife from the husband, the aged crone from her fireside
‘corner, and mocking at tears and holy grief. ‘

As the young shipmaster, disgusted and healt—smk left the
scene, he heard the Sheriff mutter—

“ We'll have him next, if he isn’t careful ; they say there
were strange domgs on board the Prudent Sarah ”

With an execration in his heart, the captain walked out’
and on through the sleet and the driving storm.
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Chapter Twelith,

Rure srErore toe Coureil.

Tre young shipmaster was right. It was Ruth he met
walking with one of the ‘deacons. As the lantern was
flashed in her face, Ruth Margerie started, catching a glimpse
of the passing figure. Her heart told her whose impulsive
hand had prompted to the action, and the Lnowledge only
made her young spirit the heavier.

Silently they plodded through the rain, the stern old
elder and the shrinking girl, until they reached their
destination, _ ‘

An hour after, there were assembled in the light and
cheerful study of Cotton Mather several elders and some of
the Jeading members of the South church, The room was a
handsome one, set round with dark carved panels that glist-

ened in the ruddy light of the great fire. Kasy-chairs,

abundantly capacious, with cushioned arms and backs, were
drawn up to the massive table of mahogany, on which were
piled some ancient books, the old board-covered, silver-
clasped Bible taking the lead in size, as well as consplcuous
position. :

Around three sides of the room extended the library—a
calf-skin frescoing, presenting colors not so beautiful, but far
less perishable than the dainty tinting of the pencil—inside
of which scores of the dead-great held intercourse with the
living through the deathless medium of the pen.
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Most of the easy-chairs (if such their leathern coverings
entitled them to be called) were occupied by men stern and
thoughtful, whose iron-gray hair and deep-seamed brows
pave tolen that they were past the prime of their manhood,
and verging on to old age. )

The only youthful personage in the company was the
young poet, Carlton Ross, He sat by the side of Cotton
Mather, and our readers will remember him as the man who
dared to rebuke Lady Anne Bellamont, at the governor’s
drawing-room. He was one of Cotton Mather’s favorites,
had been by him advanced to the position of * clark,” and
was considered a very devout Christian for his years.

It was observable that an unwonted care sat on the brow
of the reverend doctor, as he questioned his deacons, and
nodded his will to his secretary between whiles—the abseng,
preoccupied expression, not natural to him, making his usu-
ally sedate, but kindly countenance, almost austere.

“We have, I believe, come to the bottom of the affair, as
far as it is possible to plobe it,” he said, still sitting as he
spoke. ¢ Mistress Barton is suspended for continuing, in
spite of our warnings, and, at last, our ministerial injunction,
to decorate her person with vain, qullted petticoats, display-
ing all the colors of the rainbow, in a glating and unseemly
manner ; and for wearing broad bone-lace, while it is well
known her income hardly exceedeth a hundred pounds. This
discipline we do with much sorrow of heart, feeling constrained

_ thereto by the love we bear our most divine Master, who hath

énjoined upon us, through His word, to attire ourselves with

. humility and plainness, as beseemeth sinfal mortals. Goody

Shaw is also under censure for speaking profanely of digni-
taries; and our old brother Radeliffe, wine-cooper, who,

“thongh he be verging on to his hundredth year, doth still per-

sist in troubling Mistress Bean, the good hostess of the Red
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Lion, who hath comniplained to us bitterly about his often en-_

troating her to be his wife, when she hath decisively told him
nay. Verily, our whlte haired brother had best think of the
grave as his spouse.”
. The elders all bowed their venerable heads and looked ex-
ceedingly troubled.

“We have another. painful duty to perform, from which
our heart shrinks as the nerve from the cautery, inasmuch
as the offender hath hitherto been a cherished lamb of our
fold. Mr. Ross will see that the maiden is led into our pres-
ence.” /

The young man, with a motion of extreme reluctance, lefs
. his seat and'the room. Not many moments elapsed before
he returned, followed by the gentle, blue-eyed, modest
Ruth Margerie. She came forward so slowly! looking as
pure as a snow-flake before it has touched the earth, The
plain dress of dark cloth, some gray shade which her own
hands had woven, sat closely to her sylph-like form, save
where it sloped and fell in graceful folds from her maidenly
zone. Her face was all calm, save the tremulous quivering
of her childlike lips. As she first entered; a tinge of bright-
est scarlet suffused her cheeks and brow, but, soon receding,
left her still, white, marble-like in beauty as she had been
before.  Her hands were clasped in a way that told the gen-
tleness and sensitiveness of her sweet spirit—sometimes they
trembled, but otherwise she was very calm,

The old men looked towards her—not with severity—no
one could do that—Dbut seemingly with Christian pity. The
young man thought she stood there, a finished poem—a cre-
ation of blended beauty and harmony

“My child,” said the ministor—and that he was much
moved might be readily. perceived—“we have given thee
three separate oppoxtumues to explain for, and justify thyself

i
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before us. To-night we have deuded as those who eare for
thy soul—for the feeding, chastening, and saving thereof—
that, unless thou -dost explain the cireumstances by which
thou art environed, we must pass judgment upon thee.
Again, as thou art before us for the last time, we do most
solemnly adjure thee to confess, promising to look upon
whatever error or sin Satan hath led thee into, with all the
clemency in our power, as a minister and church of the holy
(xod—vknowing that manifold temptations do besiege us all,
and promising thee assistance and succor by our prayers, and
otherwise in all ways in the which our Lord may enable us.
Sister Ruth Margerie, what hast thou to say for thyself ”

There was a silence that seemed unusually long and im-
pressive——then the grieved lips parted—the soft eyes were
unshadowed by their long lashes for a moment—and the
low, sweet, tremnlous voice, made answer '

“T cannot confess more than I have told already; my lips
are sealed.” ‘

% Daughter,” said the minister, in a ‘startling voice, “ fear
not us, but rather fear Him who is able to destroy both soul
and body.” :

Ruth’s small fingers moved more rapidly—cheek and brow
grew white. She cast a rapid, troubled glance upon the
iron-like faces surrounding her. Her eye fell upon the pity-
ing young secretary, and seeing that a tear hung even on his
lashes, she gave way for a moment to a natural grief, threw
her hands to her face, and, after a few quick sobs, cried,
almost passionately—

“That I am guilty of nothing Wrong, 1 call heaven to—"

“No more " exclaimed Cotton Mather, in tones of awful
depth, “Add not to thy sin that of blasphemy. Wonld we
could say, as did Christ to the evil spirits—¢come out of

» her’—for surely a demon possesseth thee. Thou hast not
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denied that the charges brought against thee are true, so far
as they go. Wretched maiden! we cannot forgive—regret-
fully do we add, believe thee—till thou makest full and free
confegsion.  Once more we give thee an opportunity; it is
* the list time.” ‘

Again that hushed silence reigned throughout the room.
As if in the deepest humiliation, Ruth had hidden her face,
and, with countless sighs stood drooping, swaying before her
persecutors. Some of the elders howed their heads upon
their hands, and their lips moved in prayer. The young sec-
retary had grown very pale, and his eyes rested on the book
beneath his hand. Cotton Mather, with knit brows, kept Lis
glance fastened upon her, as if he had done with all tender-
ness, and stood ready to be her accuser and her judge.

The heavy tick of the clock never sounded more solemnly,
and in the deep hush, the wail and rattle of the storm driving
down the street seemed fraught with a thousand sounds of
woe, ‘

At length slowly and firmly the maiden lifted her head.
Another change had passed over her sweet fice,—a quiet,
resigned, and holy look. The clear eyes met the dark glance
of her minister undaunted, and as she spoke her voice was
the very pathos of melodious sound.

“I am ready for my sentence.”

Doctor Cotton Mather was discomposed, He moved
uneasily, and sought for the sympathy of his elders by look
or sign. One of them, rising with measured dignity, ex-
claimed— |

“It seemeth to me that in this case our duty is clear. And
yet it moveth me to think that oune so young, and heretofora
8o spotless, should resist the authority of those who are placed
as watchmen and shepherds of her soul, Satan hath clearly

gained a foothold here, and it behooveth us to spare not even
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to the plucking out the right eye. To my thinking, the
maiden deserveth to suffer the full penalty of our church-
laws, even to wearing the garb in which the falleg _confess
themselves.” .

A short, sharp cry of anguish came from the maiden’s
colorless lips, then all was still again. ' .

The young secretary turned red, then pale, seazefi his pen,
replaced it and moved half sideways from the white face—
the beautiful, angélic countenance of the suffering girl.

“We here do condemn you,” said the Reverend Cotton
Mather; and even his deep, firm tones trembled, “to stand
facing the pulpit at the end of the middle alley of the churcl.l,
wrapped from head to foot in a black garment, emblematic |
of the sackeloth of the Jewish penitents, that all in the con-

- gregation may see and pray for thee.”

There was one piteous appeal from those large, meek eyes,
then a quiet submission secemed to take possession of her
frame. She folded her hands, and, sorrowfully escorted by
the young secretary, she left the room. .

“It grieveth me much to discipline so meek a spirit,” said
the Reverend Cotton Mather, sighing heavily. “I know not,
what to think of the maiden. She bath a strange contrariety
of manner, sometimes seeming of lofty courage and heavenly
innocence, at others pressed down with guilt. I love the
lamb, and fain would save her: but I cannot do God's work.
Who else have we here? There is much confusion in the
outer room. Go see, good Ross.”
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COhapter Thivieenth,

Tee WiTeE AND HER ACCOUSERS.

A ouamor of tongues and stamping of feet succeeded the
noise in the hall near, them.
Presently up came the secretary to say that they had

brought in a witch, and wanted an audlence with the
minister.

“Let them come up-—nay, stop, we will not have our -

sacred places defiled by such unworthiness. Truly we trem-
ble for the land and the people thereof. Thon canst use thy
Judgment with regard to "companying us,” he added, turning
to the elders, most of whom followed him into the room
below.
- At the entrance of Cotton Mather, the hubbub, if it did
not altogether cease, was toned down sufficiently to admit of
a hearing. The poor witch stood in the centre of the group,
all bedraggled, her hair and clothes awry, her piercing
glances shooting an angry defiance. A most forlorn and
pitiable presence she made, bearing, as Elder Scates solemnly
assured his minister, the mark of the beast in her forehead.
The sheriff was ,busily untying various knots of an expan-
sive handkerch1ef into which he had carefully inducted the
planetarium and other marks of the black profession, He
tugged and elbowed, muttering that he was desprit. afraid his
arm would break before he arrived there, for the bewitched
articles grew so heavy in his grasp that he thought belike
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the devil was trying to get them away from him. All over
the deal floor were marks of the sloppy streets, and mire be-
spattered the garments of the men, but literally covered the
elinging gown of poor old Goody Shrimp.

“ What hast thou here?” inquired Cotton Mather, fixing
his deep-set eyes upon the old crone’s blanched, but energetic

- and angry face.

“(Qood’ sir, protect a poor, lone woman!” cried the ac-
cused, plaintively. “Take pity on a friendless creature that
never sought to do harm. Ob, pity, sir, pity ! don’t let them
take me to jail!”

“This woman is a witch,” said the sheriff, “ as can very short-
Iy be proved, if ever Satan will let me get these knots undone.
We here, are witnesses of her infernal dealings this very

 night, having found her practising her arts, while the devil,

in the supernatural shape of a great black cat, was perched
upon her shoulder and talking to her. I will avow, as will
also these present, that his nose'was placed at her ear. Now
that this cat was, is, and could be no other than the devil,
these people (flourishing his hand around the circle) will tes-
tify, for they as well as myself saw him vanish in a clond
and blue fire up the witch’s chimoey.” Thus saying he
made a majestic pause.

“Yes, we'll testify to that,” said several voices, ‘

“Then, reverend sir, you will also see by these tokens of
the black art, that she was practising sorcery of the deepest
dye—red and black, your reverence,” he added, a little wag-
oishly, “Here also are gunpowder and balls, the rattling
thereof of which reached our hearing as we were concealed
in the entry.”

“Dost say, good sheriff, that she was practising this art
as thou didst go in? On whom—with whom #” asked the

reverend doetor.
6
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“One Captain Cameron, reverend sir,” replied the sheriff.

“He himself is not above suspicion ; and éf he’s not careful,
I'll hold a warrant for him, as I hold this for her.”

“I have heard of the man,” said Cotton Mather, a look of
doubt crossing his features,

“ Oh, good people, pity my age! give me a sea,t———mdeed I
am overmuch tired—indeed I am !” cried Goody Shrimp,

“Call thy master, the devil ; he will hold thee up,” said the
sheriff, coarsely, as young Ross went to procure her a seat.

“Thou fellow ! this is thy spite, then,” shouted Goody
Shrlmp Her shrill voice—the lean, long forefinger shaken
in his face—the fierce, bright eyes snapping, made her seem
indeed a spirit of evil.

“ This is thy spite,” she continued. “Thou coward, thou
craven, thou poltroon-callet! This is thy spite, because I
took the place of thy wife—who is a monstrous evil like
thyself—at the christening of Mistress Mallet’s child, I
would that T was what thou callest me. I'd roast thee over
hell-fire, thou pitiful, chalk-faced, bone-gusseted knave.”

The vindictive spirit of the old crone, now that her tem-
per was roused, was a fearful sight to behold.

“That’s right, mistress, hang thyself with thy tongue,”
muttered the sheriff.

“Ye call me a witch, do ye#’ she continued, as, her fary
passmg all the bounds of' restraint, she used hands and head
in defiant gesture. “Ye call me a witch—a woman old
enough to be your mother, and the grandmother of some,

and gray hairs enough to call down the malediction of -

heaven on ye for your baseness, when He tells ye to respect
old age.. God’s curse on ye afl, }e blaek revilers—and had
I the power, I'd send ye all to

“Silence I cried Cotton Mather, shocked at thls exhibition
of passion in one s0 old.
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“No! I won't silence—and beware, man of the gospel—
I tell ye, beware how ye persecute the friendless, young
maid or old.”

# Woman, avert your eye!” exclaimed Cotton Mather,
stepping hastily from before its malignant fire,

“So you're afraid of me, are ye? Why, look on me, men.
I'm an old woman; is there any thing wrong in that?
because if there is, blame Him who made me so. Do you
know God made me %" ‘ '

“ And the devil tempted thee,” muttered Gaffer Scates.

“ And He gave me these wrinkled cheeks—He gave me
this white hair. Now laugh at God! Now curse God 17

“Impious wretch I” cried Cotton Mather, unable to keep
down his strong indignation; “thou art made a wreck by
that wicked one ; thou art given over—ocursed—anathema !
‘What saith the Seriptures—

““Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live! Take her away,
brothers.”

At this moment the door opened, and a face peered in
shaded by a long, slouched 'hat, that shed water with every
motion. :

“I say, have you got my master Cameron mixed up with
any of these here witcheraft? - Hallo, old lady, h-a-1-l-0!” he
shouted, saluting Goody Shrimp with a duck of his cap, at
which a young shower fell, and a wink of his one comical
eye. “Want to know if that’s you? such a night as this,
too! I say, Aunty Shrimp, & part of your talk’s come true,
ain’t it? - There’s trouble, trouble, bubble, bubble, as the
poet says in the play about the witches.”

“If this fellow heard what he repeats, he’ll make an im-
portant witness,” said the sheriff in an undertone, nodding
towards Graffer Scates. o

“Thou had’st better shut the door and go, good man,”
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sald Doctor Mather, who was impatient to resume his author-
ity over the witch.

“Certainly, sir. T expeoct from the cut of your jib you're
the parson, Mr. Cotton, ain't you? I knew a man by that
name in Lunnon.. Poor chap! he was hung. I saw him
turned off, and says I—

Poor Jack Cotton,

Dead and forgotten ;

Boon you'll be rotten,

You thief John Cotton,
I profess poetry, sir, although I can turn my ’and to a’most
every thing, as my master Cameron can testify. Well, I'm
glad he ain’t here. I heard tell he’d been taken up for

witcheraft ; but, says I, ¢ Lord, there ain’t nobody such a fool

~ as to do that! Good-night; don’t look so down in the
mouth, Goody, it all comes o’ knowing too much. I shall
be whipped if I ain’t hanged, and yow'll be hanged if you
ain’t burned-—consid’able of a ch'ice T take .it, that take
meither,” and so saying he disappeared, leaving the people
wondering.

Those remaining consulted together, and came to the con-
clusion that the Goody had better be carried to the magis-
trate and lodged in his house till the morrow.

“Poor Nicholas,” murmured the forsaken old creature,
wiping her eyes, which shed human tears after all, « thou’lt
get no breakfast,”

“The devil always takes care of }us own; he’s got one

- | good quality, if ¢hat’s one,” responded the shenﬂ', pompously ;
at which the desperate woman shook her bony fist in his -

face, and more dead than alive was carried, nay, rather drag-
ged to a magistrate, while the zealous doctor Cotton Mather
went up-stairs to his snug, warm study, to indite matter
with his secretary,
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Ghinpter Lonvieenth,

Tue Home or tHE OUILAWS,

A xiemt in March.

There was no moon. Over all the water hung a mantle
of cloud. A light snow was falling. The harbor had began
again to show flakes of ice, thin and easily displaced by the
keel of a boat, but it was evident that the forces of winter
were nearly broken up. :

Apple Island, onee a famous resort for the town’s-people,
and a pleasure-ground for the dignitaries, had been for
some time looked upon with suspicion by the good citizens
of Boston as a very “uncanny” place, It was some three
miles from Boston harbor, and originally, when it received
sufficient care from the authorities, was as blooming as a
garden. But of late years, several untoward circumstances
had conspired to give the ocean soil a disreputable name,
First, a murder bad been committed there—cause sufficient,
in those times, to curse the ground.la&}?ﬁen it had been said *
that pirates made it their resting-place; and, finally, strange
welrd sights had been seen, and stranger noises heard by old
fishermen, until the island had fairly earned the reputation
of being haunted, so that it was a terror and a dread, and
utterly neglected.

Trees, that had been fine producers, grew thickly there,
and there were curious upheavings—natural mounds, form-
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on a rude béd, reclined the stalwart form of Captain foll.
He léy in a musing mood, watching the movements 0 3
deformed negro, who was setting out some planks contrlved
for a table, with supper. A fire of logs, fresh hewn, lalurne
brightly on the great clay hearth. A goat, lgfl.n and s;l a,ggyﬁ
but with full ndders, lay comfortably asleep, tied to the wa :
by a strong hempen rope ; and before the fire, on a square ¢

ing a sheltered hollow in the centre, in which a small army
niight be effectually concealed.

At one time a few Indians had been located on this
island, from which they came in the spring to sell the result
of their winter’s industry, in the shape of baskets and mats,
but they had long since left, bearing stories of a most mar-
vellous nature to the good folks in the town. It took but
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slight cause in those days to establish a ghostly reputation
for whatever came in bad odor. So, as I said before, the
beautiful jsland was declared to be haunted,

And it was!

- A path heaten through the bushes, led to a rough, log
house, located in the deepest corner of the dell. Trees and
‘bushes, artfully trained, concealed it from sudden view,
Ouly one who was familiar with its site could approach it
directly to its entrance, It had been, long ago, a pleasure-
house—a pretty habitation, set in the midst of roses and
beautiful shrubbery, while thick clusters of the wild purple-
grape fell over its side; but since its desertion, other and
less disreputable islands had come into favor. Conapt’s
Island was the especial pet of Governor Winthrop, who
made its walks fragrant with flowers, and planted it with
many choice trees,

On the night of which we speak, the wind blew gustily
around the jutting headlands; the waves sprang with a
sullen dash along the base of the island, and the leafless
trees and frozen ground were wrapped in a vestment of pure
white snow. The rough house—two windows of which
looked out upon the waters, when the inmates so desired—
was apparently inhabited. Lights were in the windows, per-

~haps to guide sotme one thither, and smoke issued from its
one low chimney.

Within, dressed in a hunting-suit, and Iying at full length

hazel-wood, some cakes were browning. From a dilapidated
kettle jetted forth clouds of steam, and th‘e comfort and even
cheerfulness within, contrasted strongly with the burly breeze
nd driving snow without.

: “ How %nuch more of that last deer left, Carbuncle?”
acked Captain Bill, watching the negro as he drewl forth th]z
crackling, crimson coals, and prepared to lay a venison stea
thereon. . -

« Whole haunch, massa,” replied the black, pla?mg the
last steak to his satisfaction, and lifting a huge pine-knot,
which he disposed against the chimney. e

“ Put on %ne‘of the fine cloths, and fix us up a llti;le,
said Captain Bill, with a grim s’mile;' “I want 3:0 see o:v
we should look if the house had a mistress, as I'm not sure
but it will before long.” 1 Carbanc]

« And the carpet?’ queried Carbuncie. :

“Yes, the carpet,” returned his maste.r. “We 1'1 %mve
things in style for once. Bring on what s11ve§ t%mri is; to-
morrow, maybap, we'll have a splendid new service.

The negro, grinning with delight, disappeared, but sli)on
returned with a large roll under his arm. It p}'oved to eda
square of magnificent Oriental carpeting. T'hls he }apres;l ,
and czipered about it with infinite satisfactmn,' while the
splendid colors glowed and deepened in the light of the
blazing fire. .

“ 1‘§at was intended for the honorable, the councillor of
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our loyal Governor-general Judge Walley,” muttered Captain
Bill to himself; “but, by some strange mischance—ha! ha!
it never got there. They missed it, somewhat, I reckon, as
well as the wine, By the way, Carbuncle, bring out two
bottles of that royal port with the London mark, My inter-
esting friend and coadjutor, John, alias ¢ Red hand,’ is late
to-night. To! here he comes! just in time for a sup, my
hearty,” he cried, as a small, lithe, restless-eyed man enfered,
and, throwing a parcel in the corner, stood gazing about him,

“What’s all this finery, Bill 1" he asked, at length,

“Why, you see, John, T took it in my head to fancy, lying
there, that the house had a mistress—that the mistress was
my wife—and that my wife was—little—?

“Hold I shouted the other; “don’t you mention her name
to me, if you know when you're safe. You know what I
think of that matter, Captain Bill—knew long ago. I won’t
hear of it.”

“ But for the ten thousand ! only think of it! Ten thou-
sand pounds. You could live like a gentleman in some far-

~off countiy, reform your ways, and grow pious in your old
age—hal hal-—while she—well, I solemnly promise I
wouldn’t compel her to marry me.”

“Never mind—we won’t talk of it now,” said the other,
evasively. “I’'ll confess, the money is a temptation, and
some other time—but we're going to put away that little
package to-night—you'd better go early—they’ll be likely to
set a watch after nine.” ‘

“Yes,” replied Captain Bill, evidently more satisfied with
his comrade’s manner than his words, % While we eat sup-
per, Carbuncle, prepare the dark lantern and a brace of pis-
tols. It is almost time that the other men were back.
Whether they bring good news, or no news at all, I shall go.
It’s just the night. Where did you put the black box, boy ¢”
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“«Jn the hole, where you tell me, massa,” repliéd the

%,

negro. '

“Very well; in case I take it, you can get it ready, can
you?”

“Yessir,” replied the negro. , . '

After eating supper in silence, but with a r.ehsh and heartll-
ness that proved them both lovers of substantial food, Captain
Bill'and his companion drew on their shaggy overcoats, and
thick skull-caps of fur, then, taking a dark lantern, prepared
to encounter the night and the increasing storm. .As they
stood on the beach, the lights of the far-distant city shone
faintly through the haze—the vast expanse of waters spread
out on either side in unbroken blackness. Presently there
was asound of oars, and the grating of a boat’s keel; t.wo
men stepped out on the nairow strip of beaph, over which
the waves were washing, o

“«Well, boys, what news " cried Captain Bill.

“ Confound it,” replied one of the men, ¢ thefre’g. a large
party on board, and they won’t break up tiil m'ldm,%ht, and
likely enough they'll stay, all of them, till morning.”

“Is Captain Cameron there?” asked Captain Bill, sup.

ing an oath, ‘
Pr???;i av;ve heard Cameron’s voice,” responded the other
sailor, who was busy securing the boat, “I tc.all you w.hat,
it's cold work, sitting still, and colder watching, especially

~ when you can hear the glasses clink, and smell the good

things. I'm as hungry as a bear.”
“Go to the house, and Carbuncle will cock you some ven-

json,” said the captain. “TIl stay here by the boat, and .

_ when you're through, I want you. I've some work to be

done.” , | -
“ What’s he after now, I wonder?’ asked one of the

other, as the two men hurried to the house.
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.“}}Tp to bur.yin‘g that money, likely as not—he’s been
E::r dt};) :(}{:3; :‘i S].i since he went to the city last. I guess he
Meanwhile, Captain Bill and his companion walked back
and forth, talking over their plans, counting up their ill-got-
tefl gains, and waiting impatiently the return of “the two
saﬂf)rs. They soon came, bearing between thém, accordin
to instruction, a small, but very heavy black box, and som§
tf)o]s. These they conveyed into the boat, asking no ques-
tions, Then they entered, followed by their leader, and
gliding quietly round the western side of the island, the ,
struck out silently, but rapidly into the harbor, o
The lamp was hidden, and the oars were muffled. Tt was
not without difficulty that they managed the little boat, for
the wind raised the waves to a formidable height ; but, di-
recting it towards a large track of low land on the ,left t:he
plied their task laboriously, i
Silently they wound up through the little estuaries and
narrow creeks, where the red man had often guided his
canoe. It was very still in the lull of the high wind, save
the ‘occasional erash of some dead branch that had,been
heavily smitten by the storm. |
In summer it must have been a pleasure to glide among
t}.xe'emera,]d banks, and the richly-sloping heights, of Win-
nissimumet (picturesque name of a race who were gi,fted with
muswa} t?ngues), but it was lonely and bleak enough now
The thin ice cracked sharply, as the boat prossed against it'
fmd the snow fell so thickly, that the men were covered wit}::
its crowding flakes,
) Cfaptain‘ Bill spok'e but once, only to remark that if the
. Py ud.ent Sarah” did not set sail soon she would be frozen
in again, and then wished devoutly that she might be.
At length they reached a small, natural la:ding, which
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the men had named ¢ Captain Bill's Wharf,” in honor of
their commander, and leaving one of the crew in charge of
the boat, the captain and two others, each provided with a
pick and shovel, proceeded along the level ground till they
eame to the base of a somewhat commanding height, called
Powder-Horn Hill, '

There was not a dwelling between them and the sea. The
place seemed a desolate, howling wilderness, and the hill
vose up bleak and bare, save that it was lightly coated in
some places with soft, drifting snow. They did not fear that
the sound of their footsteps would be heard, for, in all prob-
ability, in that part of the little town human feet beside
their own never sounded, except in the warmest summer
months, during the season of berries, with which the woods
abounded. The solitary baying of some watch-dog in the
far off farm-house was all the sound that greeted their ears,
save the crisp rattle of the frozen ground beneath their
feet.

The wind blew bleakly, with now and then a hollow
moan in its voice ; and now and then an impatient, shriek-
ing sound, as if in anger at being foiled in its attempts to
root up the strong trees that bent their naked branches
humbly before it. They were now cloge upon the hill, and
began to ascend its steep sides, first going round a gentle
acelivity.

“We need not bury deep, men,” said Captain Bill. “I
shall be along here some time in the summer, and besides,\
the ground is frozen too hard. A couple of feet down will
be all that is necessary.”

They gained midway of the hill, where, from the land
around its base, could be seen & peculiar swell of the ground
the size of an ordinary grave, and whosé verdure in summer
(as it does to this day) always appeared brown and dead in
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contradistinction to the bright livin on - '
patt ot z g green on ‘every other
“This is the spot,” said Captain Bill, leaning against the
trunk of a huge tree, branchless at the top, and that seemed
:}? have been scathed by some lightning bolt. He set down
etdar; lan’.cern, turning it till the light fell only on that
;pco . . ?he hgl;t reddened up the snow, crimsoned the swart
aces of the sailors as they threw off thei : ‘
went laboriously to work, e owier coata eud
]'fwmkhng lights shome faintly here and there through
naked bra,nche.s, showing that the homes of the villagers
were cheery Vf"lth the fire blaze. The swell of the waters
~sounded drearily along the shore. It was a fitting hour f
deeds of darkness. o
‘ - - L] !
N ‘N ow, me-n,” said Captain Bill, when they had deposited
edtll'easure n the hole prepared for it, and carefully coy-
ered 1}1:- and marked the spot, “row me over to Boston Pier
and then you can return or not, just as you ple Th
oath, men "’ e )
. rfh? jf)ined hands and repeated terrible words, to the effect
' at & either of them should divulge the secret of the
fol:-z?t I];:)‘cl)ot{' fto One or more outside their band, he should
18 nite, and be liable to be shot hu, '
! d be ,» hung, burned
drowned, or otherwise disposed of at any momen% Retr;:

cing their steps they were soo
. n on boar
ing lustily for the shore, o the bt and pelt
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Ghayter Sifteentlh,

Turg DISCOMFITURE OF A NOBLE LADY.

Trere was illness at Government house, and some whis-
pered likely to be a death. The wife of the Governor-General
had drooped like a fading lily at the first breath of onr un-
genial New England winds, and had not since been well
enough to attempt the voyage back to England.

Since the levee held on the Governor’s return from New
York, she had failed rapidly, until the doctors were quite de-
cided that she could not live.

Notwithstanding the storm, Lady Anne Bellamont, worn
out with ennui, drove to the governor’s mansion, and spent a
pleasant evening with Margaret Aldrich and Eleanor Salton-
stall. They sat in the long drawing-room, which was lighted
as brilliantly as if for a party. The governor, penurious in
other things, had a penchant for Jamp-light.

It was nearly ten o’clock; a footman announced that her
Jadyship’s carriage had come,

«T have spent such a very pleasant evening, my dears,
that I should say, if it were not for the sickness of my friend
up-stairs, it was the pleasantest of my life,” said Lady Anne,
with the langh and tripping measure of a young girl.

“Oh, Lady Anne, you will be sure, very sure to intercede
for that pretty Ruth Margerie, won’t you?” excl aimed Eleanor,
touching her ladyship’s full-ronnded arm.

“ Clertainly I will, my dear” A cloud rested for a moment .
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‘on the haughty face, in another, however, it was lost in

smiles, “Really it is very kind-hearted in you to take so .

much interest in the poor thing. I'am so afraid, however,

she is not quite what she should be ;" a smile was thrown in
with this,

“You could not persuade my father so,” said Margaret,l

pointedly. :

“Oh! absurd! really absurd, my dear; the importance he
attaches—the importance you all attach to the likes and dis-
likes:of a baby like Imogene” suid Lady Anne, her eyes
flashing more than she chose should be seen, *An extra-
ordinary child, to be sure, very beautiful, and all that, but
not quite infallible. However, as I told you, il do my
best, of course. Carlton Ross told me all about it—the
council, that is—and T declare to thee it was very affecting,
how slie looked and spoke and all. Besides that, he gave a
most curious description of an old witch, who it seems has
been found practising her soreeries upon divers people. Oh
dear ! what is the world coming to? Just suppose they
should aceuse thee, Maggie, or myself of witcheraft.”

Margaret was looking fixedly at her ladyship, who laughed
lightly as she drew on her fur mantle. Margaret, on the
contrary, shivered,

“Of course you'll have some of the officers here from the
frigate ; and I suppose Sir Edmund will give much heed to
the news, having been before so grossly deceived. Tas Sir
John Willie called yet ¢” |

Margaret's cheeks and lips had grown like coral red.

- “I believe Sir John is a friend of yours, Miss Margaret,”
Lady Anne said again, as her question was answered in the
negative, and she tarned her suapping eyes on the young
girl, who was both red and confused.

“Oh yes! my cousin has been for long time acquainted
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‘with Sir John,” Eleanor replied for her, with a dash of im-

: o
atience in her voice, as she marked Lady Anne's e‘a‘vgen't
satisfaction with herself for embarrassing Margaret. e is
3 7
an acquaintance of mine also.
« Ah] indeed,” said Lady Anne, shortly. .
The door opening at that moment, prevented a rejoinder

© as short, for the fire had flashed up in Eleanot’s face; but the

entrance of the rector, with his young innocent-looking wife,
n end to the conversation. N .
Pui aAre you going, Lady Anne?” asked the minister, Ina -
voice and with a manner of the most studied politeness, )
“Yes, it is later than I thought” It was O’F)servable that
Lady Anne averted her eye as she spoke; ’},ns glancg was
severe. “ How did you leave Lady Andros? ‘1 rend
“ Very ill, very ill, indeed,” replied the rector.. N ‘re%; X
prayers and she made the resp,onses feebly, which prov
al ind.
hat she yet retaineth her min
t B‘J‘ That};weet little Imogene! I have not thought to agk
after her; is she well ¥” ‘ . -
@ Q,uit:; well,” replied the clergyman, exchanging a mean
ing glance with his wife. '
mg2‘g1‘%klthough she hath no liking to me,” C(.)n.tmued La(]liy
Anne, somewhat through her teeth, yet striving to make
her v:aice as silvery as usual, “still 1 think her a very wonder-
+ k ] - . 1.,’
ful, beautiful child—quite an ange , -
’ ‘ Won't. you bring her up here soon, uncle ¢ asked Elea
nor, coaxingly. _ N
‘:She sh%dl come with me as soon as Ladgr Andrgz :;
better,” spoke up Mrs, Aldrich. You knc;lw,” she added,
’ .
ili r out of our sight.
~smilingly, % we never trust her ou 1y _ ‘
m“ 1 fuyl;pose the mysterious loss of—" the lady qumledbbfd
neath the look the minister gave her. For once hel‘: hz !
frong failed her, and stooping, she pretended to Strf:ng e
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the thick fringe of her shawl. Almost without an effort,
- however, she recovered her self-possession, and turning to

the rector and his wife, in the blandest voice offered them

seats in her carriage.

They declined, however, and with stately manner, Lady
Anne bade them all good-night, and swept out of the room.
Eleanor accompanied her into the hall, To her astonish-
ment the front door was wide open and unguarded, the snow
was driving in, and on inquiry it was found that the porter
had been entertaining his friend, the coachman, with cakes
and ale down stairs. Reprimand was useloss, Occupied
with the attention his sick wife needed, the governor had
scant time to see to his domestic affairs, and when the house-
keeper was from home (the case on this particular evening),

the hired servants cared very little for the authority of either
Margaret or Eleanor, -
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Clhapter Sisteenth.

A Srranee.DiscLosurg, axp A CuaPTER OF OMENS.

Tas rector and his wife had gone, Margaret and Eleanor
gat alone in the long drawing-room. ‘

Eleanor drummed with her milk-white ﬁnger:s, and hum-
med through rosebud lips. She seemed think'lpg, when all
at once she broke out with, “T cannot, cannot like that Lady
Anpe! What can be the reason I feel so strong & repug:
nance towards her,” she added, moving a crimson lounge
nearer to the fire, and seating herself near Margar'fat: “Oh!
the way in which she spoke to you of Sir John Wﬂhza !' S”}}e
always seems to be flinging at you, Margaret—why is it{ |

Her cousin smiled a little as she replied, *T am sure I
cannot tell you, unless it is that she passionately loved my
father when he was a young man, and when he was marm.ad
to another she had a dreadful sickness. Some'say t.he dis-
appointment turned her brain. Some of h.er actlons,, indeed,
give evidence either of insanity or demonism, I don’t know
which.” .

“Loved—your—father ! loved Uncle Parris! I never
heard of such a thing; what! twenty-five years ago? What
canst thou mean, dear Margaret ¥’ And Eleanor’s eyes
dilated.

“T never heard all about it till last night,” returned Mar-
-garet, “though I have gathered considerable—from here ang.
there a hint. Little step-mother told me, then, at Jesct o'l

7
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she knew. It is very curious—Lady Anne must be nearly
forty years old.”

“ Bewildering ! positively |” cried Eleanor, still all aston-
ishment. %I never thought much to be sure about Lady
Anne’s age, but I never should have guessed her thirty,
- pever!”

“It is very astonishing how she contrwes to look so
youthful; but, nevertheless, she does,” responded Margaret,

folding and refolding the long sash-ribbon that hung from

her queenly zone, “I could hardly believe it, but little step-
mother assures me it is so. And, vh! Eleanor”—her toncs
grew lower, “she has been a very wicked woman.”

% Why ! Eleanor started, “you don’t thmlc—wvou can’t
think she loves him now !”

4] don’t know, of course, exactly what to think, I only
‘know that papa is entirely unlike himself before her, as you
must have noticed, quite stern and dignified ; and step-
mother always seems to feel uneasy, if nct unhappy, in Ler
presence. You have seen sometimes in church, perhaps,
how strangely her black eyes are fastened on us, and dear
little Imogene can never speak of her but as the dark ]ady

- with the snake.”

%1 heard her once,” said Eleanor, growing more and more
interested ; “pray tell me what she means. She has so
wany allegorlcal sayings, however, that I am always wonder-
ing at her”™

“8he gave her that name the first time she saw her. It

was at church, They met one day after Lady Anne had
returned from her annual visit to England. Lady Anne, as
is the way with every one who sees her for the first time,

was struck with Imogene’s remarkable beauty, and instantly -

bent down to caress her. I never saw such a look of horror
pass over any mortal fea.tureﬁ as crossed Imogene’s face, and
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though it was in church she screamed, ¢ O mother, the great
black snake ! pointing to Lady Anne’s head.”

“Strange,” murmured Eleanor, her cheeks growing qulte
pale, * but what a fearful child that is. I'd no more dare to
go near her if I cherished wicked feelings in my bosom, or
bad committed a sin, than I would dare to go near an angel.”

“ Imogene is a wonderful child,” said Margaret softly ; “ and
yet you would not think there was any thing unusual in her
character. She’s not in the least forward, knowing, or old—
only that, what shall I call it—prescience, wisdom—it seems
neither, and yet it is both.”

“ What, pray, did Lady Anne say to such a welcome {”
asked Eleanor.

“ Actually, she instantly clapped her hand to her head. I
verily believe she thonght for the moment that the child
saw a reptile there. DBut she only said, ¢you foolish little
creature ¥ and twrned away, her eyes blazing with anger.
Since then, Imogene, thongh ordinarily the gentlest darling
in the world thon knowest, has shown the same repugnance
to speaking or even looking towards her.”

“ How very singular!” said Eleanor, thoughtfully ; *and
didst remark, also, that Lady Anne began to say something
to-night, but Uncle Parris gave her such a look! and how
suddenly she seemed to wilt and grow dead pale ¢’

“Yes, I saw it all——and—1I don’t know as I should tell
even thee—it is not whispered out of my father’s home—but
Lady Anne Bellamont stole, or caused to be stolen, my
father's first son—a babe scar ce}y a month old.”™

A cry of horror escaped Eleanor's lips. She was very
white.

“She! nobly born! a lady of the realm—she a child-
stealer—oh | horrible ! horrible! It cannot be—why! is it
not a crime punishable with death? Margaret—I declare




102 THE LOVER’S TRIALS

* thou dost fiighten me, cousin. I am sure I shall not dare
to look in her terrible, beautiful face again.”

“The crime was traced unmistakably to her, and serious
consequences might have resulted, ouly the child was con-
veyed back again, and in consideration of her rank, the
affair was kept as secret as possible,”

“Shameful,” murmured Eleanor; “a poor woman would
not have escaped so.”

“ But I have something more to tell thee. When I was

a very little child, a plague raged in London, and among its
victims was my mother’s own cousin, Lady Emily Randall.
With a strange fatality, it swept away every member of her
family —her mother, her sisters, brothers, husband, and all
the children but a babe a few months old. This child my
mother took for the sake of the great love she bore Lady
Randall ; they had always been as sisters together, She
grew to love it with)a passionate fondness, so my father
says, that seemed %?}ger than the affection with whlch she
regarded her own children

"4 This little, beautifal babe, so helpless, also disappeared
when it was but a year old. Tt was forcibly taken from the
arms of its nurse when she was walking out with it; it has
never been seen since.”

“But, Margaret Aldrich, thou canst not surely mean to
say that Lady Anne stole fhat child, also—she could not be
the fiend,” cried Eleanor,

“ My father is almost certain of it,” Wh1spered Margaret,
fixing her dark eyes on ‘her cousin ; “but no proof has ever
been found. Every inquiry was set afoot that could possibly
be suggested, and Lady Anne was even accused—but she
~ had powerful friends—nothing could be done. The worst of
it was, my dear mother, being in delicate health, was so
serionsly affected by this last shock, that a sickness ensued
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‘which cost her her life. Thus T am mothetless. My poc;r :

brother I” her lip quivered—then she suddenly added,
“do you wonder my father keeps strict watch over little
Imogene 1

. “Thave wondered very often,” said Eleanor, gravely and
with blanched cheek ; “but I never shall again, Oh! that
frightful woman! T shall always see the snake when 1 see
her. But Maggie, darling,” she said again, after- a pause,

“you spoke of your brother; hast ever seen him smce he
went away ¥ _

“I cannot answer thee,” said Margaret, almost gasping,
and losing all color, she caught at Eleanor’s hand.

“What, darling?” queried her cousin, startled at her
manner.

« Didst hear a voice, Eleanor—or steps "

“No dear—nor would it be strange if I did; there’s
nothing but a dog howling. Wretched creature? he's just
under the window ; the moon, if there was one, might feel
complimented at that bay. If I could but take my shoe off
in time, and smite my right hand with it, he would desist;

. but my shoes are laced, unfortunately, and T'll not go to the

trouble.”

Margaret listened tremblingly, but apparently not at that;
her eyes were fastened on the door.

“Dost think our aunt will die?” asked Eleanor, in a
solernn voice, that sank into a whisper.

“I do, of a verity,” answered Margaret, as solemnly. #1
have heard and seen that which indicated as much—and my
dreams in particular have tended that way. Last night, for
instance, I thought I saw, in the centre of the room, a hearse
filled with mourning plumes. While I was wondering how
it could have been brought in here, our uncle appeared at
its side, his forehead bowed on his hands, and methought
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his bright uniform was covered with bands of crape. 1
certainly hear footsteps somewhere near,” she added, looking
nervously up and down the room,

“Let us go and get Mowbra.y to sit with us,” said El-
eanor.

“Oh, noj it is a warning,—nothing else,” replied Marga-
ret, sadly. “ Poor aunt! I'hope it is not so bad—and yet I
fear. Some one called me thrice, a week ago, and according
to the declaration in the house, nobody spoke my name.
Thou know’st, Eleanor, no servant would call me ¢ Margaret,’
so it must have been the grave-call of Aunt Andros. . And
now I think of it, the candle—wmk hath burned every night
into a Wmdlngvsheet and

%O Margaret! in pity,—in pity do let us talk of some-
thing else. I shall dream of nothing but hobgoblins, if I
hear much more of this dread talk: why, it chills me. It
may be that our aunt will live to return to England,—and
then how I'will laugh at thee! I wonder who the frugate
hath brought, beside Sir John. If it were not for the sick-
bess, I warrant we should have a gay time with the officérs.”

Margaret’s face lighted anew for a moment. A smile

- parted her lips, passed, and she grew pensive again.

“Our gay dresses, too,” cried the more volatile Eleanor,
“those beautiful rose satins with the point lace and ruby
gones! Dost know I tried mine on to-day? I hardly liked
the fashion of it; the waist is like that of a petticoat, and
there is scarce a finger’s length from that to the belt. But

the train is splendid! Should you wear feathers, Mar-

garet §”
“ Wear what?” Her cousin wore an absent look.
% Feathers ; plumes in your hair, dear,—those long, droop-

ing black ones aunty bought in Paris. She gave them to

us, thou knowest.”
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“ Oh, perhaps—yes.”

“T asked young Mr. Ross, the last night he came here, if
he thought we ladies dressed too finely. Thou must know 1
deemed him a bit of a Puritan.”

“ What said he, dear #”

“ He said not for his liking; but then added, with that
rare smile of his,—and how rare tis —*if they can but afford
it That comes of the strictness of his church laws; I should
die to be under them. Dost not thou think he hath a sweet
smile, Margaret? Ah! I know he liketh thee.” she a.dded
her bright face growing grave,

“ Nonsense, cousin,” said Malgaret qmetly

# There is no need to say, nonsense,” replied Eleanor, rest-
ing her fair cheek on one hand, looking intently into the fire,
and sighing once or twice. Rousing herself in a moment
after, she exclaimed, “ Margaret, I am not sleepy ; art thou?”

The bright eyes that glanced quickly up, made answer
with their own speech. |

“T will tell thee, then. Let us get our 'broidery frames—
our pink-satin quilts, thou knowest, and sit up till the verge
of twelve, Then, by reciting some lines that I will tell thee
of, and speaking nothing after, we shall see in our dreams
those who are to ’company us through life. Come, I like
not to go up into our chamber alone, and the servants are
asleep; let us go together. It is too late for company, and
we may get a brave show alone. I have just commenced
my peacock—such beautiful colors[”:

Margaret smiled, but seemed willing to fall in with her
humor. She arose, and shaking down the dark tresses from
which she had just taken a comb, stately in size, and elabo-
rate in workmanship, she followed her cousin, leaving one
wax taper on the table, lighted.
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Ohapter Srventeenth.

Ture HippEN INTRUDER.

TaerE were footsteps sounding in the room again, but not
theirs. Some one moved to and fro. The candle was put
out with thumb and finger, and the flickering fire-light alone
remained to make ghastly images on the walls, Till within

a few days a recess in the room had been appr oprated to the-

use of the governor’s wife, who, with the capricious notions
of an invalid, desired to be faken thither. DBefore this re-
cess curtains of rich stuff had been hung to keep out the
draughts, and they were not yet removed. Now in the dim-
ness they rustled stmngdy, swaying in and out, senduw a
long swell of chill air towards the embers, which glowed
again with momentary brightness.

Then it was quite still.

In a few moments the cousins entered again—Eleanor
loaded with the huge embroidery frames, while Margaret
carried the candles and a swinging basket. These latter she
placed upon the table, Mdrgaret starting as she exclaimed,

“Did we not leave this candle burning ?”

“I thought we did,” replied Elecmot letting fall the
frames that seemed too heavy a burden.

“Strange!” whispered Margaret. “Iam certain we did,
for I looked back and ‘saw it quite bright and cheerful.

Alas! that is but another sign,” she added, “and ominons of
death.
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“ Ominous of the wind, rather, I imagine,” replied Eleanor,
lightly; “a% we went from the room, the cold air blew it
out. The night seems more chill, I W111 draw the screen
up,” she added.

They then fell to WmL choosing and comparing the bright
colors, Up-stairs the governor dozed, in dressing-gown and
easy-chair, while two attendants kept constant watch over
the sick lady, sleeping uneasily, and frightened at every
motion, For over an hour the young girls plied their pretty
task nnweariedly, talking softly of many things, while the
rustle of the stiff satin under their fingers varied the conver-
sation. At last Eleanor exclaimed— | :

“There! I have twice broken my silk; Pm tired and
sleepy too, I do believe, while your eyes, Margaref, look as
sharp as needles, I'm going to lay down ; wake me when it
nears twelve ;7 and so saying, she moved to the farther end
of the room with a languid step, and threw herself, wrapped
in a shawl, on one of the couches, her feet towards the
Tecess.

Margaret snuffed the candle, laid by her embroidery frame
also, took from her bosom a locket, looked at it intently,
kissed it, then diving into the deep work-basket by her side,
drew forth a book.

She sat in a large easy-chair of a crimson color. The dress
of some bright brogade she wore, well became her stately
beauty. She had placed herself before the table, the masses
of her dark hair, drawn tightly back by her hands, fell on
each side and between the wide draperies of her sleeves in
wavy curls. Her elbows rested on the table, her book be-
fore her; thus she read quite absorbed for nearly another
hour,

A shadowy figure at the end of that time loomed up
gradually from the outmost verge of the room, and for a
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moment stood dimly defined againsi the sombre ‘pa,nelling
Then it made a motion, as of weariness, and the slight form
of Eleanor, with its piquant face blanched of 'its roses, stood
before the table in front of the reader.

“ Cousin Margaret.”

The other gave a frightened start, which sent the book to
the opposite end of the table, from thence to the floor.

A laugh, strangely hollow and constrained, burst from the
lips of Eleanor Saltonstall. _ '

“ Why, coz, did I frighten thee ¢”

“Indeed thou didst, cousin Eleanor,—thou always dost -

come so silently! Thou art a very shadow, I believe, for
motion” = . :

“ Something like, since I follow my shadow,” replied El-
eanor, in the same metallic-sounding tones. “Pray what
book is this that is so absorbing?” She stooped and picked
it up.

For the first time Margaret looked full in her cousin’s
face. The look was prolonged to a wondering stare. Why
were the cheeks and lips of her merry cousin blanched to a-
deathly white? Why, although her tones were loud and
clear,—perhaps louder and clearer than usunal—did the
muscles of her face quiver as she spoke? Why were the
white teeth buried in her lips?

“ Ahl I see,” said Eleanor, trembling visibly; “a story of
castles, of haunted rooms, and hobgoblins. Strange taste!
I wonder not I frightened thee. But one need not fear
ghosts,” she added, with an impressive look at Margaret,
who sat wondering if her cousin was growing mad.

“ Now here is a beautiful passage. How fine a deseription
of the ancient castles—the thick ivy creeping to their tower ’
tops.” And pushing the book before her cousin, the latter
saw several lines written in pencil, in an uneven hand, on the
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broad margin, which, when she made them out, ran thus :—
« There is @ man in this: room, and I suspect, armed. He
is concealed in the alcove behind the drapery. What shall
we do? Say something when you have read this, to prevent
suspicion.” .

“ A beautiful passage, indeed,” replied Margaret, calmly
but when their eyes met, there was white terror in her face,
also. The girls had reason to be alarmed, whether the man
were a burglar or assassin; for the present condition of the
household,—sickness, weariness, and insubordination of.. ser-
vants,—in a greater or less degree made such an invasion
peculiarly formidable. A o

Margaret sat still, pale, but outwardly composed, thinking
as well as her state of bewilderment would allow; while
Eleanor, clasping her little hands tightly, sent imploring
glances towards her elder cousin. '

Margaret seized the book again, and wrote rapidly, “ Be-
have your best. Go presently to our uncle. I will stey here
alone—ithere is no other way.” :

«“Tt i very late, is it not " she asked in a careless tone, as
Eleanor laid down the book and seemed quite undecided. °

“ Yes, hark! the clock says twelve. Uncle would be
angry of a certainty if he knew that we were up at such an
hour,” replied Eleanor,

“Thou wilt go first, then, Eleanor. I pity thy weary eyes.
T will follow as soon as I have finished this chapter.”

Still Eleanor seemed irresolute. In truth, she dreaded to
go through the house by herself, now especially as her cousin
would be left alone with the intruder.

«T will follow immediately,” Margaret repeated, making
rapid gestures for her to go.

Eleanor, taking up a little night-lamp, with a shaking .
hand, turned to leave the room, Her firmness was rapidlv

'
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deserting her, while Margaret, though as fully alive to the
danger, seemed to gather strength and courage as the
l?loments passed. This she evinced by beginning to sing a
light, merry ballad when the door shut on her cousin, thougﬁ
she kept her glance fastened on the spot where the curtains
 that hid the object of their alarm, fell moveless,

Not long did this suspense remain, however; for while
she hummed, listening painfully, all her powers suspended,
there came a quick, sharp rataplan of the grim, lion-headed
knocker. Suppressing'a ery of relief, the brave girl sat still
in wncertainty, till she heard the slow steps of the porter:
roused unwillingly from slumber, nearing the hall door,
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Chapter Eighteentilh,

Sir Joun WiLLik A PRISONER.

Turx followed the tread of feet along the passage. . Pres-
ently the servant ushered in the governor’s sheriff, and fol-
lowing him came a face whose recognition almost made her
heart stand still,

“ir John!” she exclaimed, then advanced straight to-
wards him with outstretched hands, while her cheek glowed
with some sudden, pleasant emotion. The sheriff had glided
off, and now sat at some distance, awkwardly crossing his
Jegs and holding his three-cornered hat carefully under his
armnt. :

«T beg you will pardon this unseemly entrance at such an
hour as this, but you will perceive that I am here under ar-
rest;” this he said somewhat haughtily, relinquishing the
hand he had held in both of his. ‘ |

« Under arrest I exclaimed Margaret, indignantly ; “is it
possible 2 Pray, by whose order?” T

« By order of the governor-general, Sir Edmund Andros,”
he said, bowing low and almost mockingly.

Again Margaret’s color mounted, and she was so confused
and distressed by the various excitements of the hour that
she could say not a word, but stood spell-bound before®
him. '

Steps were heard again. The door opened, and appeared
first the governor in his dressing-gown and night-cap, a
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candle in one hand and a musket in the other. Following
~ his excellency came the white charming face of Eleanor
Saltonstall, while making up the rear were three or four
servants, sleepy and looking bewildered and frightened.

The new-comer stepped back for a moment with a glance
of scorn. ‘

“Where is this fntruder ? Halt, sirs ! By my halidame |

but this seems to be 8ir John Willie. Well, sir, so you are-
the gallant who frightened our fair nieces neally out of their -

senses |”

Eleanor whispered to him, Sir John looked on in indig-
. nant surprise, as he answered—

“ Your excellency must know that I did not come here of
my own good will. . T had the honor of finding your sheriff
at my lodgings, waiting for me as I came home from the
house of a friend. That, your excel]ency, must surely be
sufficient apology for my late appearance.”

“Very well, sir, very well, sir,” exclaimed the governor,
with choler in both manner and voice; “we will attend to

your case presently, Meanwhile we offer you- the courtesy
of our house. Be seated, sir.”

The gentleman preferred to staud, as he signified by

another haughty bow, and by remaining on his feet.

% Now, men, take your guns to the back of the room and
stand guard; we are four in all, and each able to engage
with a man singly.”

“ Sir, do you insult me ?” asked the youno man with heat,
thinking these preparations were made on his account.

“By God’s mercy!” eried the governor, “can we not do
~our will in our own ecastle, without being called to account
forit? This warlike array hath nothing to do ‘with thee.”
The governor's voice grew stern as he added,' % Concealed by
yonder curtain at the extremity of the room a villain stands,
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who hath entered our domain surreptitiously, Take aim,
men. Now, fellow! come forth and lay down your arms, or
be shot like a dog.” 4 '

An awful silence! Sir John Willie had stepped back,
looking with fixed eyes and puzzled brow on the governor.
The sheriff gazed on the scene; quite terrified. Margaret,
white as death, pressed her clenched hands to her bosom.
Fleanor cowered against the wall, holding her hands over
her eyes, while the servants thus adjured presented arms,
ready for the word of command. :

“When we count three,” said the governor, in a low
voice, “fire!] If our nicce was mistaken, there will be but
the need of a little repairing in the arras. If there be an
assassin concealed there, his blood be upon his own head.”

« Unele, uncle, the noise will kill aunt,” said Eleanor, in a
Loarse whisper. : '

« Silence, niece—there will be no need for me to fire,” re-
plied the governor, aside, to her.

“ Now, men—one—two—"

Just as the fatal word was about to be pronounced, anim- -
patient movement was heard. A hand pressed aside the
curtains, and Captain Bill came defiantly forth—throwing
his weapons upon the lounge.

Margaret, as she saw him, gave a low cry of terror, and
fell fainting upon her seat. ‘

% Eleanor, attend to thy cousin,” said the governor; * we
had thought her of better metal than to faint at such a time
as this. Well, knave”—going forward, he recognized the
man by whom he had been so grossly decelved. His coun-
tenance changed to a fierce, red wrath.

“So—by God’s mercy ! this is our wine- merchant, come
back again! Well, knave, thou shalt room with us to-night,
whether or no. Thy insolence shall be dearly paid for, I can




114 . THE LOVER’S TRIALS

tell thee. 'What was the motive to-night, fellow—theft or-

murder? Confess, or we may give thee a taste of powder
Yet 19 B

The man frowned—drew up his tall form, and was silent.

“Sullen, ha! very well; we'll lodge thee to-night, for
sake of the satisfaction of feelmg safe with thee under our
roof. ’Tis not worth while to call our guards from the fort
for such small game. Mr. Sheriff, we will see thee early to-
morrow. Meantime, Sir John, we consider you a prisoner;
you will therefore remain here to-night. Men, carry this fel-
low to the tower-room at the top of the house,” he added,
pointing to Captain Bill, “and, if he makes the least resist-
ance, shoot him down.”

Captain Bill was accordingly escorted to his lodglngs
while the governor remained with Sir John Willie, Mar-
garet had been led, long before, to her chamber,
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Gliapter Pineteenilh,

LerrEr FROM GoDrrREY L'AMB, BOOKSELLER, TO HIS WIFE IN
Lowvox.

[Many letters were written by *ye merchant Lamb,” between the last date and
the present; he, as we understand, making & daily journal of them for the pleasura
of his wifs. We choose from the originals only those that have the most direct
bearing on ths subject of our atory.]

Dated Bosrow, March, 168-.

My SWEETEST PERFECTION :

Doubtless thou dost look anxiously for news from me.
Sometimes I have ye pleasant opportunity of sending several
ye same month ; and 'tis sad to think how long it taketh toe
get a word to thee. But all in God’s time—so, do not fret,
mine ladie bir L

Why give I such advice? Thou didst neverfret. Never
saw I a frown on thy fair forehead—never a shadow of dis-
pleasure in thy dear eyes. “

Now, let me consider what news to tell thee, There is
much in my brain that calleth for release, and I will try to
release it, and send it to pleasanter quarters.

First, then—until within a few weeks, we have had terrible
winter weather. Ye famous harbor hath been so constricted
as to shut in several small vessels, among ye w’h is ye “ Pru-
dent Sarah.” Her captain is under no great obligation to
go to sea, inasmuch as he owneth ye greater part of his ship,
and is wealthie enough to do as he pleaseth. However, ye
weather is bettenng now, although a thin coat makes nearhe

everie night w’h ye sun thaws at mid-day.
8
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Thou speakest kindly of ‘the little maid, Ruth, dear wife.
Of a veritie, I am in great trouble about her. She hath to
bear manie suspicious glances, and manie hard wishes, Even
ye landlady of the Red Lion tavérn, at which I drop in at
times, though the maid hath.been as a daughter to her,
seems toe take up with ye general feeling. Tt appearcth to
be understood that she is to do some sort of public penance,
of w'h I think verie unkindly. Ye young ladies at ye gov-
ernor’s mansion have taken great interest in her case, and
have so far offered her protection as to propose her coming
in ye familie of the Episcopal rector—ye reverend Parris
. Aldrich, whom I do confess hath taken mie mind sweetlie.
They do not at all believe that she is in any wise guilty—
onlie placed in some misfortunate circumstance which cannot
presently be explained. But, to go there will necessitate her
giving up her church, w'h she loves heroically, and will not.
Ye Lady Anne Bellamont seemeth to have much to do in
ye matter—at one time to certain persons giving a favorable
report of ye maid’s character—at another putting out hints
that do her injury, to certain of other parties.

It appeareth a pitie to me that she doth not accept ye
clergyman’s verie generous offer, but she is a conscientious
maid, and even for ye favor of Captain Cameron (who, I do
believe, loves her to distraction, but yet will not countenance
her fanatics, as he calleth them), she will not diverge from
ye straight path,

1 will tell thee. ye reason why ye Episcopal is so zealous
in her cause. Ye reverend man hath one pet lamb whom
‘he calleth his « New England Token.” . Surelie one would
not wish a lovelier token in' anie countrie. - Thou must not
laugh at what I write, for it is gospel-truth, strange as it will
doubtless seem. It is said ye little one hath some miraculous
gift, so that she readily distinguisheth ye approach of anie
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thing evil—likewise of virtne. She having been born with
a double caul over her face, seemeth to be in mind and dis-
position of a different mould from all other children, Shall
I tell thee that hearing so much of this strangely gifted

= creature, I dreaded my first sight of her, albeit I felt bold in
ye conviction that I had done no deadlie thing to anie one. .
But thanks to her little ladyship, Miss Tmogene received me
verie kindly. Is’t not a prettic name?

Well, I hear that ye maid.was brought to this deare little
child (a verie cherub in appearance), and instead of shrink-
ing or turning away, ye little flower of New England goes
up to her, and straightway sweetlio caresses her as one would
a bird. That was proof conclusive in ye minds of that fam-
ilie, that ye maid Ruth was innocent as an angel,

As I said before thou may’st smile at this, but would not,
saw ye the child. T cannot describe its beauty to thee' more
than if it was a seraphim on ye wing. Oh, ye bright, bright
hair! ye golden-waving, sunshiny hair! soe long, soe finely
spun! Never, never saw I aught like it. Oh, ye holy blue
eyes, changing into a deeper color as some prettie childish
imagining comes up in her wise little brain! And ye brow!
I can compare it to nothing earthlie; ye cheeks like lilies
near roses, faintlie reflecting their blushes. I confess to thee
that I rhapsodise, and that I cannet find ye language in
which to dress her beautiful baby-lips. Ye child is onlie
nearing to five years, and to my mind ripe for ye kingdom of
heaven that is of such, for it seemeth to me as if none but
our blessed Redeemer ever had such spotless infancy.

But I may tell thee more of her anon. T expect thou wilt
alreadie say that New England must be a place of verie won-
derful attractions. Well, so I do confess it to be, If I had
but my own deare wife here.

I have some sad news to tell thee concerning poor Lady.




118 TEE LOVER’S TRIALS

Andros. - She is verie ill—it is thought to her death. Ye
people, I can see, do not like their governor. He burdens
them with taxes, and even I say he doth not behave himself
generousty. His disposition seemeth grasping in ye extreme,
and he seemeth to desire homage due only to ye king. Ye
- young captain being verie plain-spoken, talks about him so
that it hath got to ye governor’s ears, and they say it will
breed tronble for him, It is verie evident. that onlie ye sick-
ness of Lady Andros keepeth ye popular ferment down, and
if she dies, there will come trouble.

I have nothing more to tell at present, save I love thee,

- dearest. No Englishman hath a more beautiful or worthy
wife than
Thy -

Lawms,
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Ghapier Twentieth.

In waicE Mistress Comstook cives A Tea.

A prLEAsANT room facing on the street, the sunshine
streaming in, and Mistress Comstock knitting by her cheer-
ful fire, A happy and serene woman looked Mistress Com-
stock, and it seemed as if the shining farniture reflected her
placid, handsome old face. Handsome, because the royal
stamp of goodness made it so. The sunshine of her youth
lingered yet on the hill-top of old age. Every thing seemed
as blessedly content as herself. A tabby cat-—coat yellow,
and luxuriating in most masculine whiskers—lay purring
and blinking on the ruby-red hearth. The very logs in the
great fire-place seemed happy, because permitted to burn,
and each flame appeared striving to overleap its predecessor.

Comfort blithe, comfort snug, predominated. The moon-
faced pewter dishes over the chimney-piece—the bright,
biue tiles, portraying a pleasant Scripture story—the quaint
little buffet in the corner, holding its small store of china-
ware, very precious and very old—the brass-polished candle-
sticks—the well-waxed floor, and the goodly black, round,
three-clawed table, glistening in its nook—every thing seemed
well satisfied to be worn out, if need be, in the service of the
inestimable Mistress Comstock.

“'Tis time the child was come,” she murmured, setting
her needies and smoothing down her well-plaited cap. “Poor .
dove! I know not how to comfort her, but she shall see that .
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there is no difference in my feelings,” she added giving a
little sigh. ‘ ‘

The words were scarcely spoken before a low rap sounded
~at the door, and as the cheerful old woman cried, * Enter,

dear,” Ruth Margerie came in. Her eyes looked heavy,
and her sweet young face a little care-worn, but as she sat
down in a little chair at the feet of Mistress Comstock, the
. genial fire drove the cold from her cheeks.

“Mistress Bean sent me round to say, with her compli-
ments, that she cannot come to tea this afternoon ; she
would, but that her many duties forbid,” said Ruth, carefully
pulling off her white wool mittens, and holding forth her
hands—very delicate, pretty hands they were, the old lady
thought, as the fire flame gave them pink outline and trans-
parent flush, 4

“I'm sorry,” returned Mistress Comstock, placidly ; but
thow canst stay, cosset,” she -added, with a questioning, sym-
pathizing glance at the young girl who sat watching the fire-
play, so mournfully.

“Oh! if you will let me,” cried the girl, bowing her head
impulsively on the lap of the kind-hearted old dame, and sigh-
ing heavily, almost sobbingly. i

“Let thee, dear lamb? why shouldst thou make a speech
like that to thine old - friend #’ asked Mistress Comstock,
looking grieved and tenderly forcing her bended head up-
wards till she saw the tear-filled eyes. ‘

“ Becanse—oh | because everybody treats me so coldly!
8o almost unkindly—yes, yes, I will say it—so cruelly now;

“ what will it be after—after the sabbath
She shuddered from head to foot.
“My poor cosset!” cried Mistress Comstock; “if thou

must bear the cross, bear it bravely, even as He did who is
our salvation,”
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4 But it is heavy—heavy I” sobbed poor Ruth.

“« Thou shalt find peace with me, dear child " said Mis-
tress Comstock. ¢ Stay here, if thou wilt, even till thy trial
is through. I doubt thee mnot, cosset ; never, never have 1
doubted thee—nor has good man Comstock. "Twas o'nly
yesterday he spoke nobly in thy cause to the }.roung captain.”

“Captain Cameron ! asked Rath, hastily, her cheek‘
paling. :
“Yes, that hasty, impatient, but brave, honorable young

man.”

« Ah! brave, honorable!” echoed Ruth; “and he, too,
noble as he is, doubts me-—despises me. Well, T will try
and bear it,” she added meelly. | '
“Te spoke of thee almost as if he were a lover of thine,”
said Mistress Comstock, giving Ruth a searching glance. The
young maid had turned her head a little away; she made
no answer, but her cheek felt the burning of a tear, that was
silently wiped away, and the click of the needles went on.
 After a moment, Ruth slowly topk.off her outer gar-
ments, and hung them up in the little passage between .the
lean-to and the family room. While she was smoothing
back the curls that the high wind had disarranged, in came
Mistress Scates, with much stamping of the light damp snow
from her moccasins. Mistress Scates was a comfortable
woman, fat and forty. Her fair round face aboun-d:ed in
dimples; her mouth and brow indicated great decision of
character. It was three by the old-fashioned clock between
the windows, yet Mistress Comstock reproached her friend
with being “so late I”
With fewer apologies than are fashionable to-day, the
plump visitor emerged from her envelopes, bestowed ahearfy
kiss on the check of Ruth, because, “ poor child!” she said

- in her heart, © she had no mother to kiss her in her trouble ;”
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and very soon the two dames were as busy with their. tongucs. :

as they were with their knitting,
~ “Will you give me something to do, Mistress Comstock it
asked Ruth, whose restlessness would not allow her to keep
unemployed, as her nervous manner gave token, -

“Child, there is nothing but what I can do myself)”
answered the good woman.

“ Well, then, let me do what you could, please,” coaxed

Ruth. “ Are there no cakes to bake #—no biscuit to make?
There is the tea to draw and the table to set. Why
won’t you sit still and let me work?—it will make me
happier.”

" %“Well, cosset, have thy way. The dough is ready for the
bread, and the oven is hot. Thou may'st do all, if it will
please thee, child, and I'll play lady for once,” returned the
good dame, “The damask cover is in the top drawer of the
chest, where also thou wilt find six spoons of silver. Would

I had more, but we home bodies can use the pewter. In

the second drawer, cosset, is my chiny tea-caddy. Three
tops to a drawing, dear; it is not often that we have tea,
and we must make it of the strongest. Thou wilt find cream
and sugar in the buttery—the sugar in a strong box, whick
may tax thy strength to open, as father and I never eat it
The butter, in which I had very good luck this morning (2
beautiful churning, Mrs, Scates), in the pantry in the stone
jar, and my preserves thou knowest about.” _

Ruth, trying to remember her instructions, went into the

lean-to, or kitchen, and was soon busy with the biscuit, while

Mistress Comstock and Mistress Scates gossiped to their
beart’s content. ' :

“ Never pitied I poor maid 50 thoroughly,” said Mistress
Comstock, softly.
41t is all very sad,” 1ep11ed the other, shaking her head
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till her double chin quivered. “ Our good minister told me
that he knew not what to make of the case.”

“ Depend upon it, the poor maid is innocent,” replied the
first speaker.

» % Ah! Mistress Comstock, I think so too but it's a wicked,
wicked world—a very wicked world;” and the double chm
quivered again, but this time with a wise and long-drawn
sigh.

“Dost thou know aught of the shipmaster, Cameron §” in-
qulred Mistress Comstock.

“I have seen him. He hath the usual vanity of man,”
was the reply.

“ He is very comely.”

“ And must pay some penalty for being handsomer than
others,” responded Mistress Scates. - “He is greatly talked
about, the young man is, Some say he is indebted to the
Evil One for his extraordinary good looks, having made =
league with Satan. ’'Tis cerfain lie could not easily be a
handsomer man.”

“Now if ever!” ecried Mistress Comstock, straightway
dropping a stitch in her astonishment, and suspending her
knitting. “I thought him so good and worthy a young
gentleman, and invited him to our fea, seeing that father
thought highly of him. Well, well, I hope no harm will
come.”

“ And agam it hath been rumored that he hath bevvltched
the poor maid Ruth, and—"' Here she leaned forward and
whispered in the ear of her friend.

“The Lord have mercy!” ejaculated Mrs, Comstock, lost
in wonder. “The poor maid "

“Thou must not tell for thy life, remember,” added Mis-
tress Scates, cautiously. «Thad it direct from Goody Pres-

cott, who lives in Gossip Lane, and she had it from a sister-
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in-law, whose husband’s niece worketh plain sewing for
Mistress Mather. T'll not say that it’s true, but she obliged
- me not to drop a word to any living soul, and I would not,
only to thee. I have the greatest confidence in thee that
thou wilt keep a closed mouth upon it.”

“Most surely,” replied Mistress Comstock ; “ but—well, it
really beateth me! He is such a fine-favored young man!
.50 handsome in his ways~——he might easily bewitch a poor
young body.”

“The talk is about so now, that they say he will surely be
taken up for witcheraft soomer or later.  The jeweller who
hath arrived here with ver v precious freight, sayeth that he
misses a valuable cuse of the finest stones, and chargeth it, of
course, upon the captain. Besides this, it is said he was found
practising witcheraft with Goody Shrimp when she was ap-
prehended.”

“The Lord preserve us!” cried MlS‘bleSS Comstock, aghast

“ And long, lean Benjamin the fiddler, who hath not very
strong wits, thou knowest, sayeth that the captain did throw
down his fiddle once, in the Red Lion tavern, breaking it
into & hundred pieces; but, as he took them up, they in-
stant changed into a whole fiddle, which, on the moment,
began to play of itself. Didst ever hear of such a thing ?”

“The Lord have merey !” cried Mistress Comstock, whose
ejaculations could find no other expression, as she listened
with fascinated interest. “I shall of a verity send for our
reverend minister, to purify mine household with prayer, on
the morrow,” she added, her hand trembling, as she com-
menced at the seam again. “Dost know " she asked, pres-
ently, “what will be done with poor Goody Shrimp #”

“I hear that sentence is -passed to give her thirty lashes
at the cart-tail; and, if any more complaints are brought
against her, she shall be burned for a witch.”
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« Dear, dear! it behooveth us to live like good Christians
—to take heed that our feet stumble not,” said Mistress
Comstock. “The prince of the power of the air hath many
and great resources. He is truly a raging and a roaring

lion, who worketh his will in darkness. May the Lord keep

us ”m
“ Amen, " said Mistress Scates—and put up her kmttlng
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Chapter Twenty- Lirst,

Teor orp Psarm-siveEs.

“8nuALL 1 set the table, xiow, Mistress Comstock 2” ‘

Ruth looked [ike her own lovely self, as she put her bright
face in that moment, The pretty cheeks were flushed with
exercise, and the flush brightened the blue eyes. Mistress
Scates thought it couldn't be time and then exclaimed, as
she saw the hand of the clock pointing to five, that she had
not deemed it scarce an hour since she sat down.

The table soon stood in the centre of the company-room, as
it was called in those times, and Mistress Comstock’s array
of china made a fine show on the damask cover, An ordi-

nary June rose would have filled either of the red-tinted cups,”

while a moderate handful of rose-buds might have brimmed
the quaint sugar-bowl, as assuredly half of that quantity wouid
have run over the top of the tiny creamer. The cream,
however, stood near, in a homely jug of brown delf. Scarcely
was the table finished, and Ruth in the lean-to, preparing to
take the smoking cakes from the oven, when in came Father
Comstock with a stranger, followed by Gaffer Scates, and
Captain Cameron. |

Ruth heard the latter voice—she started, and her face as-
sumed an expression of deep distress. She had not dreamed
of seeing him—had avoided him since their last painful in-
terview. “Oh! if I bad but known ! she repeated to her-
self, standing there, undecided what to do. In her despera-
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tion, she would have thrown on Mistress Comstock’s old hood

~ and cloak, and fled from the house; but, at that moment,

the old lady herself came into the lean-to. '

« Qh, do they know I am here ?.———becauée, if not, let me
go home at once!” cried Ruth, while her disordered manner
struck the good dame unpleasantly, and she answered, almost

rply—
Sh?‘ %f}'r a surety they do, child, for T just now said to father,
that Ruth had been kind euough to serve me, and would
bring in the tea soon.”

«Can’t I stay here—won't it be better? Don't ask me.
to go inj T can't face the—the—-—gentleme_rl:” o

“Why, Ruth, that would look like guilt, surely,” said
Mistress Comstock, in a voice sterner than was her wont,
and with a grave, suspicious countenance.

‘With her usual habit of meek submission, when counselled
by her elders, Ruth dried the tears on her lashes, al%d, calling
up all the resolution she could command, went, with down-
cast eyes and blushing cheeks, into the room. .

“She never looked so pretty in all her life,” said Mistress
Comstock to herself, “ and how little she knows it.”

Captain Cameron started, and his chest began to heafre
with long breaths, while his eyes followed her,—and Mis-
tress Scates afterwards averred that he clenched his teeth
hard. .

Ruth, with a graceful courtesy to the company gthough h_er
sight was dazed, and she really saw no one), vanished again
into the kitchen, Then the captain’s senses seemed to return,
but not his wit and. brilliancy. Through the whole tea-time
(Mistress Scates again) the captain kept looking towards

- Ruth, though exactly like a man who was not conscious of
- what he was doing; and sometimes Ruth was rosy, and

sometimes pale.
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Goodman Comstock and Master Lamb, both in the same
business, held an edifying discourse on the book trade, Gaffer
Scates putting in his protest every few moments against the
governor for op-pressing the people of New England (Gaffer
Scates made the pun very gravely), by appointing his secre-

tary, a hateful and hated man, licenser of the press, For .

his part, he thought a man might as well cut out his tongue
or cut off his hand, if he must be obliged to do the will of

that abominable fellow. He would not stand it—no, not -

even if the man were appointed by the king.

-“You'll have tostand that, and more too,” said the young
shipmaster, in his blunt, yet not wholly ungraceful manner,
“I hear that the governor is determined to have his priests’

book read in one of your churches, and that he will use

candles and perform popish ceremonies,”

“Tll be hanged if he does,” cried Gaffer Scates, growing
as red as a peony, “in our church! Ikeep the key, and I
ring the bell, and no popish ceremonies are carried on there,
if Gaffer Scates, bricklayer and honorable member, can pre-
vent it. Does the man think to ride rough-shod over us ¢”

Captain Cameron smiled. He liked to seo a daring exhi-
‘bition of spirit in any one, and a thousand times a day he
blamed his heart for obstinately loving tame Ruth Mar-
gerle. ’

“Ay " he said to himself, “ tamer than even the despi-
cable worm, that turns if he is trodden upon.”

“I don’t boast,” said Gaffer Scates again, growing heroic,
“but if I had my way, I would let his excellency know—""

“ Gaffer, Gaffer, hold thy tongue,” cried his wife sharply.
Mistress Comstock looked up in mute horror. She would as
soon have died as issued word of command to her good
man. ’

“ Mistress Scates, if I want my tongue held, I'll get thea
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to do it,” retorted the bricklayer. “I say it is a tyrannical
deed, and one that no good governor would attempt,” he
continued, growing more excited. ¥ Here is Mr, Lamb; I
hear that he is writing a book. Suppose he goeth to Cam-
bridge with it, all ready for the press, when up comes this
secretary with his pomp and rufiles, and says with swelling
voice, ¢ I have liberty to read this from the governory and
then looking here and there, * thou must strike this out, and
that: thou must ot say such a thing in that place; thou
must not, in fine, publish thy book unless it pleaseth me?!
I know not much about learned men, of a verity, but it
strikes me I would pull at one of his ruffles, or perhaps it
might be his worshipful nose.”

And puffing a little, his face growing redder and redder,
Gaffer Scates swallowed his tea too hot, which caused a wry
face, and sank back in his chair, satisfied that he had made
an impression, Captain Cameron laughed, heartily, so did
Mr. Lamb, while Father Comstock smilingly added, “ the Gaf-
fer is right.”

In consideration of his eloquence, Gammer Scates over-
looked the sharp retort her loving spouse had given her, and
smiled complacently upon him.

- %I must go now,” said Ruth, as the candles were
lighted. :

“ On no account, cosset,” said Father Comstock, passing
his arm tenderly about her; “we promised Mr. Lamb, here,
some music, and thou must stay and help us out.”

" Mistress Comstock had forgotten her recent suspicions;
the tea and the pleasant talk had made her, if possible, more
cheerful than was her wont. Ruth looked disturbed, but
knew not how to disappoint the good old man, while yet
she was unwilling to stay. It was not good for her peace of
mind to remain near Captain Cameron, especially as it was -
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doubtful how he felt towards her. She was, however, de
cided by the— C

“ Rath, thou must not go,” of Father Comstock. “ And
little Ruth, I said once I would give a pound any day to
hear thee sing that little roundelay I taught thee. Good
mother, get me my flute; she is one of my pupils, sir,” he
said, with an air of pride, turning to Mr. Lamb.

% Father Comstock,” said Ruth, softly but firmly, “I can- .

not sing alone to-night.”
Mistress Comstock added a mute entreaty that he would
nof urge her, as she handed him the old black flute,
“Well, then, we won't urge thee, cosset; give us the

books, and our friends will join us in some psalmody. We
all know—

¢ Bave me, O God, from waves that roll,
And press to overthrow my soul ;
With painful steps in mire I tread,
And deluges o’erflow my head.?

You, Ruth, will take the air, mother sings counter, and Gaffer
Scates, tenor; you, captain, must throw in the good broad
- bass, with a back-bone to it, and Gammer Scates will help us
in the second. The xest, of course (looking over .his spec-
tacles), will sing as they please.”

The round table was drawn up., Father Comstock had
adjusted his huge horn-rimmed glasses, with a look of great
importance (for he was the chorister and player of the bass-
viol at church, and the only singing-master in town), un-
screwed the first joint, touched it gently with his tongue,
screwed it on again, moistened the second joint; then puff-
ing out his reverend cheeks, blew a shrill blast from scale
to scale, ascending, descending, tﬁlling, quivering,—prepara-
tory to giving the key.

Ruth, quite unnerved sat by hlS side, her head bent
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very much more than was needful to see the words—words,
so applicable to her present situation, and which, if Father
Comstock had thought for a moment, he would have avoided
for her sake. ' ' »

Captain Cameron was unconsciously worshipping the
sweet guileless face, that he could not couple with guilt,
however much his suspicions were roused; and shaded hig
brow from the heat of the fire (perhaps that he might watch
her the more unobserved). Mr. Lamb, amused at the quaint-
ness of the simple people, listened to their numerous % ahems”
and torturing throat-scrapings with the grave philosophy of
a gentleman.

Presently, at a signal from Father Comstock, at it they
went—Ruth’s clear silvery voice trembling a little, and by so
much enhancing the beauty of the performance, while Gaffer
Seates, in pompous attitude, beat time, as if he were trying
to demolish it. The third and fourth verses were gome
through very creditably, but poor Ruth’s voice had faltered
more and more, uutil they came to the following stanza—

% Reproach and grief hath broke my heart;
I look’d for some to take my part,
To pity or relieve my pain;

" But look’d, alas | for both in vain,”

Here the sensitive girl broke quite down, and hiding her-
face in her clasped hands, sobbed aloud with the passionate -
abandon of a child, until, rising in the now deep, sad still-
ness, she hurried into the little lean-to—the good mother
Comstock following her, Wlpmg the tears of sympathy from
ber honest eyes.

9
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- Ghapter Twenty-Second.,

Tue Visir oF A Pompous (IENTLEMAN.

Carrary Camerox rose hastily, and was for plunging into
the kitchen after them. His handsome lips quivered, and
there were tears, if not in, at least very near his dark eyes,

But a loud important rap at the outer entrance arrested the

general attention. Goodman Comstock hurried to the door,
and presently returned with some haste, ushering into the
room no less a personage than the stately haughty secretary
of his excellency Governor Andros.

Bestowing a formal salutation on the company, most of
whom had arisen at his entrance, and stood now, a little
-awed perhaps at his velvet and finery, his glittering sword-
handle and go]den chain, his embroidered waistcoat and
ruffled sleeves, he turned himself about, saying, as he ad-
dressed the bricklayer, “This is Gaffer Scates, I presume 7

Mistress Scates bridled and wished that Mistress Com-
stock had been there to see the honor! ‘

Gaffer Scates, notwithstanding his brave speeches, made a
most humble bow. ;

.“ I am deputed by his excellency the governor-general,”
sald the secretary, ¥ to say to thee, it'is his wish that thon
dost deliver to him the key of the South church, that he, in
company with the many of his like faith in this town, may
have services read there on the ensuing sabbath.”
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Gaffer Scates turned white, then red, and again in his per-
plexity he seemed of a blue color.
# J—I—know not, your honor, that—that T have the aun-

‘thority,” he stammered.

« That matters not, good man,” replied the secretary, losing
a tithe of his condéscending exterior, and giving fuller tone
to his voice. %It is for thee to do the will of his excellency
without demur, but in due humility, He being the repre-
sentative of majesty, hath of course unbounded right to
make what demands pleaseth him.” |

“«I question that!” muttered Captain Cameron, his eyes
flashing ; upon which the secretary gave him a frown of
awful portent, which was returned with full interest.

«Is it the governor’s wish or command?” asked Gaffer
Scates, gathering together his scattered wits.

«Tf maketh small difference, since in a ruler’s vocabulary
the one is but the echo of the other,” was the lofty answer.
“1 come here ex-officio,~at his wish, however.”

“ Wilt thou say to the governor, that I must first see some
of the officers of our church ?”

“No, I will say no such thing. I demand from thee
the key.” .

“Insolence!” muttered Captain Cameron, in a contemptu-
ous voice.

“Thou’dst better hold thy tongue, sirrah I” exclaimed the
secretary, a tremor of passion running through the calm of
his tones. “ Already thou art an object of very marked sus-
picion; we have heard no good of thee.”

% I'm not the tool of a tyrant, whatever I am,” thundered
young Cameron, stepping out with a fice so white with de-

flance, that the secretary fell back a step or two, and thrust

his hand under his starched ruffles, His face was also: white
with passion, '

Mo
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“Thou may’st repent thee that speech, young sir,” he said,
“Be assured I shall forget it not. His excellency hath sent
the sheriff after more than one free-lipped subject since he
hath been here.”

“Gentlemen| gentlemen!” cried Father Comstock, hold-
ing forth both hands between the two angry men ; “ let. there

be no violence in this household. Good sir, you came while

we were singing the praises of the Most High, and it be-
cometh us not to revile in such presence. Touching the
matter of the key, I am free to uphold my worthy brother
Scates—he taketh, to my thinking, the right disposition of
the ease. The church is a government subjected to rulers,
and we are only the humblest of its subjects. It seemeth
not to e, therefore, right or proper to give up that which is
entrusted to our keeping. Indeed! to go farther, I should
“be loth to see our good church entered for any such purpose,
though the governor headeth it.” There was warmth even
in his gentle tones. “I say this kindly—I have mno ill-
will towards your worshipful self, only be pleased to bear
back to his excellency, the governor-general of this colony,
that 'we are not the proper persons of whom to ask request
touching a matter of such magnitude.”

“Magnitude ! forsooth ” muttered the ireful secretary;

“one would think the nails of thy church were of solid -

gold.” - . .

“Nay, but our principles are something more solid than
that; ay! and infinitely more precious” returned Father
Comstock. \

“Very well; we do not threaten” said the secretary ; “but
if harm come to thee, remember it might have been averted.”

So saying, he strode indignantly from the room.

“Truly, what a fine brave-looking gentleman! exclaimed
Mistress States, her weak eyes dazaled by his pompous ap-
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pal'elling. « And so soft spoken, too; it seemeth a pity to
refuse him.” ‘ . .
«Refuse him!” cried Gaffer Scates, stepping out valiantly
to the exact spot where the secretary had stood; “if I had
Lot been a member of the church, which forbids fightings, I

. warrant me he would have measured his length on the floor.”

« The poor gentleman,” said Mrs, Scates, her voice taking
a shade of sarcasm, as she glanced from head to foot of her
husband’s srwall body; “what a strait he had been in ‘-uhen.”

Mistress Comstock entered and spoke, in a low voice, to
ier husband. .

«Js Miss Ruth ready to go?’ asked Captain Cameron,
divining her errand ; “because if she is, J will see her to the
Red Lion.” ‘ ‘

There was no answer. The two women exchanged mean-
ing glances, and Father_Comstoclk said, affter a long Eause, :
during which the captain was putting on his overcoat, “ Per-
haps it is the maiden’s wish—" - o

«T ghall see her to the Red Lion,” said the captain, with
emphasis, breaking in upon his sentence, and there were but
fow words spoken till after the two were gone; for Ruth, in
fact, was allowed no choice. Then—perhaps there was a

a little scandal,
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Chapter Twenty-thivd.

Ix waicr Carrain CAMERON SHOWS HIS TENDERNESS AND
a18 TEMPER,

Carray Camerow strode on in silence with his precious
. charge, till they had nearly reached the tavern. He held
her arm with an unconscious grasp. that was almost pain to
her, and as they neared the house, he said in tones in which
fear, passion, and hope were blended—
“Ruth, stop a moment—1I have a word for you.”
They paused just beyond the door-stone.
“Ruth, I have been uuhappy since I spoke harshly to you;
Rath, will you forgive me #” ' '
“I do forgive you, Captain Cameron.” The low, smoth-
ered voice gave token that she had suffered too,
“And, Ruth, one word more—a request—a prayer if you
- will—oh; darling! will you be my wife, to-morrow # he
asked, rapidly, still retaining her arm; “let me protect you,
Ruth 3 let this accursed trial stop where it is! There ! now
I have frightened you by my vehemence,” -
“Captain Cameron—" she catght her breath, and leaned
heavily on his arm as if she were losing strength,
“Oh, my love! my darling! my beautiful, beautifal dar-
ling!” he cried, in hurried words of passion that seemed to
~burn his very voice, so intense they were, 0 Ruth, let me
give you strength, protection, Vou are not fit to battle with
this rude world alone, Ruth ; you, with your tender, gener-
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ous, confiding heart. Let me ﬁght for you, darling; let me
hurl your enemies to perdition, if need be. Rutb, I cannot
Live without you! I cannot leave you here?. (.}hng to m(?i
Ruth, as the moss clings to the roc.l'c, my heart is a true an

a strong heait. Don’t let me go without you, already I have
delayed my vessel longer than I should, becaluse I could not
tear myself even from the town where you live. If I have
seemed harsh, it was because my soul was tormented.to see
you in trouble. Only say yes, Ruth, we will be married to-
'morrow—to-night; or go with me from the country, and I

© will set sail to-morrow.”

“ No, no, because I could not tell you then, with this
cloud upon me. Never, never,” sobbed Ruth, o
“Qh! my God!” groaned the young man. The anguish
of his voice made her heart throb with terror. “Yon know
not what you doom me to, Ruth Margerie, Whﬁ? you say
never. Take care, Ruth; more than you reclf is in your
hands—hangs on your decision. Ruth, if my Zife depended
upon it, would you do what I hear they have commanded
you?” _ .
“You are putting the drop too much in my cup of sor-
row, Captain Cameron,” wailed Ruth. L
“ And have you no spirit é—no womanly pride ?
« Alas! too much of both,” was the sad reply. .
“Pride! spinit! and consent to stand like a puppet, dis-
graced, reproached ; to bear the finger of scorn an.cl :he
tongue of pity—I tell you, you shall not, Ruth. Margerie.
“(Captain Cameron,” pleaded the broken voice softly; but
passion mastered him now. His heavy bre:athmg, quivering'
frame, and deep-toned voice, whose vibram{on. sl}ook her as
he spoke, were evidences of no ordinary emotion.
“No!” was his fierce reply, “you shall not ; by heaven
you shall not, if I die for it,” he repeated.
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Ruth grew chill and frightened.

- % You are mine, Ruth, I call God to witness that you are
mine, before im. The words have been spoken that you
dare not recall. All the minions of church and state shall

. 1ot tear you from me; no, nor all the devils in hell] As
your affianced husband, I declare that you shall not sabmit
to this indignity.” ' ‘

“Captain Cameron, you are presuming too much,” said
Ruth, in a clear firm tone. Her spirit was roused.
“1I shall presume just so much, Ruth Margerie, and I re-
peat it, if it is in my power to prevent it, you shall not
be thus disgraced. Good-night”—(more gently)—* Forgive
my vehemence, but remember, I have declared what I will
do, and it shall be done.” And with these words he loft
her, :

Walking rapidly from street to street until the fever of
his mind was soothed, he directed his steps towards the most
aristocratic quarter of the town, and soon entered the
thoroughfare named in honor of Queen Anne. Here stood
the substantial and often elegant dwellings of the more

‘wealthy inhabitants,

The young man paused before a mansion whose tmposing
portals were guarded by great lions in bronze, and gave a re-
sounding stroke of the knocker. A footman in handsome

livery appeared, recognized him, and held the door wider for
~ his entrance. -

“Is Lady Anre in ” he asked.

“Yes, sir, the jeweller is with her now ; please walk into
this room.” -And he opened a door leading to a private
parlor. ' Here a warm, sweetly odorous atmosphere greeted
him. * From the carved ceiling hung a large lamp, suspended
by silver chaine. There was no carpet, but ihe floor was
beautifully polished, and ornamented with curious little mats
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of the richest colors, laid at equal distz‘mces. The scrf)ll
couches, then fashionable, and covered with mapy a quaint
device in the way of ornament, invited' to agreeable loung-
jng. The graceful hanging shelves, gilded elal‘)orately, ztnd
inlaid with rare West Indian woods, held a cholce Qollef:tmn
of costly annuals and illuminated books of ‘ art. A richly
chased silver foot-stove sat on the hearth, in froni:, of the
luxurious easy-chair, occupied now by a very beautiful, but
ingly lazy pet poodle, :

exieieli{v lighI: diIi)’fused over all by the cheery fire and
soft lamp-flame made the pleasant room a place to be coveted
by the weary, a retreat to be desired by the thoughtfnl gnd
i inative. . ,

1migﬂumph! the jeweller is with her, the king’s jewel]ex:, as
he calls himself,” muttered Captain Cameron, “A precious

lot of poison he'll pour into her ears about me, thinking to

prejudice her ladyship, as if that could be! Let me see—
how long back do I remember her? T must have be‘aen a
boy of twelve when she took me under her prt.)tectlon—,—
twelve—twenty-two—that’s ten years ago. Faithl .she ,s;
been a good friend to me~-would be more—people say so.

He shook his head, saying with emphasis as he looked
straight into the fire—that could never be, now!, O Ruth
Margerie (truly I am in thrall if ever man was), I'll have 1o
wife but you, if T live till a hundred years bleach my hair
and bend my body. Ah! here is her 1adysh1p. 1 o

“ Naughty man!” she advanced with a light 'trlppmg
tread, both exquisitely white hands he}d ff)rth, a smile show-
ing pearls of teeth and beds of rose-dimples; naughty,
naughty man, to come so seldom, so very seldo‘m, when you
know how glad I am to see you. Ouly twice since that long
voyage; for shame!” .

I crave a thousand pardons, Lady Anne,” said the young
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eaptain, watching her teeth and dimples as he smiled, hig
beauty so far excelling her own as to show the sweet, ine
genuous expression which made i more than hand%ome.

So Lady Anne gave the pet poodle a satin cushion at her
feet, and drew her easy chair up to the fire. She looked
more than usually lovely, and there was a flush on her cheek
that denoted the hurry of an unusual preparation to -meet
him. Her suit was of the richest silken velvet; plain gold
‘bands adorned her wrists, confining the sleeves that showed

the perfect outline of her arms, and thence over her hands:

. wide, sable laces fell. Her hair was drawn back in a quaint
fashion, confined by diamond-headed pins, and thence hung
in many gleaining rings on her rarely white throat. The
short waist, then in fashion, bore a brooch, chain and pm all
intermixed with diamonds; on her ﬁnge:s flashed precious
stones. The ivory whlteness of her brow was enhanced by a
cunning square of jetty plaster, and her checks and lips were
tinted with such art that they seemed the freshness and
brightness of healthy childhood. ‘

“You are looking remarkably well to-night, Lady Anne,”
said Captain Cameron, admiring her sincerely.

“Thou flatterer |” exclaiméd- the lady. She seemed in
exuberant spirits, =

“ Nay, we of the sea practise none of the words or arts of
* fashion,” replied the captain. “I am but a plain sailor-
man.” ' -

“Plain sailor-man!” exclaimed Lady Anne, her face
breaking into a mischievous smile; “we ladies might dis-
pute that. But tell me what thou thlnkest of my new pur-
chase.” And she touched the golden ornament with' her

finger. .

“I know little about such things—yet they become you
bravely,” rephed the young captain.

THE LOVER’S TRIALS. 141

“T shall not let thee off with that: look closely, prythee,
at this brooch ; one cannot see its beauties at a glance.”

At this the captain was compelled to bow his head very
near to the fair neck of the enchantress,—in fact, so near
that the bright curls, by a little skilfal management (pardon
e, ladies), swept over his cheek. Ie drew back, blushing
like a girl, and saying that it was indeed a rare thing.

“Observe the rings, also,” she said, extending a fairy-
shaped hand, which of course he felt compelled to take in
his, in-order to examine the jewels,

“ They are of very fine workmanship,” he said.

“ Exquisite! Think you I gave too much for them?
They came from on board the Prudent Sarahj therefore I
set a somewhat greater store by them. The Jew merchant
sold them to me for two hundred pounds.”

“Indeed! I know not the value of such things,” said the
captain, yet astonished at the extravagance of his lady-patron.

“They are very pure,” was Lady Anne's rejoindeér, “and
I thonght well worthy the price. But why that abstraction ?
Thou art not looking as well as usual.” :

“In truth, my mind is on somewhat else,” replied the

captain, “I came to see if nothing can be done for the little

maid, Ruth Margerie. Your lady ship has great influence,
and might make some appeal, that in her case would com-
mend her to the merey of her church. I like not the des-
potic power of these institutions,” he added bitterly.

During this brief speech, and while the captain’s eyes
were fastened on the fire, the countenance of Lady Anne had -
worked strangely. Her glance was riveted upon that nobly
beautiful face. The gleaming chestnut curls thrown heavily
back, the dark, liquid eyes lighted up with the mind that .
worked under them ,—all the personnel of the man, locked

regally handsome,
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“ Thou seemest to take a gfeat interest in this low-bred

gir,” said Lady Anne, and her tones were so altered that
~Captain Cameron turned about in extreme surprise. ¢ Tell

me, is it—/Jove for her? It shall make a difference in my
* interest,” she added, her voice still unusually bitter,

“You have divined my secret, Lady Anne,” replied the
captain. “I love that girl, humble though she is, better
than my life”

“It cannot be—it must not be,” cried Lady Anne, with a

~ vehemence so unusual, that her listener started bolt upright,

I pray thee, Captain Cameron, consider the difference in
her station and thine. As my protégé, thou hast risen to a
goodly rank, while she is little better than a scullion in a
road-side tavern.”

“ Btay, Lady Anne!’ eried the young man, impulsively ;

“snch names I cannot hear applied to one like her. Though
her parentage is obscure (and in what better strait there am
I than she?), Ruth Margerie is nothing common, either in
beauty, manners, acquirements, or virtue.” '

“Some things have yet to be proved,” replied Lady Anne,
shutting her voice in.  “ Virtue! when she hath a polluted
kiss upon her lips.” ’

“Lips that I never dared to kiss” thought the young
man, writhing at her words. % Who makes such a villanous
accusation ” he asked aloud. He started to hls feet, his
eyes darting an angry fire.

“We wﬂl attempt to prove nothmg now,” answered the
lady hanghuly. “8it down, Captain Cameron—sit down,
and listen to reason. Dost not know,” she added, manner
and voice changing to a marvellous tenderness,  that thou
art in a fair way to mate with one whom many a high-born
‘gentleman might covet ¢”

“I have no wish to marry out of my station,” replied the
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young man eoldly, yet seating himself in the chair whieh
she had drawn nearer to her own.

« But I know one who loves thee, who hath both rank
and fortune” She cast her eyes modestly down. “To be
sure, she is somewhat older than thyself. Of her personal
attractions,—being so near a friend,—it becomes me not to
speak; but she hath been said to possess beauty of no ordi-
nary character.”

% am very much honored by her preference,” rejoined the
young captainy somewhat confusedly; “but I did not know
there was any lady of rank in the town beside yourse]t "

Raising his eyes after this blunt speech, he saw that Lady
Anne was crimsoning to the very roots of her hair.

« Tt cannot be,” he thought to himself, while he felt a sud-
den and strong aversion towards her, “it cannot be that she
is pleading her own cause! O Ruth !—though humbly born,
above all such chicauery—such boldness as this! To such a
confession thy noble apirit would never stoop !”

“ We will change the subject, if it please thee,” said Lady
Anne, not well knowing how to undo the unfavorable im-
pression she saw plainly she had made. “ Pardon me—that

I'am a weak, fond woman,” And there was such real dis.

tress in her manner,—in the eyes rapidly filling with tears,—
in the quivering chin,—that the noble-hearted young mar
pitied her, |
“Lady Anne, pray what have I to pardon?’ he asked
gently. She hoped he had not understood her. ¢ Believe
mie, your kindness towards me is not unappreciated. I'd go
on my knees to serve your ladyship. I owe all I am to your

- ladyship’s interest in me. Ask me what favor you will—

Tl do all in my power to please you” There might have

:been a slight accent on the words, #in my power;” if there

was, it was intentional,
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“ Mate not with that ignoble young maid,” eried Lady
Anne ; adding, as the glow faded from his face, and he shrank
" coldly away, “at least promise me that if T bring proofs that
she is unworthy of thy love, thou wilt forswear her.”

“T will not promise; but if you should bring coniplete,
incontrovertible proofs that Ruth Margerie is other than
" I have thought her, then farewell to all fair-seeming in
woman,” '

“T would ask thee to receive no other.’ Meantime, if T
fail in convicting her in the thing whereof T am suspicious, [
promise to use all my influence to clear her character from
aspersion. But bear in mind,” she added, as he canght her
hand with many thanks, “thou knowest they call me bere,
-alveady, half a Roman. I have an altar in my chamber, and
it hath gone forth to the clergy. Consequently, they will
give little heed to what I may try for the girl.”

“ And that reminds me,” said the captain, “that i is in
contemplation by his excellency to use one of the churches
for his Episcopal service. I supped with a friend to-night,
in whose dwelling the key of Doctor Mather’s church was
demanded. The governor’s secretary, a man whom I dislike

and abhor, called for it, and gave me some insolent language,

also, for which I'll make him pay, some day.”

“ Why dislike him ?” asked Lady Anne,

% Because he is not a true man—because he is a minion
of royalty,” replied the captain.

“ What! art thou, too, tinctured with the free notions
that are spreading somewhat among the people 2—art thou
not friendly to the king and government #”

%1 hate the office of the one, and would overthrow the
other if it were in my power,” said the captain moodily.

“Thy tongue is a bold one; I have heard somewhat of
these things concerning thee lately.”
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« And you may hear more. Yes, Lady Anue, my tongue
is the tongue of a bold man who- dares declare that he hates
tyranny ih any and every form, whether of the church, the
state, or the individual. This bold man has bold thoughts,
also, Lady ‘Anne, and dares say bold words, even to the dec-
laration that there will come a time in these colonies when
the king’s commands will be as if written in water, and the

‘king’s threats will make no man tremble. Do you be-

lieve it #”

“ Never!” exclaimed Lady Anne, mdlgnantly ; “ perish the
thought !”

“Ay, but thought don’t perish,” returned the captain,
“and ’tls thought” will work it out. No, Lady Anne, the
only absolute, earthly government that I would and do favor,
is the government of a man over himself; the control of pas- .
sions, the correction of vices, the thou shalt and thou shalt
not of stern, uncompromising virtue. That is the govern-
ment that will do away with the need of kings.”

“ What! thou would’st have no king " cried Lady Anne,
with horrer. Her face had grown pale under her rouging,
as if there were elements at work within her heart at variance
with the young captain’s nobility of speech. '

“Yes,” he said, an inspired light shining from his eyes—
and he pointed solemnly upward—* there is my King! and
if men were what they should be, they would be content
with no inferior majesty in bis tinsel robes and often in his
dotage. There sits the monarch who makes no royal favor-
ites to tyrannize over lesser subjects. Now compare my King
with yours.”

“Thy talk, thourrh very lofty, is treasonable,” said Lady
Anne, fearfully.

“ Ask your own heart whether treason takes this color,”‘
said Captain Cameron. The question was innocently put.
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The lady started. A look of terror overspread her foatures
and she turned paler yet. A servant entered hastily. - ’
“There is a man in the kitchen, and wishes to see the
captain, he says, life or death,” articulated the man, thickl ¥o
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Ghapier Twenty-fonvih,
T “Duke oFr MarMa” warxs His CAPTAIN.

(Caprary Cameron arose and followed the lackey. Lady
Anne in her extreme apprehension hurried after them. Stand-
ing all in a tremor of agitation, a profuse perspiration drench-
ing his hair, forehead, and beard, was Marmaduke Catchcod.
His clothes were bespattered, as if he had run haphazard
over field and lane, and he panted like a frightened animal
beset by hunters. ‘

- «0 Master Cameron! fly, fly, is the cry of Catcheod, and
never say die.” :

“Why, what's the matter?” asked the shipmaster, coolly.

“Run! run!” shouted the sailor, catching his breath, and
adding force to his words by a droll shaking of arms, head,
and body.

“Y say, run for your life! In a man's extremity, legs—
legs is better than a wife !” the sailor shouted again, his ex-
citement causing him to measure his words to an awkward
rthyme, '

“Duke! will you be sensible, man! Be sensible, I tell
you; I shan’t stir till I know what you mean.”

“Oh! sir, dear captain! the witches ; I mean the men that
are after the witches—are after you. They'll play the very
dipthong with you, so T heard. First they went to the Red

Lion, then to old Comstock’s, where they’re singing songs.
10 :
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* like nighting-birds, and now they’re up to the King’s Arms,

~and next thing they’ll be right upon you.”

Lady Aune sent the wondering servants off with a look.

“Do you think they’ve a warrant, Duke ¢” -

“Bure they have ; for you and for me, likely, for Mistress
Bean said so, and the poor little maid Ruth went out of the
room with a pale face. I warrant she’ll remember us in her
prayers. They say the governor’s master’s mad with us:
can’t you git aboard and put before daylight #”

- “Captain Cameron, you must remain here; I'l protect
-you,” said Lady Anne,

“Yes, oh! do, good Captain, for it seems as if I could
hear their pesky iron heels a clattering against the stones.
As for me, I'll be a dog to your ladyship, if you'll put me
into any ill-convenient place, and keep me till ‘the officers
glt by m

«Jf T boarded the ship, it would be no gain,’ muttered
Captain Cameron ; 4 they’ll probably go off to her before I

could muster my men and get undér way. I don’t care

about falling into the hands of the rascals, and I suppose ab
any rate they’ll confiscate the ship.”
“ Confisticate the ship! O Lord! coufisticate the Pru.
dent Sarah!
¢ The prudent Sarah she is staunch,
The prudent Sarah she is bold ;
Her decks are manned with good sailor-men, -
And such a eargo as she will hold,”
cried Marmaduke, all in a breath. “It would go nigh to
break my heart to have that ship obfusticated ; but Lord!
they’ll obfusticate us if they find us. My ]ady, won’t you
be pleased to let me counsider myself a dog?” he asked,
anxiously.
“1 was thinking,” she 1‘ép1ied, “you might go in the cel-
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lar and Tl double-lock the door and thou, Captain Cameron
might go in my devotional chamber, unless the sight of the
altar will shock thee.” 8o saying, Lady Anne led the way
for the fugitives. Duke was made exceedingly happy by
becoming a.dog to her ladyship, and kennelling in the cellar, ‘
while Captain Omnez on very unwillingly followed her up the

stalis.
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o Olapter Twenty-Tifth.

In waien THE GroverNor commits AN OurrAck ON LiBerry
AXD Goop MANNERS.

W left the governor-general . in conversation with Sir
John Willie at Government house.

Sir John Willie had been a freeman of Boston for some
8ix years. On coming to the ¢olonies, he had invested his
money in cloths, and by the aid of good business talents,
energy, and shrewdness of calculation, he had amassed a
large fortune in a very brief period of time.

On the death of the first Mrs. Aldrich, the governor,

then childless, begged to take Margaret to hls own home,
and her father, acceding to his wishes, gave her in ward
to her uncle. On the introduetion of Sir John Willie to
Margaret, both had felt an unusual interest in each other.
The interest ripened into strong friendship, and finally into
love, which, when the governor was apprised of the. fact, he
thwarted, presummo' to dictate in the matter, and deciding
that his niece should not marry a man who had made him-
self a commoner. Sir John, being in politics what would
be called a republican of the present day, was another and
a greater obstacle to the union. So Sir Edmund laid every
hindrance in the way, and finally forced upon him a com-
~mission to England, which would occupy some three years,
and that time had now expired.

Sir John Willie was a prodigious favorite with the people
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- of Boston. His embarkation for the old country was quite |

a little triumph, and at his return no less an ovation was
offered him, especially as it ‘was known that he brought
news of importance to the colonies. -

The governor-general, on being left alone with his unwill-
ing guest, strode up and -down sundry times, apparently
very impatient with his own hot temper, or else at the
calmness of Sir John, The young man was of slight stature,
though admirably formed, while his excellency inclined 'to be
portly. DBoth were fine-looking men, although the silken
night-cap askew, with its dangling tassel hopping and bob-
bing about the governor’s nose, detracted something from
the dignity of his appearance.

Presently he stopped, and in a voice abrupt, yet intended
to be calm, and a manner that, to say the least, was imperi-
ous, he put several questions to Sir John, all of which were
quietly and respectfully answered. .

“ We understand that you caused this declaration to be
printed in order that the people might first be served,” the
governor said at last, with more heat.

“1 certainly did get it printed for the people,” said Sir
John; “but Iam not aware that I had any choice as to its
first disposition. I would as soonyour excellency had seen
it as they.” .

“As spon! as soon!” cried the governor, exasperated.
“By God’s mercy ! do we hear aright? Thou hadst as soon

. perhaps the people had obtained the document!”

“Why not, your excellency ¢

“Why not! atrocious! Are we to be classed with the
commonalt; ,—with shopkeepers, with cartm ights, with
tailors, Wltgtr]phammer mountebanks? Assoon! forsooth!
pray dost thou put thyself on a level with us?”

“I am well aware that the office of your excellency should

»
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be esteemed of much account, I am also as well aware that
vox popult vox dei” ' : ‘
“We want none of thy Latin scraps!” exclaimed the gov-
ernor, passionately. “We wish to know why your knight.
ship, or shopkeepership—which #—~did not first bring us news
_ of the royal proclamation
~“I was not aware, your excellency, that it was customary
- for passengers to do s0,” said Sir John, commanding his voice
and his temper; “neither did I ever hear it was any man’s
duty so to do, unless he felt inclined.” '
“By God’s mercy!” cried the governor, “but thou art
impertinent, sir !” A '
“It was not my intention, excellency.”
“We command thee to give into our hands the declaration
of which we have heard "
“I decline to do so, excelléncy.”

“8ir!" cried the governor, his temper completely gaining

“the ascendency, “thou art a saucy fellow! a scurvy fellow !
a God-forsaken fellow! We will see if we are to be treated
with contempt by a clothier. Sir! thou art a knave—a
blockhead—a disgrace to thy ancestry !”

“ Excellency, you are the governor, that title commends .

you to my respect, at least in action,” was the quiet reply.

“By God’s mercy !” cried the governor, “if our guard
were here thou shouldst be carried into the fort and dieted.
Thou art crazy, thou loon! To-morrow we will send thee
before the magistrates. We'll see. what can be done sub
colore juris”

“Your excellency may call this right, but remember that
‘summum jus summa injuria.’ ” '

+ “We will 'see—we will see,” spluttered Sir Edn:und, “who -

and what has the right. Ay soon—~by God’s mercy the fel-
low hath put contempt upon us,” ‘
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“ Perﬁaps, yoﬁr excellency,” said -the ot,her3 witﬁ la: t}c;ggh
of pique, « the towpsmen may seeé this matter in m‘z 1gd .h

« And what care 17 A fig for the townsmen:™ and he
gnapped his fingers conteml?tuou:sly. “ {&r.e tileyLn:ttht:Il:;
subjects by virtue of his m'aJesty s commxs?lon. the 1
open their mouths about it if they dare. . T'il gag em% .
« Governors are but flesh and blood with the’rest of us,

i oung main.

reqzlgitégd?: (l)ilgl'@y !gforce us not to extremities, 0111' we maz
forget our dignity and collar thee. I have told & ie (;m:,l é_
thou shalt have the courtesy of our h?u§e as far as 30 a :
shelter go!” exclaimed the governor, 1r1.=1ta}ted ?e;;}on nll]eahse
ure, yet keenly feeling the calm superiority o ‘t1 ehma » he
would have cowed if he could. “My servants wil 8 ow .
to a chamber,” so saying, he pulled a cord near him, in a
sleepy porter soon appearing, the room was left deserte
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Ghapter Twenty-sivth.

Tue UNACCOUNTABLE RELE‘ASE orF Carrain BiLL,

Carrary Briy, in the interim, had been conducted to the
top of the house into a bedless, fireles. room, which had been
made as secure as a prison years before. More than once
had disloyal subjects been in confirement there, among them
a noted pirate and murderer, who for a long time was the
terror of the coast and the scourge of the town, and two or
three rebellious Indians who had been held as hostages.

As the door was barred and locked upon him, the prisoner
began walking back and forth hurriedly.

“To think,” he muttered, “that I have laid my plans so
clumsily | so like a fool | Here's a pretty state of affairs, and
the Prudent Sarah within a week’s time of sailing! Confound
it] I've lost the greater for the smaller prize. I had silver
enough ; oh, maledictions I”

In a few moments, with an imprecation, he flung himself
on the floor; swearing that now he was in for it, he was not
going to be broken of his rest. “Shouldn’t wonder if Mag
comes up,” he wuttered, “she’s such a soft-hearted chicken,
Poor Mag! that's the second time I've made her fajnt away,
deuce take it. Now, gentle sleep and good angel, come, no
matter what shape thou takest, only release thy servant of

servants, be thou of heaven or hell,  So, Captain Bill, good-
night and pleasant dreams.” |

Slowly the hours of the night tolled on, The ¢lock was

——

V I Fyr
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striking three in the morning when Margaref: lit'tedltltlerslflgllft }112
bed, and listened to make sure thqt her cousin slep}; [
di‘rr: light, how wildly shone her eyes! Her heavy hair hung
unconfined, her checks were blanched and lmg_g;gardi..f el o

Finding that Eleanor slept soundly, s}}e al:ose,l'o ed
quilted dressing-gown around her, and with hs't SlefS 1clll
which to walk without noise, left the chal'nber, light ;n and.
Dreary looked the .dark, low-ceiled 'corrldors, the. rowmr;g
doots, and ghastly niches, as she ﬂx.tt.ed l')y., pausing eve;ﬂy]
moment to listen ; and then like a spirit gliding on-——-oln-—t :
she reached the topmost stair. There she s.tood ].151 er}nl ad
death, and almost its image, her eyes startmg,l er r::s-
thrown forward. A sound like a man in heavy sleep, a
gured her, Again she stepped cautiously forwardfi saw 3
porter extended in a torpid slumber along the floor, an
entering one of the chambers she sat the lamp down, t?elx;-
bling the while so that it was an effort to' stand ultg’}gthe.
Her indecision lasted but for a moment. G'm'ng towards °
end of the room she pushed aside a srflal} shdmg-panel, .us}el
for the purpose of conveying food‘mthu’],. This done,; she
whispered, hoarsely, “ Wilfred! Wilfred ! ' L'y

There was a stir, the man sprang up with a low 0
the:;: is T, Margaret,” said the girl, striving for composure;
“ k llOW'." ' . ‘

Sgeﬁaggieﬂoh, yes—TI'll be there. T knew you’.d (;?migz
knew vou wouldn’t desert an unfortunate fellow in his

”

" ‘I?igiii'lfred | Wilfred! T'm afraid yow'll kill me!” she cried,
i railing voice.
"’ féos;flin’t pbe foolish, Mag,” said the young man, cag:-
lesély stretching his handsome ﬁg.ure. till it seemed in t e .
shadowy light to loom to a majestic stature.




156 THE LOVER'S TRIALS.

X “Why did you . come here, Wilfred ? of all things—
iere 1” i

“ Can’t I wait on the governor, if I please? isn’t he my
uncle as well as yours

“ Wilfred, don’t talk that way! oh, to come like a thief!
a common housebreaker !”

“ Look, now, Maggie, you know me of old ; and you know

there’s no earthly use for you to palaver in that manner,” The -

fact is, I was aware our dear uncle the governor, who will han
me if he gets a chance (and hang me if he does 1) had an over-
abundance of silver plate, and I thought I would relieve him
of a superfluity ; that was all, my precious child.”

“Wretch I said .Margaret, her eyes flashing, “thou de-
servest the fate I have not the courage to doom thee too,

- O Wilfred! that T should have lived to hear thee talk in
that way! Thy poor father! little he dreams]”

“Talk just as I think, and just as I mean,” responded the
man, coarsely. “I'm a villain, Mag, there’s no rubbing that
out, and m willing to own up. If it carries me to the
hangman’s_hands—be hanged be it.” .

“O Wilfred! Wilfred! thy talk is so eruel! Our father's
white hairs will be brought down in sorrow to the grave!”

“ Well, I say, Maggie, for the sake of the old man, can’t
you get me out of this? The fellow on guard snores and
dreams, and if you don't, I tell you I shall be hanged.”

“Wilfred, I don’t know what to do,” said Margaret, sob-
bing. : :

" “Do! why let me out, and I'll make no more trouble, of
course; but if you don’ choose to, why make a clean breast
of it; tell the governor I'm your poor, unfortunate scamp of
a brother, How would that work upon his sensibilities #
Only think of the honor of having a nephew hanged, to say
nothing of a brother; eh, Mag? I shall be sent to England
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{00, among our noble relations. It's well for his pride, and

yoﬁrs too, that he don’t know it. Come, Mag,” and he
changed his tones from banter to entreaty, “ don’t sob so,
girl, but remember the charge of our dying mother.”

An allusion to the mother so worshipped ! so early lost!
was all that Margaret needed. She had not thought he

would dare take that sacred name on his polluted lips, but -

since he had, she could deny him nothing that he ‘asked in
her name. More than once she had privately sold her jewels
to provide him with money when he was yet a mere boy,
and she was wiliing now to risk even life for him, if life was
required. The words of her mother rang through her brain,
“Save my poor, wayward boy.”

Again she went outside the door. The keeper was sleep-
ing so soundly-that a clap of thunder would scarcely have
awakened him; and fortunately his position was such that
the young girl, with her agile movements, could ea&:,ily get
by him. Nerved to desperation, she essayed three times to
move the ponderous bolt. The third time it rattled out of
its fastenings with a noise so sharp that her heart nearly
stood still as she turned in terror to the sleeping guard. He
still slept on, however. He had drank deeply of ale d‘u1:ing
the first part of the evening, and to fortify himself, previous
to becoming a watch on the prisoner, had sipped ;a:ther less
than a wine-glass full of strong French brandy. His stupe-
faction was, therefore, so complete that nothing had any
longer power to awaken him, and it was in 8o remote a p.'-:trt
of the house that Margaret hardly feared for the other In-
mates. ‘

The next thing was to find the key. That was an easy
matter, Looking about, she saw that it had fallen f.rom. the
porter’s hand, and possessing herself of it, she applied it to
the door, It opened softly and easily. -

B e e S L L e e S R
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“Thanks! thanks! my beautiful sister,” said the young
man in a reckless bravado tone.” “Now I will off with my
shoes and step down softly. You are sure nobody is up,” -

“For the love of heaven be careful,” whispered Margaret ;

“ Aunt Andros is mortally sick, and there are nurses, per-
haps servaots about.” ‘
- “Is that so? Then I'll possess myself of this trusty staff”
(taking the porter’s ponderous walking-stick at the head of
the landing); “let any one cross me now, he tempts his
fate.”

“Wilfred, you surely would not murder " cried the young
girl, trembling. ' Her voice was hoarse, and scarcely to be
heard for her emotion, ‘

“Which is worse, my sweet, for a man in my situation, to
kill or be killed? But come, you're not sorry you let me
out, are you? How sound that man sleeps! That’s it ; put
the key near his hand; clever, by jingo! Tll draw the Dolt.
How, in heaven’s name, will they think I got clear? Hist!
now, softly. Go to your chamber, Mag. I'll find my way
Oﬂt.”

“ But, Wilfred, oh! thou wilt not rob the house now 2"
She laid her shaking hand on his arm ; afiend could hardly
bave resisted the pleading glances of that lovely face.

“Dost think I'm a fool, Mag? More pity for me that
P'm not, perhaps you'd say. Now, go to thy innocent bed ;"
his voice changed and his features worked, as he added,
"4 and thank heayen it és innocent. Don’t fear for any thing.
-1 have some gratitude, I hope—don’t know how long it may
last, though ;” and more dead than alive the poor girl crept
to her chamber and lay down, nearly heart-broken, beside
her cousin, conscious that she had done a great wrong, angd
yet willing to excuse herself for her dead mother’s sake, be-
wildered, repenting, trembling, doubting. On that same

' the little chamber of the‘humble tavern.
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Ruth Margerie could not sleep for thin.king of t.he
coming Sabbath ; and it would be .diﬁ'icult to judge which
was the most wretched, the maiden in the stately hpuse-hol.d
of the governor, or the tearfal, worse than erphaved girl in

night,

\
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Chapter Twenty-Seventh,
ConstERNATION AT GovErnmENT HousE,

Sz Jonn WiLLte, by order of the governor, breakfasted

in his own room, ' His excellency, with his two nieces, sat at -

their table, and were quietly sipping coffee, when a servant-
girl entered, white with dismay, and following her, the stately
body of Mrs. Martha Clough, the housekeeper, a genial
Englishwoman, her cap-fiill flying back on her portly
head.

“Oh! if you please, sir, the great silver flagon is gone,
and all the spoons, and some of the best linen and tankards,

and the creamer and sugar, and the Lord knows what all I”

she cried, wringing her hands.

Margaret, who had forced herself to assume a cheerful de.
portment, grew cold with terror from head to foot at this
announcement,

“I hope your excellency won’t blame me nor hany of the
servants,” put in the tall, broad housekeeper, % With these
here very keys (displaying a huge bunch),—as I were very
prompt to do since I were with your excellency—with these
very keys I locked up hevery thing, and now I find that hall
is gone, savin’ and acceptin’ which were up ’ere in the ’all
closet. There is been thieves in this ‘ouse, your excel-
lency.” '

The governor was astounded. Margaret trembled as she
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eried, with a terrible agitation in her voice, * Why, Clough,
who could have done it ¥’ .

Instant search was made, however, and other pieces of
plate were missing. 'Where was the thief? and w_ho ? .The
house had been thoroughly searched on the previous mg.ht.
Of course attention was turned to the prisoner up-stairs.
The porter was sent for and smartly interrogated. He ?efﬁ
the man asleep, he said, so hearing no noise, an.d supposing
the governor did not want him disturbed, he did not open
the door to reconnoitre,

The porter was a coward.

“ Here comes the sheriff,” responded the governor; a loud,
official rap sounding. No one noticed Margaret, who, pale,
fearful, trembling, retired to a window and strove to subdue

the beating of her heart, which was all the sound, if seemed

to her, that could be heard. . ‘

The sheriff, who had ushered in Sir John Willie the night
before, entered, accompanied by a brother officer, and the
governor briefly related the circumstances in which he found
himself placed. .

“We left him quite secure, your excellency,’j said the
pompous little Jeff Sherlock, the governor's sheriff, a man
short to dumpiness; his hair a touchy red, ancll curled so
tightly that it looked like one huge knot. “Did your ex-
cellency take charge of his weapons #” .

“Yes—they are—by God’s mercy! we placed them here
on this mantel last night ” he cried, seeing that the shelf was
'quite‘ empty., ¢ This is of a certainty, a mystery. Margaret,
have any of the servants removed them? No, of course,
'they are too well trained for that. Mistress Clough, I gave
in-thy keeping a package that evidently was some of the.
fellow’s belongings, Get it quickly.” ‘

The housekeeper soon returned with a roll of paper. Un-

¢
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tying it, ‘there fell to the floor several rolls of black crape.
- Even the governor was somewhat startled. Margaret gave a
low cry, and the housekeeper stood aghast, pouring voluble
interjections from her English tongue.

“ What did the follow want of that? muttered his excel-
lency 3 “but we waste time. Take it back, Mistress Clough,
- mayhap there will be use for it,” he added, the tenderness of
the husband welling up for a moment. Then turning, he
inspected the place from which the weapons had van-
ished.

“There seems to be a paper rammed in this opening,” he

said, pointing to a crevice in the panelling. “Margaret, thy
fingers are smaller than mine, try if thou canst disledge it.”

Margaret came forward. All eyes were fixed upon her,
for the rigidity of her muscles, in her efforts to appear com-
posed, and the extreme pallor of her usually pale counte-
nance, were obviously marked. For a moment she worked
at the paper; it loosened and came out, and upon unfolding
it were found these reckless words written in peneil :

“ Tell the governor he may go to grass, is the message of
Captain Bill”

“That thief of a pirate eaptain!” exclaimed the sherlﬁ'
“for two years I have been on his track—1I didn’t dream it
was him.” i

The governor turned pale. “ By God’s mercy !” he cried,
“did we not cage that villain ? What, twice foiled? We
had him safe enough the last night—locked, bolted, and
guarded. There is some conspiracy here; Margaret—"

She started, almost sprang from the place where she had
been standing, and turned a rigid face towards him,

“Ring the bell; we will summon our varlets.” The por-
ter came at the call.

“ Lead to the prison-room,” said the governor.
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| . The man obeyed with trembling. Things looked mlghty

mysterious,” as he had declared in the kitchen.
"« Ips wondrous still bere,” said the sherifl, as they ga.med
the topinost stair and glanced at the wusty walls, where in

- .the corners hung the blurred webs of octogenarian spiders.

The porter, declaring that the key had not been out of his
hands, no, not for a single moment, turned it in the lock, re-
marking, as he did so, “They do say that some of these
wicked folks do have familiars to help ’em off] sir; and I
don’t doubt it be so, for—"

“Unbolt the door!” said the governor.

“Nobody here! This is outrageous! this is damnable!
By my life! T will find out the knave who hath done
this! Twice hath this fellow escaped us—John,” turning
sternly to the porter, “.J hold you accountable for this man’s
escape.”

“Qh, your honor! oh, your excellency !” cried the poor
porter, falling on his knees, his white face terror-stamped ;
“oh, good master! for Polly’s sake don’t suspect me—me,
who has grown up with your excellency, and was the son of
your father’s porter. I did my duty, I didn’t clese my eyes
all the blessed night; and if he went, he went by the devil.
I do assure your worship, that there was a smell of brimstone
here this morning—"

“Get up, knave!” cried the governor, cutting short his
language; “into the ehamber, varlet.” I shall lock thee up,
and then if thou wilt escape by the same means, we will
throw away all suspicion of thy doings, and thou shalt here-
after be placed in a gilded box, to be labelled and carried
about the streets, that men may see what good service the
devil doeth those who serve him.” '

“Qh, good master! oh, merciful excellency !”

The door was shut on bis pleading, and the just was left
11
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to suffer for the unjust, a thing that is not so unusual that it
should excite our unbounded astonishment.

While the governor was giving directions, concerning Slr
John 'Wllhe, to the little sheriff, his secretary entered, bring-

ing in a sweet perfume that exhaled from his damty locks

‘and his embroidered *kerchief. His sword and chains rattled

as he walked, and his miraculous shirt-frills, newly starched,
glistened in advance of him. The governor greeted him,
waiting impatiently for what he had to say.

“ Your excellency will doubtless be. astonished to hear,” he
began, with a flourish intended for a bow, “that the knave
of whom I demanded the church key, in your excellency’s
name, did refuse it with sundry impertinent speeches, and
also that your humble servant was openly insulted through
one Master Cameron, beggarly captain of a small ship which
hath laid out in the harber for nearly two months. The said
master did pour out vile detraction upon the name of your
excellency, setting at defiance the threats of your humble
servant, and laughing to scorn your excellency’s government,
calling it tyranny and sundry obnoxious epithets.”

“By God’s mercy I” exclaimed the governor, in low, fierce
tones, “ what manner of people are we among ¢ Why didst
thou not immediately put this sancy knave under arrest It is
time some examples were made of this scurvy free-tongued set.”

“I did send men as soon as possible after-him, your
excellency, and spent the greater part of the night in vain
attempts fo bring him to justice. Even now the officers are
on his track, and I hope to inform your excellency that he
is safe in the common jail;” so making a very low bow, he
stood upright, while the governor, with knit brows and
eyes bent on the floor at his feet, muttered, “ That maketh

~_two varlets whom we will have to justice. By God'’s merey!
but we will subdue this rebellious people ”
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The thoughts of vengeance that lurked in the. governor’s
breast were, however, put to a speedy flight by a sound that
seemed for the moment to strike his heart to stone. It was
Eleanor flying down the stairs—flying into the room—her
eyes streaming with tears, as she cried, “Q uncle! uncle!
my poor aunt———dead "
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Clapter Twenty-eighth,

Tue Greatr FUNERAL OF THE GovERNor's WIFE, CALLED BY
THE PEOPLE PAPISTICAL,

TaE bells tolled heavily., People moved around, solemn
_ in face, serious in talk, telling those they met that the gover
nor’s wife was gone. The whole town seemed suddenly tc
have fallen into a grave-like quiet.

Dead ! '

The wife—she who fills so large a space in the domestic
heaven—she so busied, so unwearied! Bitter, bitter is the
tear that falls on her clay.

Stand beside her grave and think of the past!

It seems an amber-colored pathway seen beside these dull
drapings, this cold, white outline of a soul, where the sun
shone upon beautiful flowers, or the stars hung gliftering
overhead. .

Fain would you linger there. No thorns are remem-
bered above the gentle dead, save those our own hands
have unwittingly planted. Ier noble, tender heart lays open
- to our inmost sight. We think of her as all purity—all

« beauty.

But she is dead !

The dear head that has so often lain upon your bosom
rests now on a pillow of clay. The hands that ministered
so untiringly are faded, white and cold beneath the gloomy
portals. The heart whose every beat measured an eternity
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of love, lies under your feet. No white arm over your
shoulder now !—no, speaking face to look up with that glance
of love—no trembling lips to murmur the words that no one
else could say so sweetly. -

The matter of Sir John’s offence was left to rest for the
present.

“T tell thee what,” exclaimed Gaffer Scates to Father
Comstock, as the two stood on the church steps, © we shall
see Popish ceremonials to-day, or something as'like as can
be,” and he shook his head sadly. “Belike poor Boston
hath seen her best times, Dost remember minister’s awful
sermon of the last Sabba’ day ? "

“¢For verily, said he, ‘a heavy judgment impendeth

 over Boston that will soon be executed, This people is a

languishing, if not a perishing people, and about to fall into
very great distresses, from the wrath and sudden judgment of
the great God Almighty.! Truly it did make the very mar-
row of my bones to ache, hearing of him. My hair stood on
end, and my heart quaked. Surely sinners must have
trembled and felt an awful dismay.”

“But what hath this thou sayest to do with Popish cere- |

monials #’ asked Father Comstock.

“ Dost thou not see the people coming hither with candles
and cloths " queried Gaffer Scates; ‘“and here enter the
heathen women, six of them, dressed in black from crown to
sole. I call them heathen women, because the custom is a
heathenish one, and much to be condemned in a Christian .

_ country. Surely,” he added, looking gloomily about, “the .

weather accordeth well with the prospects.of this people;
the day is more like the coming on of night, and there are
tokens of a heavy storm in the air.” '

It was unusually dark; the atmosphere was close and sul-
phurous, and the clouds had threatened rain since morning.
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‘Within the church the bier stood before the railing cf the
altar. Inner and outer blinds were closely drawn, candles
were lighted, and flaring torches affixed to the railing of the
galleries. 'Workmen were busy also hanging a great show
of black crape, in festoons and otherwise, around the sound-
ing-board, the pulpit, the pillars and niches, what few there
_were, and dressing the pew in which the governor’s family
were to sit. The six mourning-women, before mentioned,
~gnd who were hired for the occasion, sat in front of the alley
with bowed heads, awaiting their time,

Soon the church was one glare of light, and the men en-
gaged in the decorations, being by no means particular,
jested over their work, thus presenting an incongruous
spectacle. _

. “There come the soldiers,” said Gaffer Scates, who stood
watching with much interest ; “their uniforms are the onl:
things that look bright to-day.” -

Came on the still air a strain of solemn, martial music.
As they neared the meeting-house, the soldiers fell into line
on each side and presented a brilliant appearance, as they
stood quietly marking time. The people, attracted by this
unusual display, gathered about the church in crowds, and
the men employed to keep order made a great noise and
much ado in forcing the populace back from entering be-
fore the burial procession came. -

Burst after burst of solemn funeral music! Now and then
the low booming of the canmon from the frigate in the

harbor, whose colors were half-mast. No shops were allowed .

to be open: it seemed like a general mourning,

At last away in the distance was heard the sound of slow-
rolling wheels. The soldiers reversed arms; the solemn
- trumpet-tones wailed with increasing sadness: the muffled

drums throbbed heavily.

i .
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First; came the hearse, drawn by six White horses, their
proud heads streaming with scarfs of erape and nodding
funeral plumes. The hearse itself was a clumsy b.ut splen-
did affair, covered with black streamers and nodding sable
feathers.

« Hats offI” cried a man in authority. Instantly every
hat was in hand. .

« Look you, who gets out of the first carriage ¥’ whispered
Gaffer Scates, as the massive silver-handled coflin was borne
into the gloom-lighted interior of the church.

“'Tis the governor, poor man! It behooves us all to
pity him now,” said Father Comstock, his tenc%er old heart
giving sound to a great sobbing sigh, as his excellency

' passed with bowed forehead, his fair nieces wrapped in long

mourning veils on either side. '

“Saw. yo ever such a show? 'lis like the klli.lg were
here?” indignantly muttered Gaffer Scates. “I Iike not
their taking our meeting-house—it augurs no good that the
priest-and-bishop people should hold a funeral here.” .

« Hush, Gaffer!—hush! we must have respect io their
misfortune,” replied Father Comstock. :

4 Now look at them—the crowd presses forward to catch
a glance at her ladyship—the Lady Anne Bellamo.nt,” he
added; “a fine, high, brave form she haph, but I like not
her stately walk, as if she would lord it if she could.” .

« And there, too, cometh that strange child of the Episco-
pal priest,” eagerly whispered Gaffer Scates; “what a mar- .
vellous pretty face she hath! andrhow she walketh !—-,.uu.r.ely
with no childish gait; and—truly as thoun livest, following
after her, that suspected maid, Ruth Margerie! Why, how
is this® . : :

« T heard she had been sent for to take charge of the little
child, while her parents are busied with the funeral,” replied
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Father Comstock, while Ruth passed modestly by, never
lifting her eyes. : '

“And there is the priest himself, and his wife—and fol-
lowing, the learned Doctor Bullivant, who hath attended
the governor's wife. The next is Mr, Foxcraft—truly, he
hath the craft and subtlety of the fox. What a devilish eye
hath that Master Randolph, the secretary l—a]l his show of
sorrow cannot hide it. Dost understand he has caused a
a writ to be issued on young Master Cameron, who, if he
gets in his power, he will hunt nearly to the death ¢”

“Yes, yes, I know,” said Father Comstock hurriedly, his
whole attention being taken up with the show.

“These gloves and scarfg’ are all given at the governor's

expense, I'll warrant me,” continued Gaffer Scates, whose

tongue nothing could silence. "“T hear they will have wine
and meats at Government house, on their return. A pretty
show this!—as near the Papists as they could reasonably
come.”

- “There go the last of the crowd—now let us enter. Iam

curious to see these ceremonies” said Father Comstock,
“It may be this death will soften the governor's heart, and
make him willing to 'bate some of his oppressions. Verily
they fall heavily upon the people.”

It cost them a hard struggle to gain an entrance, even ot
the outmost verge, but they managed to obtain a standing

place in the erowd. A smoky heat filled the church—odor-

~ous of burning perfume. The great flames of the torches
swept waves of light from end to'end of the building, sway-
ing and jetting to and fro; and in the farthest distance, the
candles completely inclosing the coffin, made the glitter of
its rich adornments painfully conspicuous.

Lustres of white marble, called lychnites—of a peculiar
transparent icy whiteness,~—were held in the hands of the six
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moufning-womeﬁ in front of the bier. The veils o? these
hired weepers swept the ground, and under them their faces
seemed like misty, ghastly images.

The church people were reciting the funeral anthem a
they entered, and their united voices sounded more solemn
than the dirge outside. Father Comstock, whose nature
was peculiarly impressible, listened throughout the whole
with tears, which broke out afresh at sound of the solemn
psalm sung by the congregation :

¢ The life of man does quickly fade,
Hys thonghts but emptie are and vaine;
Hys days are like a flying shade,
Of whose short stay no signs remaine.”

T would have liked to play my flute there,” he said, as
they emerged in the open air. | ,

« And I my fiddle,” squeaked a small voice. .

“« Qet thee gone, thou long, lean limb of sin 1” exclaimed
Gaffer Scates, and Benjamin the fiddler disappeared.

Through the long files of soldiers the hearse moved
agaih. The thrilling dirges sounded through the murk and
smoky air, and the corpse of the proud lady was borne to
the churchyard, there, in the long time to come, to be for-

- gotten.

Forgotten ! _ o

"Tis a sad word-—no sadder in the language. At its men-
tion come visions of neglected graves, where no foot has
pressed for many years; and we watch the chisel of some
old Mortality, fondly gliding over the hamlet’s' humble -
names, and sigh at the thought that the eye wet w1th. tears,
when the words were freshly graven, and the stone glistened
new from the hands of the artisan, now smiles at another

shrine, and the first love is forgotten,
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"Tis a desolate word! and it haunts old garrets where

dust covers many a canvas, whose soft eyes, and lips that

1poke loving words, and tresses that laid over manly bosoms,
gleam out mournfully from the rubbish of the home that

was, Where the spinning-wheel stands beside the broken

chest, once full to repletion with the webs that woman's
hands wove patiently. Where bunches of old love-letters,
tied with long-faded ribbons, tell of hopes, joys, passions,
once living, breathing, triumphant!—now cold, dead, for-
gotten !
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Chapier Twenty-Winth.

Lerter ¥roM (GopFrREY LAMB, BOOKSELLER, TO HIS WIFE IN
Loxpor.

Darep Marow, 168-,
DearEst:

Thou seest I am determined to write thee everie day,
and so make as it were a diary of mie lefters, which thou
must keep, sweet, till soe be I return back to England.

Ye troubles of this goodlie land seem toe thicken, though
in consequence of ye death of ye governor's wife, there is a.
short lull in ye present.

I hear she died a good Eplseopa] that her faith leaned
somewhat to ye Roman, and that though at ye last it was
verie sudden, yet they have great hope of her as always being

" a ladie of much Christian virtue, which is all one would wish

said.

She laid in state for four days, and I with ye crowd went
in toe see her. It was a worn and sharpened face; must
once have been verie beautiful ; but ye dress was of costlié
white satin, and much store of roses laide all around her,
arranged in ye form of a crosse upon her breast: I saw that
ye people looked frowning upon' that, and heard much talk
of it afterwards. Ye room was also darkened from ye light
of day, and profusely candle-lighted. It did look somewhat
popish to see ye extraordinarv array of candles placed about
her coffin.
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And I must tell thee a most sweet thing did befall me, the
like T think I never saw or heard. ’

While I stood there, and all had gone out of ye room of
mourning but ‘myself, there forthwith came in ye reverend
Parris Aldrich, bringing with him that heavenlie-faced child

of his, Her eyes did verilie look in ye gloom like gates of |

shining stones that would presentlie open into her soul.

“My little child, wilt thon see thy aunt?” asked her
father, and that instant there came stealing over ye innocent
face a most unchildish—perhaps I should rather say, un-
earthlie look—and at ye same time beautiful, most beauti-
full Ye child did not immediately answer, but forthwith
commenced smiling, and just after, she raised her beaming
eyes o ye top of ye coffin, and smiting her two rosy palms
together, cried, in a voice broken with verie delight—

“O father! ye angel! ye angel I”

“What seest thou, my daughter §” sayed her father
sadlie but tenderlie (for I am told he taketh noe pleasur;
~ in this gift of his child, if gift it is, thinking it to presage
early death).

“Ye beautiful bright angel! now see, it smiles to me
father I she cried, more delightedly than before, her. VOi(‘-E:
purest melody. “Oh! I will have 2 coffin t00,” she added
exultantly, “if ye angels will come down to watch it.” |

A sigh broke heavie from ye father’s Leart, and he lifted
ye little one toe look within. Bat now she kept her shining
glance on whatever it was she saw, and whispered, “ Is that
sweet angel my aunt, now 2” '

To see a babe like that look forward to death! Itisofa
c‘ertainty an astonishment to me, who fear ye grave noe
little, Ah! she seeth heaven in her sweet, her holy-spirited
fa.ith. She seeth ye clear lustre of ye sea of glass; she
discerneth ye rich gleams of light streaming from ye gates
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of pearl, Its undying tints color her verie visions. To heal
her talk, one would think her years beyond her age, al-
though it doth not seem in ye least painful. To sce her
face light up at ye name of our Lord Saviour, is better
than to studie the rarest work of art. Christ is, after all, ye
matchless sculptor, who can eliminate ye softest shades in
human character, and ye most exquisite images of beauty.
And now for other news: let me see. Things remaine
in a standing state with regard to ye little maid Ruth Mar-
gerie, only I hear her penance is to come off on ye next
Sunday, when be sare I shall be there to report matters to
thee. I fear ye young captain is in a verie bad way. His

l ship, ye Prudent Sarah, hath been seized, by command of ye-

governor, who began quite too soon after his lady’s funeral
to give such orders—ye captain himself being not yet found.
Ye officers are turned out of ye vessel who belonged to her,
and a guard hath gone down from ye fort to take charge of
some very valuable jewelry. I hear they have turned verie
steadie men out, and put in those who are somewhat disso-
lute in their ways, drinking and so forth. Of ye old jeweller,
who hath taken such spite against Captain Cameron, I have
told thee before. But I said nothing concerning ye rumpus
that is likely to ensue by ye governor’s confining a young
man held in high repute here—a baronet in England, which
countrie he left to cast his lot in this. He bringeth news of
what is not unlikelie to me, and yet, orice ye governor being
.deceived, it maketh him hot-headed, and he inclines to dis-
believe. If they do imprison ye young man, which is
thought likely, I know not what will be ye consequence,
This is a slow people, but mightie determined when once they”

- make up their minds.

Yesterday I visited ye collidg at Cambridge, 'Tis verie
curious to see ye two cages used to pen wild Indians in. It

+
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is feared that this cellidg in so untutored a place, may afford
manie ‘scismatics to ye church, and ye corporation as manie
rebels to ye king, Free thought is ye order of ye day too
much ! . , _

In this queer town they fine you two shillings and six-
pence, shouldst thou gallop through ye streets.

I told thee once, dear heart, about ye situation of Boston,
It hath manie really beautiful lands under good cultivation,
the best one of w'h is Allen’s farm-house, verie famous, and
where I have tasted ye finest butter and cream. But what

think’st thee another English friend sayeth, who hath just

joined me here? - After this fashion sayeth he:

“To ye glory of religion and ye credit of ye towne, there

“are churches built with clapboards and shingles, after ye

fashion of some of our meeting-houses, which are supplied
by four ministers : ye one a scholar, ye second a gentleman,
and ye third a dunce, and ye fourth a clown” Heard ye
ever such scandal ? .

“Tell her,” says this complayner, “that in Boston are
more religious zealots than honest men.” More parsons than
churches, and more churches than parlshes Ye inhabitants
seem verie religious—but interest is their faith, money their
God, and large possessions the only, heaven they covet.”

Much more of this slander, w'h I think verie wrong, doth

he say, ’specially that “ye men have got ye hypoeritical

knack of screwing their faces into such puritanical postures

~ that thou wouldst think they were always praying to them-

selves, or running melancholy mad about some mysteries in
ye revelations.” He thinks the women verie  handsome (ye
way with such knaves), but ye men he calleth ye homlies of
what tribe he saith he knows not.
But enough of thls-—onlle he is in some thmgs a naughty
slanderer,
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They whipped ye poor old witch, Goody Shrimp, at ye
cart-tail. I protest—the thought (I would not have seen ye
brutish sight for untold gold) nearly set me out of my wits.
After it, I hear she did behave with so much' spite (and no
wonder), that they remanded her back to ye jail, where she
lieth now—poor soul!

To-morrow I write thee again. Meantime, I am mindful .
of thy requests, and will attend to them all,

Most tenderlie,
Try Lawms.
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Chapter Thirtieth.

Tue CAPTAIN WEARY OF SILKEN BoxDs,

Tae shreds and patches of an ancient faith were strewed
about the walls of what Lady Anne was pleased to call her
“ QOrient Chamber.”

A freely colored painting of the Madonna. and child, a
small crucifix, and several pictures of Romish significance,
hung near the little altar, which was fancifully trimmed
with flowers and fiinge, and tarvished lace of gold. A
luxurious couch, upon which were thrown two or three
silken pillows, served as a bed, and thereon slept Captam
Cameron through several dreary nights,

With her own fair hands did Lady Anne bring him his
meals, and when he protested against this servility, answered
that she dared not trust the maids, who, though pledged to
her, might yet be tempted, if they were reminded of his
location too frequently, to betray him for a bribe.

The handsome young shipmaster was restless in this forced
captivity. Though his bonds were silken, they were never-
theless bonds. His active mind brooded over indignities—

‘over wrongs that had touched not only his manliness and

hampered his independence, but threatened to destroy the
country of his love. Another reason had not a little weight
with him to make him desirous to change his place of shel-
ter, and that reason was-—Lady Anne.

Whenever she entered his presence, she, by word or look
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betrayed her preference,—sometimes in an unguarded mo-
ment, taking advantage of trifling expressions of gratitude, to
respond in language that seemed to lay him under obliga-
tions to her ladyship, His proud soul spurned such advances;
and yet she was his benefactress,—the best friend he had
ever known, and one to whom he mainly owed his position
in life. How could he treat her with entire indifference ?

The funeral of Lady Andros took place on a Friday. I
was the first day that Captain Cameron had passed entirely
by himself, and he could not but enjoy his freedom, though
it gave him leisure for much gloomy thought. Lady Anne
had left him with the impression concerning Ruth, that if
she had not been fully exonerated, at least her punishment
was commuted to some trifling pe'nance.

As 1 said, the attentions of Lady Anne were most unwel-
come, Grateful as he was, he could not love her, nor could
his straightforward soul make any feint of gallantry, even
had his life been the forfeit. She, thinking to propitiate him
by a show of her domestic qualities, had caused a fire to be

_ built in 2 room adjoining, on Saturday morning, and had

there prepared breakfast for herself and the captive captain.
But, sad to say, the chimney was out of order, and, as if in
revenge for the invasion of its long repose, sent down clouds
of choking smoke, which penetrated eyes and postrils, and
lefc & stinging sensation behind, that was any thing but
comfortable. Besides which, the lady lost her patience and
her temper to boot, and said some things which would
have sounded quite mal apropos even in the mouth of a
scullion. '

It was nearing midday. Twenty times had the young
shipmaster paused in his impatient walk to and fro, before
the meek face of “Lady-mother,” whose smile grew more
and more meaningless, and whose chubby baby reminded him

12
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more of a Chinese doll than any thing else he could think of,
Twenty times had he “pshawed!” at the few relics, the altar
and its laces, and he felt like giving welcome to the officers
who were on his track, and who, perhaps, before any ship
sailed in which he might escape, would have his precious
person in their charge,

Lady Anne had left the room, but her tambour-frame re-
mained for a reminder. She had gone to order her spinnet
brought into the “Orient,” that she and the captain might
sing duets together; how could he, the prisoner, say no!?
And yet music might as well have been dinned into the
ears of the wildest savage, in the state of mind he then was.

“T* faith! we are really on a very amiable footing,” he
muttered, as she shut the door behind her, and he heard her
retreating footsteps through the hall. ¢ Quite man-and-wife-
fashion. I really feel uneasy about it, for I have a fancy that
it is pleasant to own one’s self. The spinnet, the embroidery,
breakfast, and, I suppose, it will be dinner and supper here
next ! If ever man was so beset! What, I wonder, do the
servants say ! Lady Anne exposes herself needlessly to gos-
Bl 1

PHe walked towards the window that overlooked the
harbor. The sun was making triumphant marches over the
water and every inch of the yielding pathway seemed scaled
with gf)"fd.

4 There's the poor Prudent Sarah !” he said, and it was as
if a groan had broken from his heart. “But for this wild,
yearning, crazing love,” he added, almost bitterly, and after

a long pause, 1 might have given myself to the winds and.

waves again. I might have trodden the deck of my noble
little craft, a free man! But there’s no use in repining,” he
braced himself as he spoke, “ I'll bear it as well as I can, and
it may be that good in some way will come of it, One thing
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T know, I have learned to love liberty, yes, almost to its ks
cense, These pewgaws (types of soul-bondage), the insolent
authority of that brilliant puppy Randolph, the governor's
secretary, the homage which his excellency compels, all incite

- we to rebellion. Besides, I can see how the screw is turning.

The pecple are bearing the pressure with more willingness
than I could wish ; but by-and-by there’ll be one-turn teo
hard, and then comes freedom !”

“I say, cap’'n!”

The young shipmaster turned astonished at sound of the
familiar voice. A short man in a long gray coat and beard
stood before him,

“For heaven’s sake, Duke, how came you here? and in this

disguise ”

“Why you see, cap’n, after I'd tired of being her lady-
ship’s dog, and thought I might about as well be my own
master, I got leave, with a good sharp bark or two, to undo -
the hatches and set myself adrift. But mind ye, cap'n, her
princess-ship told me I musn’t come back again under no
consideration. Well, you see one of the maid-servant gals,
what brought me down my grub, took a sort of shine to me
—guess it's the fashion of the house, ain't it, cap’n?” he
asked, grinning slyly. “Ladies is wery considering when
poor chaps ain’t got no wives nor sweethearts. So after 'd
made some poetry on her curl-papers, which I called ringlets,
and sung her a song or two, she brung me vittles from the
first table, and I tell you they was relishing. .

“But I've got ahead of my story. ‘Well, I went oﬁ' and
promised her ladyship that I'd stay away, saying (so’t she -
couldn’t hear me). till I git ready to come back. So last -
night T got all ready, and this gal as likes me, as soon as she
got over her scar’t and recognized me, let me in the back.
door, and gallivanted me up the back staircase into this

<




182 ~ THE LOVER’S TRIALS.

next room, where you had the grand smoke-out this morn-
ing. Whew! I had to strain all my timbers to keep from
coughmg.

“What! have you been here all night #”

“All night, cap’'n. 'Twas pretty hard to stad’ the rattlin’

- of the dishes, with such an appetite as Catcheod, Duke of
Marma, inherits from his daddy, whoever he is; but never
mind, I can hold on till I git out o this, if it’s any time
*twixt now and sunrise.”

- % Here’s a sovereign,” said the captain, “ and what’s the
news 3’ .

“ Thank yé; captain, you're as generous a master as sails
the wide sea, and blowed if I don’t stick by ye, through
thick and thin., Well, the news is considerable; pr'aps a
little more so. They’ve sent some bloody red-coats aboard

-~our ship, and I expect them obfusticated fellows have confis-
ticated her awfully. Then there’s the governor’s wife, dead
-an’ buried ; you knew that, in course. And to-morrow,
bein’ Sunday, they’re going to put the maid Ruth in black,
white, or red petticoats, I don’t rightly know which, and
stand her up like a mannikin at the top o’ the church.

- I'd like to make the minister stand on the steeple while
the bell’s a ringing.”

Captain Cameron held his hps together with a strong
pressure, and his face grew. stormy.

“ She told me that she had interceded, and the punish-
ment was. commuted,” he muttered between his teeth.

“ What! Lady Anne! She’s a thunderin’liar! Jest tell
her so from me. But there! shes got that thing to go to,”
pointing to the altar. “Lord! don’t I wish I was a Catho-

" lie! T've told twenty-two round bouncers for you; counted

~’em up on my fingers this morning. And says I, as I stood
~ .dn that musty old closet— :
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“T’'m afraid I'll never’ll be forgiven,
T'm afraid I'll never go to heaven;
Seeing such heaps o’ sin I've gone and done,
All for the sake of Cap'n Cameron.,

Good enough to be printed, ain’t it #”

Captain Cameron was plunged in moody thought. At
last he asked—- '

“Do they suspect I'm here Duke P

“Well, I expect they do suspect; though out of respect
for her ladyship, they mayn't sarch the house till the last
thing. That's what I mainly come to tell ye. I declare!

it goes to my heart to see that beautiful hair of yourn

neglected. If I only had my tools here. It hasn’t been
touched by the shears for a month.” '

“It will do very well, good Duke,” said the young ship-
master, throwing back the heavy locks with a nod majestie,
“very well for me to make my escape in.”

“Your escape ! and where’ll you escape to, cap’n 4

“Idon’t know. Tll go to Mistress Bean’s first, and if she
won't take me, I'll off to Mistress Comstock’s. I'll get a night's
lodgings somewhere. To-morrow I've got work to do!”

He said this with the air of a man who has no more con-
troversy with himself—a decisive spirited voice folding over
the words.

“The Lady Anne is coming; go back to your closet,
Duke. This evening I'll manage it so that we can escape
together. Quick! back to your closet!”
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Chapter Thivty-Fivst,

Ix wricH RUTH PREPARES FOR HER PENANCE.
. \

Aras] for gentle Ruth Margerie !
The struggle between duty and inclination had grown

“very bitter. It was the more sorrowful, the more heart-
~ breaking, that it had to be borne alone. There was no
- father's arm to sustain that shrinking form, or to declare
that his delicate woman-daughter should not pass that dread
~ordeal.

" Dear, timid Ruth! It was not her privilege to murmur
that word of undying beauty—mother. Mother! In all
the world is there a habitable spot where the music of that
‘holiest name has not, sounded! By the golden flow of the
“.‘nver-e-by the crystal margin of the rock—under the.leafy
shade of the forest tree—in the hut built of the bamboo
éane—in the mud-thatched cottage—by the grand peaks of
" the heaven-kissing mountains—in the wide-spread valley—
oh the blue ocean—in the changeless desert, where an angel
‘came down to give the poor parched lips the sweet waters of
. the wilderness-—on the altar, where a father stayed the down-

* ward stroke of the sacrificial knife—between the billows, that,
~ like solid walls of ruby, threw their crimson on the swarthy

- " brows of Israelitish men, and brightened the dark eyes of the

k”';'{iib-,r"rign———under the white tent of the Arab—in the bark

" covered wigwam of the Indian hunier—wherever the pults

4
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of a human heart beat quick and warm, or float feebly down
the current of failing life, there is that sweet word spoken-—
a universal prayer. :

Yet Ruth wore the martyr’s great endurance on Ther soul’s
front. It is not cowardice to shrink from danger, if, though
still with shrinking, it is met. It is not weakness to dread
vidicule and the world's scorn, if, though still dreading, both
are borne and nobly conquered. Ruth had lived so entirely
within herself, that she was neither understood nor appreci-
ated. While yet a little child, she whom she called mother
was killed before her eyes. No wonder the shadow that fell
on that sweet face haunted it forever after.

Ten years before, a woman whose name was I'aith Marge-
rie, hearing that a favorite brother was ill in a place some
six miles away, took her little daughter by the hand, and
essayed to walk the long distance. It was the spring-time
of the year—very early on a Sabbath morning. It. appears
that the reverend Increase Mather warned her not to travel
on the Lord’s day, but her anxiety for her brother prevailed
over his councils, It was a time of peace. The last great
war with the Indians had been some time concluded, and
she, being a very courageous woman, felt no fears. They had
gone five of the-six miles, and the little maid, only seven
years old, complained that she was weary. Her mother
bent forward to lift her in her arms, when a fatal whir-
ring shivered the air, and with the death-shriek the poor
mothar fell backwards, her blood sprinkling Ruth from head
to foot.

It wds the murderous work of a savage, whom two years
before Mrs. Margerie had driven with unkind words from her
door, and who, with a bloodthirsty spirit characteristic of his
race, thus avenged himself. Leaving the dead body, he lifted
the horror-stricken child, who neither wept nor spoke, bore het
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to the outskirts of the town, and lefb her to find her way s
best she could. This was the orphan whom Mistress Bean,
a widow, took to her dwelling, and to the heart that, though
moderately warm, knew yet no mother throb.

She grew up lily-like—yet outwardly quiet and sensitive.

The delicate beauty of her infancy, the eye of heaven-blue,
. had never changed. There was always that pure whiteness,
~ like ivory, that no sun-ray could tint with anght but a Tosy
flush. Her hands and feet were exquisitely shaped, and in
her manner, for one not educated in refined society, a singular
grace and dignity were charmingly blended.

The influence of the warning her mother had not heeded,
grew in importance as she grew in years. To her, he who
~said those words, seemed not an ordinary mortal, but a
prophet of the Lord. While very young, she gave evi-
dence of unusual spirituality, and early became a communi-
cant of the church over which Doctor Cotton Mather had
charge.

‘To her innocent comprehension, all ministers were holy
..men—their mission made them seem divine. How often
their dreadful warnings were fulfilled! Simply because—as
we see it'now—they were ministers of terror more than of

love—conscientiously believing that to be the true way of -

saving men; and it is hardly to be wondered at, that some
predictions must come to pass, where not a Sabbath closed
_ without them. Had Ruth’s faith been Roman Catholic, she
would have been a devoted worshipper of the priests and
their ceremonies, and very probably a nun. Treated only
- with: moderate affection, her heart had never been quickened
to any thing like passion. She never knew or dreamed what
love was, till she saw the young shipmaster, who, in his
fresh, rare, manly beauty, stood revealed to her, a new vision
—a wonder—a demigod! The barrier of coldness once let
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- down, with a glad and lrapid singing the torrent of love

flowed into her heart, filling it to the brim. In her new and
delirious life, for awhile she seemed to need no other help
than that afforded by mortal aid. The spiritual and the
mental forces retired for awhile into the shadow, and the
fervid, the emotional, displaced them with warmer and more
genial impulses. Imagination, long slumbering, awoke. All
menial duties seemed to clothe themselves in rich garbs,
whose joyous colors never wearied her eyes, Then she first
realized that she was beautiful, for his eyes were her mitrors.
Then began the hair to flow in softer and more shining
waves, and hope painted the cheeks. . When she looked for
his return, every passing footfall glorified her face. When
he had gone, the light of memory gilded it. One year of -
more unshadowed happiness, one year of intenser delight,
perhaps it was never the lot of any woman to experience.
Every thing yielded to this influence. Her little Bible was
not opened as frequently ; her prayer hour sometimes became
one of dreamy musings, from which she was suddenly awak-
ened by one rude blow,

It was that unmaidenly meeting with a strange man—that

‘anguished night-conference, watched by jealous eyes, for

which she was now on trial. Yes, this shock opened her
eyes (as she deemed it) to reason, With dizzy head and
trembling hands she lifted herself up from under the gate of
agony, saying, “I am punished.” |

Then the past love scemed idolatry. Then she wept in
bitterness of spirit, willing to endure the world’s scorn and
heaven’s anger for what she called her sin—nay, eager to

~ expiate it.

The trust that had been given her that moonllght night
she would never betray—never' They might do with her

what they would, think of her as they listed—she would
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strive to trample the heart worship under her feet—would
bear any cross, make any confession but that. Yes, she
would even renounce the love that she feared had led her
away from God. She promised herself that (knowmg not
' the hfe-stxength of that love), with her little Bible in her
hands, weeping Lot tears upon it. She who had professed
Christ, had made a failing fellow-creature her .dependence ;
it should never be again, if God would but forgive her.

" So she rose up, cold and statne-like, and tried to steel her
heart. " Both honor and a guiltless shame united in aiding
her to keep her secret even from him who had been her
second self. No wonder her brain reeled sometimes under
the effort—mo wonder her heart almost stood still with
doubt and apprehension when she met him. For she fore-
saw it would take a great while to crucify that love; she
knew it. It might even hang bleeding on the cross of her
anguish till her last drop of heart’s blood should grow cold.
Yet with a Roman firmness she had said it—

“T will suffer! I will make reparation!”

All that she now feared was, that he might be implicated
with her. Oh! if he had only been away when this trial
came! If he would only trust her truth now, and leave her !
People were so ungenerous, so lavish of their doubts' 50
willing to suspect! '

Already, though she knew it not, it was whispered that
young Master Cameron might tell, if ke would. 8o splen-
did, ay, and wealthy a man would never go to a road-side
tavern for his wife-—for Aés wife, mark you. And the pale
cheeks were gossipped over, as pale cheeks will be to the end
of tlme, with all sorts of uncharitable words.

"“It will all be over, by and by,” thought pale, patxent
Ruth in her agony. “If I die in this sharp trial, T will
leave it in writing, and then perhaps some will be sorry.
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Tt T live and suffer years on years, God will still know what
my heart is, and with what trials surrounded.”

Of late, Captain Cameron had not been near the Bed
Lion. Uncertainty with regard to his fate was added to
her other griefs, and so she had a double sorrow to bear.
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Chapter Thivty-Second.

RourH cAarLep to THE PARSONAGE.

Mistruss Braw, with the rest, had seemed cold to poor
Ruth, of late. She had formerly obtained much of Master
Cameron’s patronage, and some presents that were valuable,
Since the outbreak between Ruth and him, he seldom came
to the tavern. The general suspicion that prevailed had
reached at last even her mind, and found asca,udal -corner in
which to lodge it. .

She had never loved Ruth very deeply or tenderly, partly
because the child had been so shy, so undemonstrative, that
perhaps it was not possible, and partly because she herself
had never felt emotion of any kind that reached the entire
depth of her heart, Besides, she had always been so inde-
fatigable a worker that she had no time for caresses.

Ruth had come home very early on the morning of Satur-
day. Mrs. Bean hastened up to the little chamber of her
. foster-child. Ruth was at prayer, but she quickly arose at
sound of the voice of her foster-mother. There were tears.
in her beautiful blue eyes, and Mistress Bean seemed touched
at sight of her meek sorrow. W

“ Ruthy dear,” she said, sitting down and looking a_nxibuﬂy
towards her, “this is going to be too much for you, child.”

“God will help me!” responded Ruth, with an upward,
fervid glance.

“ Ruth—I— perhaps T haven't said much-——l’m-——so used

THE LOVER'S TRIALSY. 191

to giving you your own way—but—but child, I feel for you.
I'd do any thing in the world if T could help you,—my poor
lamb ! _

« () mother—mother” Ruth was overcome, and cried
sobbingly, “ Give me only your love——your love, mother, and
T can bear it. That is all I crave—Dboth before and after; do
love me—don’t, don’t doubt me.”

“T won't, Ruth ; I'm sure I try to believe you are inno-
cent.” _

Ruth fell back—the fountain of her tears was dry; her
heart grew cold again. She wanted free, unbounded love
and trust—or none.

«T came to tell you, child, that Mistress Mather has sent
for you—perhaps to try on the mantle, and get used to it
like.”

Ruth shivered from head to foot.

Tt is not that I mind so much,” she said a moment after,
almost in a whisper, “nor the standing up, nor the people—
but—"  She compressed her lips and was silent; then
turned with a shiver again, to prepare for her visit to the
Mathers. -

From the way she walked in the street, one would imagine
that she thonght herself an object of suspicion. How was it
possible, indeed, to be otherwise? Who so well aware ae
she, that cold eyes scanned and colder tongnes canvassed
her daily? It was sorrowful to see her in her young beanty,
gliding along as if she would fain hide from the sight of
‘even the glad, blue sky above her—her eyes bent to the |
ground—her slight figure shrmkmg if even a stranger
passed her.

The Mathers lived in a handsome and substantial house
‘near the Red Lion, and Ruth had not many steps to take or
many strests to cross. Arrived’ there, she was ushered im-
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mediately into the presenéé of Mrs, Mather, who sat sur-

rounded by her little children. The latter moved back

respectfully as their mother arose, but it was evident that
their gentle whispers and modestly averted glances had ref-
erence to the poor young maiden.

Such remarks.as, “She is to be published to-morrow I"—
“She is to wear the great cloak!” gave evidence that in
those days children knew of passing eveats, and felt as much
curiosity concerning them, as the boys and girls of the
present. At a word from Mrs. Mather, the little ones moved
decorously and silently to the door, made each a low rever-
ence or courtesy, and left the room.

“ My child, 1 thought mayhap it would comfort thee to
come here and listen to Christian counsel. Though thon
hast decided not to lessen the severity of thy service by con-
fession, yet I doubt not thou art Wllhng to hear prayer and
kindly advice,”

“Oh, most willing, dear madam l—if only—-—’ Here

Ruth choked. Her quivering lips formed in vain to finish °

~what she had undertaken to say.

Mistress Mather longed to fold the suﬂ‘ermg maid to her
bosom, but Ruth’s timid shrinking and extreme sensitiveness
repelled her sympathy. '

“ Thou wilt stay with us to-night,” she said tenderly; “it
s better for thee. I will have a room made ready in which
thou canst meditate, and none of the family need interrupt
thes, Doctor Mather said it might be better for thee, seeing
that the church is much nearer this house than thine.”

Ruth felt an indifference as to her location, which she did
not attempt to conceal. She was weary of thought—almost
(though she dared not confess it) of life itself. One place
was as pleasant to her as another, yet as her minister had
expressed the wish, or rather the suggestion, she would stay
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Mistress Mather led her into a little room, and there spoke
many comforting words to her—prayed for her, and left her
calmer and more composed. All that weary night she lay
scanning the cold white stars that shone through the window.
By a slight movement, she could look down on a small
grave-yard, and the few white stones that glistened in the
moonlight. How she longed to lie there! She, not eigh-
teen summers yet, fair as the fairest lily,—gentle as the
+ balmiest zephyr—innocent, as far as mortals may be, of evil
thought or intent— loved as but few- may hope to be loved,—
she longing to die!

And there are many to-day, as beautiful and gentle as she,
who, unappreciated, if not unloved, veil their hearts from
the world’s cold glance, and fold their hands firmly over the
cross that has been given them to carry. Shrinking from
the rude shocks of life with tearful eyes, the strong and eager

- lovers of the earth jostle them by—or, if they look, mutter,

with a sneer, “spiritless!” 1t would be nearer the truth, if

_they said, “ hopeless!” |
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Ghapter Thivty-Thivd.

- Rure sraxps BErore TaE CoNGREGATION, AND CAPTAIN
CAMERON REDEEMS HIS PROMISE. .

Tre church of the Mathers could boast of but little archi-
tectural beauty. Its material was of wood, and it stood
squarely and sturdily upon a mossy lawn. No sculpture
relieved its rude portals, nor stained glass let in the many-
colored rays. Trees whose roots were untwined from the
mould, for the planting of this old oak of Christ, let their
leaves softly in between the hot light of day and the quiet
sombrenéss of the sanctuary. Its steeple was square and de-
void of all pretension to elegance, but the true-tongued bell
that hung up in its tower, often—

% Bwung out and swung aloud,
Telling to the village erowd
Stending by the open grave,

God recall’d but what he gave;
Sang, swinging free and wide,
Joyous pmans for the bride;
Called from their dwellings lowly
Maidens fair and old men holy.?

The choir-gallery, with its broad, brown moulding, was
placed opposite the pulpit. No damask curtains concealed
the rosy faces of the choristers, There what triumphs did
Father Comstock achieve with the ungodly “bass-fiddle,”

which some of thé over-strict but good and consc1entlous

deacons were “very much sef. against.”
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Glorious sounded kingly “Old Hundred,” and noble « Cor-
th”—airs made sacred by the heart-worship of centuries.

On the Sabbath morning of which I write, the few singers
assembled slowly and with downéast faces in their accustomed
seats. Father Comstock, chorister, met them all without his
nsual smile. The old man’s spectacles seemed dim, for he
took them down to wipe them oftener than was his wont, and
it was noticed that he frequently gazed at the place where
Ruth’s sweet face had always before raet him, for Ruth was
head singer in the church of the Mathers.

“Who's to take Miss Margerie’s. place, to-day #” asked a
broad-faced, cherry-cheeked girl, thoughtlessly.

“ Nobody I

The old man had turned to her as if stung, and his mouth
opened and shut mechanically, as he repeated in a sharp,
curt tone, “ Nobody " 8o there stood her empty seat, and
there laid her book, with the narrow blue mark hanging
from between its leaves as she had last used it. And when
some one came in and would have appropriated it, the old
man, without a word, laid his yellow, sinewy hand tenderly
upon it, and gave his own book to the stranger.

It was nearing the time for service. Now and then some
bent and aged body crept down the alley and into the hum-
ble pew. In fact, théy were all humble. Only the morning-
sun laid its crimson over their backs. The pauper who
hobbled from the near % work’us,” knew that his hob-nailed
shoes rested on no sofier surface than those of the well-to-do
merchant at his elbow. '

Above, the trunks of trees, but rudely squared, crossed
their huge beams, and roughly folded in their massive grasp
the walls that years had not yet worn gray. The windows,
very high, and set in deep embrasures, seemed dim for the

loss of dear forms that could gather no more light from
13
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them, save when the red day let golden arrows on their
graves.

Over the pulpit swung the old sounding-board, that gave
to the thunder of the voice-denunciatory, a far-sounding echo.
Under that, the right hand struck the strong desk, and
thumped the board-covered Bible, giving emphasis to truth;

'Without was the hush of the Pilgrim Sabbath. A little
twittering bird-music, such as we often hear when the ground
is white and the snow-bells ringing, sounded among the leaf-
less branches, and river and vale gathered together their
precious incense and offered it up to God. From dwellings
far and near came all who were able to leave their homes—
and, as on extraordinary occasions, a church is always full
80, perliaps, a few rheumatics found it possible to-limp out,
and here and there a feeble sister kept up her strength and
spirits along the road by anticipation.

Sometimes they came in twos from a distance, the good-
wife on a pillion behind her husband ; and as they dismount-
ed and tied the old horse where he could leisurely browse,
* they made a brave show. Generally those who rode were of
the wealthier class, and wore golden buckles, flowing wig,
shining koee-bands, and the costliest of cocked hats, while
the goodwife displayed a silken gown trimmed with modest
ruffies, and sported enormous bows on her deep bonmet.
Funtering, the women and girls filed off to their seats, while
in an opposite direction the men and the boys established

themselves, both sexes Jooking so demurely down that oue
would have thought they feared a smile as they did a pesti-
lence.
" The minister was a man of too much stateliness and con-
sequence to enter the same door with the people. When,
therefore, he came in, near his pulpit, escorted by the sex-
ton, every face looked in expectation ‘to see Ruth. It was
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with a shrinking, grieved glance with most, especially the
eId?r part, of the congregation. In some of the youthful,
curiosity was not unmixed with satisfaction. Their more
common minds had not comprehended the beauty of her
character, and hence they were not sorry to see the universal
favorite and moral pattern humbled.

The minister’s wife came in—and—there too came Ruth,
Poor, pale Ruth ! sustaining herself with difficulty, so much
did the long, flowing black garment impede her movements.
Slowly—aund oh! so white! so bowed! so utterly over-
whelmed ! .

Her face, in contrast to the dead black of her garment,
seemed like ‘marble of the purest, clearest lustre. No trace
of color-—almost no trace of life. Never once were the blue
eyes lifted ; the long lashes seemed as if glued to the cheek.
With folded hands upon her bosom, and glittering wavy hair
flowing, in token of humiliation, so woe-begone she looked,
and yet so saintly, that as she moved along the alley to
take the position of the penitent, sobs sounded all over the
house. 'White-headed men bent low over their staffs; chil-
dren wondered and grieved ; tears rolled down the cheeks of
maidens, and old Father Comstock sat all gathered in a
shrinking heap, his face buried in his hands, and trembling
from head to foot with his sorrow and his sympathy,

But when Ruth had gained the stopping place, and turned
towards the pulpit, half her anguish was gone. It must have
been that some supporting angel held an arm beneath her,
for now the sweet features seemed as calm, even as firm as
sculptured marble; the eyes were nearly closed, and a light
as from heaven appeared to glorify her face and her fair
shining hair, Her hands were raised a little, and tightly
locked together, as if in supplication,

Perbaps when the vsalm was sung, especially the verse—
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% Lol T am treated like a wotm,

Like none of human birth ;

Not only by the great reviled,
But made the rabble’s mirth”—

her head sank a little lower, and there was a shining circle

around the bright edges of her lashes, but it was only'for a

moment. She had borne the heaviest of the cross—she was
resting now, while for her sorrow even the great bass-viol,
‘touched by trembling fingers, seemed to sob and groan.

Reverent as were the people on their pilgrim Sabbaths, there .

never was such a hush—such a palpable spirit-awed silence
as on that occasion, especially the second preceding the
opening of the paper, Ruth’s confession, which Cotton Mather
held in his hands with all due seriousness,

At that moment the young shipmaster entered ; noiseless-
ly and almost unobserved, he glided to a seat near where

Ruth stood. There was lightning in the eyes that glanced -

with such defiance in their'sweep around the congregation.
There was a nameless something, a terrible expectancy,
~ resting on those firm, beautiful features. The hair was
tossed angrily back. The broad chest rose and fell, and
swelled like the waves of the sea in a great storm. The
lips were not set, but clenched together, and the right hand
wotked convulsively. -

In a loud and sonorous tone the ministér began :

“T, Ruth Margerie, do hereby, in ye presence of Almighty
God and ye people here assembled, declare and make my
eonfession unto this church, that I took part in a profane
play, thereby bringing scandal on ye church of Christ.
‘Alsoe, 1 did—"

“Hold I” cried a voice whose tone sent thrills through
‘every heart in the assembly, It startled Ruth out of all

-composure, Her pale cheek flushed, and she glanced from
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right to left, frightened and trembling. The minister paused,
rested both hands on the pulpit, that he might speak with
the energy needed for the occasion ; but quicker than thought

the young shipmaster started from the place where he stood,

almost shaking with the tumult of his soul, gained Ruth's
side, laid one hand firmly on her shoulder, with a dexterons

movement unwound the odious garment from her person,

and gathering it up in his hands, said wildly, as he hurled

it down the middle alley— |

“I fling the lie into the teeth of this church, as I fling the
garment of your miserable superstition to the ground. Who
dare accuse Rath Margerie of wrong #”

The whole congregation had sprung as one man to their
feet.  Some looked up to see if instant thunderbolts would
not descend to smite the profane wretch. Cotton Mather
seemed like one petrified, the flame of outraged sacredness
hot-leaping from his heart.

Ruth herself, with a low moan, had sank to her knees,
and was weeping tears of fright and grief.

. “ Wretched, perfidious young person!” shouted Cotton
Mather, lifting his arm, “ know’st thou not that the vengeance '
of God will fall upon thine accursed head for this daring
desecration in these courts of the Lord’s house #-~for this in-

-sult to his ministering servant? Maiden, I do command

thee, take up the garb of thy humility, and clothe thyself in
1t anew.” ‘

“She shall not!” cried the shipmaster; *I have sworn
it,” as lifting Ruth, now nearly unconscious, in his strong
arms,” he bore her rapidly from the house, loosened the
bridle of his horse, and springing on to the saddle with his
burden, rode to the door of Mistress Bean, and while the
good woman shrank from him in horror, told what deed he
had performed, |
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- “But mayhaﬁ you've done a greater harm to the maid in
the eyés of the people,” she said, her voice unwontedly

stern. He had not thought of that. The delirium of his

passion—in truth it was partly directed towards Ruth her-
self—was passing now. He hurried from the house, leaped
into the saddle, and was arrested long before the sun had
gone down, though not until after a desperate resistance.
Another inmate was added to the jail, ¢
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Chapter Thirviy-fonrth,

Tue Puriisicky ScHOOLMISTRESS.

It may well be supposed that the city was in convulsions
of gossip on the Monday following. Never, they said, was

" such a sermon preached by mortal man as Cotton Mather

preached that Sabbath morning. His maledictions were
sublime, his gestures unapproachable, and the congregation
dispersed, but not yet to talk the matter over among them-
selves on that day. No profane speaking, no attempt to
give opinions were held allowable in the times of those Sab-
baths, The literal “not thinking thine own thoughts nor
speaking thine own words,” was enforced to the letter, as far
as the thing was possible. The little children, poor lambs,
sat with folded hands and stooping backs in the tomb-like
silence of their homes, The very kittens folded their paws
and contemplated string and ball with the gravity of dea-
cons. Scarcely a word above a whisper was spoken by any-
body ; and if one chanced to smile, there was a hearty God-
forgive-me penitential look following on the heels of his
offence. About the house the movements were stealthy and
cai-like. Lost in heavenly meditation, the old men sat in
their easy-chairs. Perhaps their eyes were closed some-
times under the great bandannas, so that little brown-haired
pets, looking askance, might venture to make-believe whistle,

‘or even inaudibly tattoo a profane tune with their toes on
‘the carpetless floor, while they ached out the Sabbath.
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But lo! Sunday gone—Monday come! The latchets of
‘every tongue were straightway loosed, and from every
family circle went up cloads of ejaculations, wonderments,
and questions.

“ Well, good man, I'm very sorry, very sorry the matter
wasn’t allowed to take its course,” said Mistress Comstock, as
the two sat together at breakfast.  “ Now, thou seest, the
people will be charging the fault upon poor Ruth, and say
it is all her contrivance, or else (it hath, I fear, been already
whispered), they will infer that there is guilt between then.
For my part, I did not take it that Master Cameron would
do so rude a thing.”

“I am sorry myself, dame,” replied Father Comstock, as

well as he could for a mouthful of muffin ; “but it ean’t be '

helped now. For my part, I am not so much inclined to blame
the young man, for truly it was the saddest, most grief-pro-
voking sight, these eyes ever saw., I question if my hand-
kerchief be dry even yet, for I blubbered like a girl. O wife,
someway there was that about her that would have made an
angel weep. Yet am I sorry that Master Cameron behaved
so hastily. As thou sayest, the world is ever prone to judge
unkindly. But let us not be among the number-of its fault-
finders.” :

“ And the poor young gent]eman is in pmson I said Mis-
tress Comstock, pathetically,

“Yes, tis said he was secreted for some days by the Lady
* Anne Bellamont,—and, by the way, good dame, I hear that
some think he is her son.” ‘ .

“Now, God forbid I eried Mistress Cemstock, as she arose
from the table. “Not to say,” she added, inquiringly, “ that
the noble lady hath ever been married ¢

“Tt is very well known she hath not married,” said Father
Comstock,
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“That is very serious news, provided it be true,” said his
wife; “but ofttimes rumors of the kind are false, and while

“the people feel this indignation towards the governor, they

have not any too favorable opinion of the mobility. Look
forth—is not that Goody Grouse, schoolm’am? Yes, she
comes this way.”

“Oh, dear sakes!” cried the new-comer, pantingly; “oh,
mercy deliver us! my phthisic! ’tis so bad this morning !
and I've had so rauch on my hands since I got up! O Mis-
tress Comstock, how do you' do? Have you heard—Oh, my
phthisic '—that the governor has ordered that fine young
man, Sir John, to jail—and that other young captain? Oh,
my phthisic !

“Yes, we have heard. So you're no better, Goody #” said
Mistress Comstock,

“Better-—oh, dear, dear!” cried the dame, querulously,
and quiver mgly “If you had to scream ol day ¥ to twenty-
five children (two new ones this morning), I guess you'd
think you wasn’t better. Oh, my phthisic! Besides that,
there’s knitting, hemming, overstitch, and sampler—two

. pence more a week, so that it takes all one’s time to look

after matters, and keeping them well whipped. “¢Spare the
rod, and spoil the child,’ you know, Mistress Comstock, Now
it I only had pay for every whipping I give ’em, which
wouldu’t be no mor'n right, considering how it hurts my
feelings, I should have enough to keep me in good Souchong
tea, which I haven’t—and an old body, with the phthisic,
needs it, you know. DBut, Father Comstock, I've got some-
thing to tell you, and I musn’t forget my errand !” cried the
hard-featured, thin-visaged, hook-nosed, military old woman,

Father Comstock was just taking his cocked hat from a
handsome mahogany box. He had already drawn on his
overcoat, whose immense pocket-flaps nearly half covered the
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skirts, and was, if truth must be told, hastening to tear him-
self from the newly-arrived feminine tongue, that seemed as
if it would bear down all before it. :

“ What is't you want of me, Goody #”

“«QOh, to tell thee that Master Whiting has arrived from
Connecticut. He stops with my brother, and as he is a
learned man and deep-read, I thought, mayhap, it would
please thee to see him. So as my brother has invited some

several gentlemen to meet him to-night, he desired me to .

come in and bear his message.. Oh, my phthisic!”

“Thank thee, Goody—Master Whltmg is not ill-known to
me. I shall be very happy to meet with him.” '

“ And I.must be away to my school, Ah! such unseemly
urchins] Mistress Comstock, thon mayst be thankful that
thou hast none to riule. A good morning to thee, Oh, my
phthisic I :

Mistress Comstock smiled and sighed, as the aged spmster
went out. The sigh was to the memory of a sunny-haired
boy, who had been precious dust for thirty long years—the
only child she had ever been blessed with. The smile in recol-
lection of sundry bright-eyed little children, who daily passed

her window, the roguish boys making doleful faces, pucker- .

ing their lips as they cried out in the well-known tones ot
(Gtoody Grouse, “Oh, my phthisic !”
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Ghapter Thivty-£iith,

Wraar Sataxy was v Axcient TiMEes.

As soon as Captain Cameron had released Ruth, in the
presence of Mistress Bean, the maid hurried to her own
chamber, away from the curious eyes that met her every-
where. She had barely strength to reach her little couch

-and throw herself npon it, listening, as she did so, to the re-

treating sounds of Captain Cameron’s departure,
- Then she groaned in newer, deeper anguish, “ Everybody

- will despise me now! Me, that have thought so much of a

Christian character! that have shrank so from the voice of
censure, that I would almost rather die than have one light
word spoken. Father! bave I been unduly proud of my
good name, that this great woe is thrown upon me? oh!
why? why am I singled out to be as the hymn truly said,
this morning, ‘Made the rabble’s mirth# He kpew not
what he did, and yet I cannot blame him! My God! my
God! forsake me not! forsake him not!” :

- Rising, she bathed her burning face, and taking her Bible
she strove to find consolation. In vain! The sweet words
were there, but their spirit and their comfort seemed gone.
To her tortured apprehension, God, as well as maun, had for-
saken her, She was in the deep waters—would she ever
reach the shore again?

Laying. the Bible aside she strove to think., In vain al

her efforts! She heard only the awful tones of Cotton
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Mather, ‘denouncing the man she loved. A curse for him !
from God’s anointed! She trembled from bead to foot,
. Why, when she had passed the worst, and felt, or fancied

she felt, heaven’s approving smile, did Satan send her an-

other bitter draught? Must she fight yet longer with the
invisible power who strove to wrest from her, her salvation?

And who could tell but what, as she had sometimes heard it

whispered, the arch-fiend had taken the form of the young

shipmaster, and endowing him with supernatural beauty, thus
sought to enslave her powers and lead her captive at his

will¢ For his arms, during that short ride, had been a

sweet resting-place. Half unconscious though she was, the

wild heart-throbs she felt beating against her, filled her with

a strangely intense joy. Could they then have fled together,

she would have gone with him—to the remotest ends of the

earth—anywhere! but to be with him, '

The devil, in those days, was no myth, but a torturing
fiend, black, and horned, and cloven-hoofed, and sulphur-
breathing ; coming hot, reeking, murderous, from the flames
of hell. It was no small thing, then, t¢c fear the enemy of
man. He took divers shapes. Sometimes, it was said, he
smiled in the face of an innocent babe ; sometimes, leered in
the faded eyes of an old crone, whose toothless mouth uttered

hideous things. The cat, sleepily winking at the fire-flame,

might be his emissary. The rearing horse whose flaming
eye told of insubordination, was peradventure his satanic
majesty.

Bewildered by these thick- -coming fancies, half crazed to
think that, perhaps, she had forever lost the confidence of
~ her minister, doubtful whether the young shipmaster, whose
lighted glance had power to stir her heart to its depths, was
man or fiend, it is no wonder that to Ruth earth and heaven
seemed alike covered with gloom,
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When she essayed to go down into the presence of Mis-
tréss Bean and the servants, her courage failed her again.
It was not heightened by the cold demeanor of her foster-
mother, or the pitying, even contemptuous, looks of the
kitchen-maids. 8o, for days, she moved like a stranger
among them, bearlng taunts and coldness, never dreaming that
the shipmaster had been thrown into prison (for they had
the humanity to keep that knowledge from her), but tortured
that he never came near, or sent any message to her. Mean-
while she heard more of ill than she wished or could well
bear. Minister Mather had judged her very harshly, and
his wife with scarce less severity. Father and Mother Com-
stock were the only persons in her church from whom she
received any favorable message. Tears wet her pillow
through the night, and thongh she Lravely suppressed all
traces of suffering during the day, yet there was not a mo-
ment in which the wound in her heart did not ravkle, At
length she said, with a decision fureign to her usual manner,
and an eye that kindled with outraged dignity—

«T will bear this no longer! 1 will not remain where I
am only distrusted, suspected, and insulted. Is this kind 2
Is this religion, to forsake me when I am in sorrow—even in
disgrace? Have they given.me over? Do they think my

‘soul so little worth saving? Would Christ forsake me, if

even I had committed sin? would He pass me by with
averted looks? Oh, would Christ do this 27

The cry ascended out of the anguish of her soul—the soul
that was feeling its way from the blindness of superstition to
the light of the charity of God! '

Again she said—

“ Whatever it cost me—TI will go from here!”
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Ghapter Thiviy-sinth,

IN waIicH THE GOVERNOR I8 WARNED.

SOARCELY a month after the death of his wife, the gover-

nor held an important meeting. He was closeted with the

commissioners, his secretary, Judge Dudley, Doctor Buili-
vant, the clerk of the council, and some gentlemen visitors,
most of whom were in league with him in his attempted
tyranny over the people. The governor-general seemed to
bear the loss of his wife with the most Christian equanimity.
Except that his apparel was somewhat relieved of its gayer
fints, he looked in noways bereaved.

On a little side-table stood decanters of choice wine, and
glasses- out of which one or the other of the honorable com-
pany sipped frequently. The room was small, but of com-
fortable dimensions, and lined with tapestry which his
excellency had brought from England. In the open fire-
place gleamed a ruddy fire. A small piece of choice carpet
covered the centre of the floor, to the extent of some four
foet square. The table at which they sat with- their books
and papers, was round, polished, and claw-footed, partaking
of the solid character of the furniture of that period.

Noways abated in his vanity, the secretary sat, bearing
himself proudly by his excellency, looking now and then
complacently down upon his ruffles and shining chain, and
occasionally puffing forth a small volume of showy but shal
low words,
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The governor had been speaking for some moménts. He
continued— ‘

“Qur plan is, gentlemen, to grant ourself the titles to
estates, receiving whatever fees in our good judgment ‘may
seem proportionate to the action.”

“ Your excellency has undoubted right,” said the- doctor,
“the people of this town, deserve little consideration at your
excellency’s hands.”

“ We show our great cousideration of them and of their
estates, which are surely forfeit,” interrapted Sir Edmund,
haughtily. “In the case of our pursuing this policy, what
shall be our most direct mode of procedure, Mr. Clerk of
the Council #”

“To serve out writs of intrusion against the chief land-
owners, your excellency, I should think; and then, if they
demur and petition for patents, your excellenoy could in like
manner demand what fees you please.”

“I hear that the townsmen already pay qult-rents to the
king,” said the deep voice of a man who sat in the shadow ;
“would not your excellency distress his majesty’s good sub-
Jects by such stringent measures 8

The governor turned about with a frown, as he said
sharply-—

“ We would distress theth more were we able, for they are
a stubborn, perverse people, some of them having the conceit
to think they could rule the country without our interference.
Ay, and by God’s merey! we would have had troops here
before this, had the king but listened to our entreaty.  Armed
Patrols should have lined our streets, and levelled the first
man who attempted disloyalty. On all sides we hear pro-
testations—ay‘ and even threats. The very school-boys

. are giving their tongues (which we would force down their

throats, were our will our hands) license to speak unbecom-
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ingly of government. We have sent for troops again; and
© if, by God's mercy, they are provided to us, we know men
who will hold up their rebellious heads,—not on shoulders,
but on musket-points.” .
“That is a strong saying, excellency,” uttered the’ same
deep-toned voice.
© 4 Yes, Master Whiting, we generally make strong saymgs,
nor are they idle ones,—if they are not over-polished. We
 have little recourse to the dictionary, good Master Whiting ;
though, perhaps, did we revive our jouthful knowledge, we
‘might contrive to measure our Latin with thee, somewhat.
Thou comest from Connecticut, and canst not know the
deep-seated disloyalty that hath attacked some of our people.
By God’s merey! it rageth like small-pox.”

“ And is more fatal” said the renowned Master Whiting,
in the same quiet undervoice.

«To them—yes,” returned the governor, casting a quick,
suspicious glance on the person who had just risen.

He was a tall, slender, firmly built man, and every inch an
old-time pedagogue. From the carefully combed locks,
changing fast into gray, and braided behind in a long cue,
whose end was fastened with four black silken bows, to the
very heels of his shoes, whose silver buckles sat squarely over
the instep, he was that symbol of old- fashioned rule, dig-

nity, and scholastic lore, a thorough self-sustained, out- -

spoken, and (when in his desk) domineering dominie,

But though counted strict, he was a model of deportment.
His manners were formal with the stiff coloring of old-school
etiquette, but no one knew better than he the pohshed graces
of society. He had studied and travelled much; and in his
heart he cherished some of those living seeds, tha.t nursed
and warmed by zealous spirits, germinated at last in the
century flower of the new world—American Independence.
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“ Epidemics, excellency, have no preferences. If a crowned
head comes within their province, that head must bow.”
“Dost mean to insinuate that the people meditate an in-

2”

surrection ¥’ eried the governor, sternly.,

“Your excellency will remember that I arrived but yester-
» day within the borders of the State—consequently, I am a
- stranger here,” replied the schoolmaster, with a courtly bow.

“In consideration of that fact we pardon thy remarks,
which might easily, in a townsman, be ‘construed into
treason.” _

“Of which, T trust, your excéﬂenoy will never find me
guilty,” said the master. “I have the honor to wish your
excellency a good afternoon.”  And straightway lifting his
tri-cornered hat, he passed out.

“A pleasant gentleman,” said the governor; “but, with
the rest of these people bred and born in the country, Le
maketh too free with his tongme. Dost hear, Mr, Cler]’{ of
the Council, how Sir John taketh his 1mprlsonment »

“Very coolly, your exoellency I am told,” replied the
clerk, “he hath for company, one old Goody Shrimp, a witch,
who hath already borne one whipping; also, a Master Cam-
eron, whose tongue doth not follow reflection, but blurteth
out on the moment.”

“Ah, the dog!” exclaimed the secretary. Excellency,”
turning to the governor, “he deserveth hanging; for b:e
would seemmgly move heaven and earth, wherewith to find
terms in which to execrate your excellency and also the
- king. He hath the most God-forsaken tongue, I think I
ever heard. I saw him to-day in the prlson and to hear him
cry out—

“¢The governor hath no bottom to his chair!” Imperti-

?ent] febel' I would I conld shoot him w1th mine own
1and,’
14
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«id he say so#” exclaimed the governor, his face gl'().W};
ing dark; “we will teach hi];n :::?fore we have done wit
i rey ! what was that? o '
h“'rl}"he ]\?v{ngfw—iaﬁe, near which his excellen.cy' sat, Wftshs};lw(i
ered in a hundred atoms by some heavy mxssﬂe_, Whnz) af
been thrown at, but yet did not penetrate the glass. One od
the gentlemen immediately hurried out on t.he sm;eet,ha{nh
returned, holding a-singular roll f)f paper in hls.ha? y W t(;l X
he had picked up under the window. He laid .th%n the
table, and they erowded round to look. Mea:nw ile,
governor had sent a soldier, who ha,pp(.med to be in the roo;ln
below, to find the first suspicious-loqkmg man he met:i,.a: :
thought the perpetrator of the deed could not be far distant
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Chapter Thivty-seventh.

Rute Smrxs ror Rmst anp Symparmy.

“Ir is but a pebble wrapped in paper,” said the doctor,
touching it with his forefinger,

“Art thou frightened at a pebble#” asked the governor,
meaningly ; smiling to see the caution with which he han-
dled it. :

Upon this, Doctor Bullivant, turning very red, rapidly un-
rolled the paper. Two or three bullets dropped upon the
table—from thence to the floor, and a rough stone which
had been painted of a blood-red.

“Canst make these hieroglyphics out?’ asked one of
another.

“ Thou hast it upside down,” said the secretary ; and tak-
ing the paper, he reversed it. '

“What dost thou make of it #” asked the governor.

“In this first division,” said the secretary, pointing to the
rudely drawn figures, “ one man stands aiming at another .
an arrow, set in a bow.”

“There are words underneath,” said the clerk of the
couneil. '
“Yes, I am making them out,” replied the: other, reading
thos, after a pause: '
“¢ This for the papist funeral I’ ,
The governor moved a step nearer, with clouded brow.
“The second device is the man still standing, and the
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arrow half way between him and the other figure, as if he
had just let it fiy.” ' o
a“ ind the words under that!” cried the clerk, guite ex-
cited, putting his head forward.
« Yes, yes! .
%< This for demanding the church key )
«The third device,” continued the secretary, “represents

" the man shot at, lying on his back, an arrow in his heart;
and underneath, the words, . . \ B
¢ Thisfor iw;prisoning Sir John Willie, the pattern of m;-
re
zens and most honorable of merchants.. '
The governor listened, greatly agitated, and exceedingly
ale. 3
P “T advise your excellency to apprehend the f'an.nhes o;
Mr. Comstock, the bookseller, at the sign of the ¢ Bible an
Three Crowns:" avd Gaffer Scates, bricklayer, both of whom
id the secretary.
romptly refused me the key,” said t
d “ VI‘)F"e will see,” replied the governor, thoughtfully. h To-
night we dine with the magistrates at the State-arms. Say
nothing of the paper,” he added, uneasily. “Yonder comes
my soldier, dragging a God-forsaken wretch along. I trust

he has the right one.”

. "
Tn the drawing-room, on the same afternoon, several ladi

sat engaged with their needles and embroidery-frames. It |

was a pleasant group, gathered in the s'pl:ing ’sun.shine; the
two cousing, Mrs. Aldrich, and the minister s little to].aen
child, pure, heaven-favored Imogene.. She, with her ‘(El‘d-
- like laughter, and simple; childish sayings, had madg t ‘erl;
all happy, until the Lady Anne was announced, and entere

before Mrs, Aldrich could leave the room with her child.

. Lady Anne still sat in her splendid furs, not caring to stay,
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because of the child, who, as she came in, had retreated,
with a grieving lip, to the side of her mother, where she sat.
clinging to her dress and partially hiding her face, Marga-
vet was very pale, and sat in an invalid’s chair. She had -
been ill since the night of Captain Bill’s liberation, but by
the unwearied care of her step-mother she was convalescing
rapidly. : ‘

Lady Anne had striven to occupy herself with giving the -
details of the young shipmaster’s escape from her house, but
it was evident that Imogene, looking at her with those deep,
haunting eyes, troubled her; and at last she said, almost
angrily,

“I don't like the way you encourage your child to treat
me.”

Mrs. Aldrich, smiling a little, said quietly, “Imogene,
you make the lady feel unpleasantly; won’t you go and
speak to her #” ) '

“Please not, mamma,” said the little one, in a mourn-
ful voice, her large eyes growing darker with gathering
dread. .

“My dear, mother wishes you to speak to the lady,” said
Mrs. Aldrich, with more firmness in voice and manner, .

~“Please not, mamma;” and the voice quivered and dropped,
and tears came, filling the beautiful, plaintive eyes to the
brim, A '

Mrs. Aldrich was troubled, but at last she said, kindly,
“Lady Anne, my little girl always has a sufficient reason for
not complying with my wishes ; when she does not, and that
is very seldom, I do not encourage her in any impoliteness,
but I cannot force her to do what is disagreeable to her,
Pray excuse her to-day.” '

“I will not stay, then I” exclaimed Lady Anne, her eyes -
flashing anger, her lips trembling and paling. “Eleanor, T
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' hzwe somewhat to say to you; may I go up-stairs into your
_room 1" _ ,

“Certainly,” was the reply, and the two left the apartment,
Then Imogene came from her mother’s side like one coming
out of a trance; stood looking at the door, as if to be certain

- that the evil presence had vanished ; her eyes sparkled; her
little frame dilated ; the color came into her checks, and she
: went siuging about her play.
o ou Strange, is it not ¥} asked Margaret. .

“Very ;" replied Mrs, Aldrich. “Imogene, come to me.”

. The child flew like a very bird, and laughing a musical
laugh, sprang lightly into her mother’s arms.

“Imogene !” she forced herself to look sternly—* why did
you not speak to the lady at mother’s command ¢ ‘

The child placed her dimpled hands on each side of her

mother’s brow, and gazed long and eagerly into her eyes.
Then she kissed her forehead, and with a heavy breath, like
-a sigh, nestled down close to her heart.

“ Answer me, Imogene I”

“ Something over her shoulder, mother; it was black, and
+ it frightened me.” o

“And what did it look like, dear?” The mother was
pressmg her lips to the saintly brow all the while she talked,
jnst as the wind when its whispers bends the flower.

% It looked wicked, mother 1"

. Agam she clung to her, hiding her face, till Mrs. Aldrich,
~with many pleasa.nt words, reassured her, and soon she was
, dancmg and singing about the floor again, ‘

.. A servant entered, and going towards Margaret, spoke

' “»lpw, listened to her reply, nodded, and went out again. In

‘the ante-room sat Ruth, in ber little straw hat and close
. brown pelisse. She felt wretchedly sad and forsaken, bear
-~ ing her fate though she did, with heroic calmness. Yet it
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seemed to her as if she would gwe worlds for one heartfelt
smile, free from suspicion. Now Nancy, Margaret’s dress-
ing-maid, came towards her, saying:

“ Miss Margaret wishes you to come into the drawing-room ;
she is not well enough to come out here.”

So Ruth, lifting herself weariedly from her seat, entered
the bright room. Little Imogene was dragging = string,
after which a milk-white kitten ran, frolicking. She did not
look as the door opened, and pallid, suffering Ruth stood
within, but almost in a second she dropped her plaything, -
and with her half-flying step, bounded over to Ruth and
held up both dimpled arms, lovingly. Ruth sank down be-
side her, powerless to restrain her feelings, crying out almost
with a shriek—

“ Angel! little angel! you are the first one who has given
me a free, heavenly welcome! Oh! beautiful child, God
forever bless you!” o ‘

“Don’t you ery—Imogene loves you,” said the little crea-
ture, wiping the tears away as fast as they flowed.

“Oh! I can’t help it—you dear Lttle angel! my heart
would break if I did not, FPlease forgive me,” she sobbed,
striving to smile as she glanced towards Margaret and her
step-mother, whose eyes were moist—“but I have suffered
8o | suffered most of all by the unkind words and cold looks
that met me everywhere ; suffered till my head and heart

felt so strangely numbed and dead. Oh, if you knew how

I have longed for a precious word—only a word of love!
Imogene let me stay with you, and never, never leave you
again "

The bright head was bowed ; she was sobbing, while the
child fluttered now on this side, now on that, distressed at
her tears, yet smiling, striving to make her smile—brushing
away the curls so near the color of her own; touching her




218 ' THE LOVER'S TRIALS.

forehead—in a restless, happy worry to hear her speak agam,
and every foew moments putting her arms around her, or her
red lips to hey forehead.

“Do I understand that you would still like to stay with
us, with little Imogene #” asked Mrs. Aldrich, as soon as she
‘could command her voice.

“If you will only take me,” said Ruth, by one great effort
subduing her sobs, rising, and moving till she stood, i her
fair, modest beauty, before Mrs. Aldrich. “If you will let
me” (her voice grew sweet as music), “I shall some time,
perhaps, be happy again. For the first hour since my great
trial I feel faith in myself.” Yes” (hope rippled through her
voice and gave a new brightness to her eyes), “the very
touch of this dear little child seemed to give me new
strength, My heart beats since like a living heart, not a
machine, heavy and passionless. Will you let me stay with
you? And please forget that I refused your kind offer, I
. was blinded then and miserable, bound soul and body in a
strange, faithless dream, from which I am awaking. I will
try and not abuse your trust. If I know myself, I want to
be pure and holy in my thoughts and actions, that I may
not tremble in the presence of an innocent child.”

She looked so bashfully pretty! the tears, that could nol

disfigure her face, dropping heavily, like full round jewels
from her blue eyes—the lips trembling, yet curving with
hope and love—that Mrs. Aldrich forbore to answer for a
moment, that she might feast her eyes upon so sweet a s1ght.
Then she said: .

“ Imogene, should you like Ruth to stay with you, dar-
ling ¥
. “Ilove her dearly—kiss me,” said the child, her face all
- & glow—radiant with a more than mortal beauty.
Ruth stooped to kiss her. The child’s white arms were
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clasped together about her neck, and the fresh, fragrant lips
touched hers—when—the door opened. Lady Anne stood
on the threshold aghast! The light faded from Imogene’s
face, and tremblingly she moved to the protection of her
mother’s side.

For one moment a look of intense hate darkened the face
of the Lady Anne. The next, with an abrupt farewell, she
had closed the door and hurried through the hall,
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- Ghapter Thivty-eighth.

Ixn waicr Marmapure CATcHCOD I8 INTRODUQED INTO
HIGH SOCIETY,

A souxp of shuffling feet, an oath or two, and before the
porter had opened the front door for Lady Anne, it was
pushed inward by a soldier, dragging a man after him, who
canght at every available thing within his reach.

“Wreteh I” gasped the lady, as her fair robes felt the
clutch of his rough fingers. |

“O Lady Anne! kind and good—it's I—T, Catchcod,
Duke of Marma, who was your ladyship's dog, you remem-
-ber. I pray your ladyship to intercede for me. This man

is taking me before the governor, and the Lord knows my

wits are in a state of sca&teratlon more unpleasant than
agresable,”

To this speech, the lady made no reply, but swept indig-
nantly from the house.

“ Now, Catchcod, be a man!” said the poor fe]low trem-
blinaly, “you're going before the governor—be a man!
conscious of a clean shirt, if dirty boots. Toes out—elbows
square—head up. One, two, three! march on, red-coat,
follow your nose ; I've taken ballast aboard.”

And that was the way Marmaduke Catcheod entered the
presence of his excellency.

The soldier gave him a jerk that sent him stumbling on
to the secretary’s toes, That worthy functionary stabbed
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him with his eyes, and cursed him with his tongue; besides
giving him a nudge, as he placed his hand threateningly on
the hilt of his sword.

“Ab! Lord—T'm always gettin’ on the corns of a dilem-
ma,” muttered Catcheod, wofully looking round upon the
company.

“I warn you that in this austere presence you must tell
the truth I said Doctor Bullivant, pompously. ‘

“I always tells the truth, whether in an oyster presence or
otherwise not,” replied Catcheod gravely, taking courage as

~ he stood there.

“ Man, fellow, do you know me ¢ frowned the portly doe-
tor, putting on his prost o’ertopping dignity.
. “Ay, ay, sir,” returned the sailor quietly; “thou remem-
berest I bought two ounces of senna and manna at thy shop
but yesternight, for a sick messmate at the Three Anchors.
I'll answer for your medicine, doctor—good and fresh—good
and fresh—and—griping.”

Even the governor joined in the smile that went round,
at the doctor’s expense.

“ And my master, Cameron, hath often filled his medicine-

"chest at thy store,” added the sailor,

* Thy master the devil!” muttered the secretary.

“T don’t know that—I never saw his horns, but they do
say that sometimes the devil standeth next to a man; I hear
that he wears a sword, too,” innocently added the sailor,
with a most unconcerned expression, considering no other

‘person in the room was so near him as the secretary, who
moved back with a vengeful frown.

“ Touching this indignity’ which hath just been -perpe-
trated,” said the governor, turning to the sailor, who stood
perplexed at the size of his words; “ how didst thou dare,
villain, do so foul a deed ?” ‘
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Meamng me, sir?” asked the sallor, with a scrape, look-
. ing straight at his excellency.

“Sir! sir/” thundered the governor ; “dost thou dare to
‘sir’ me §”

I always take a bull by the horns, governor,”' remarkedl

the sailor quietly.

“Is this man knaye or fool #” said the governor, steppmg
- back’ a pace.

“ Somethmg of both, T think,” remarked the clerk, a smlle
curving the corners of his mouth, “Fellow, do you know
that gentlemen call the governor, excellency 2 he added.

“Well, I ain’t a gentleman,” replied Catcheod; “I'm a
plain sailor-man, but I'll try to remember. Excellently—
governor,” he said, ducking his head and pulling at his
front lock.

“Fellow! answer truly, and no more of thy talk; why
didst thou throw this paper and this stone, and at whose
suggestion ? If thou wilt tell, we - may release theej if not
—we will hang thee”

“0 Lord!” cried Catchcod, now terrified, “I don’t kuow
the difference between a rock and a catfish—I assure you-—

your-blame me l—your influenza,” he cried in jerks, look- "
ing all the perplexity he felt. “I never threw paper nor

stone—nor any thing else—I declare to your—ec—ecclesi-
asticus—if that’s the darned thing! I never saw it before
and I'm willing to take my honest swear to it, there.”

The governor frowned—-the gentlemen burst into a roar.

of langhter. *
“We must commit this fellow to jail for contenapt,” he
said, angrily. * :
" “Oh, your exodous! oh, your execration! your explosion!
hang it, what's the word? oh, your extension—your—your
—good Lord, governor, Mr. Governor, don't take me to jail
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~—T’ve just escaped by the skin of my teeth;” and managing
to fall on his knees, he held up his hands in earnest, but ludi-

crous supplication.
Nevertheless, he was committed, and accompanied by a

guard he walked wotully off.

These were the words written at the bottom of the paper,
which the gentlomen puzzled over long, but which standing
as they did,

“Lis Niatpac,”
taxed their ingenuity to the utmost.

“Tts neither Latin, French, nor Choctaw,” exclalmed the
doctor, quite out of patience.

“ We will take it to Master Whiting,” remarked the clerk,
which they did; ‘and he having the sagaecity to read it back~
wards, the name stood thus:

Carrain B!
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Chapter Thivty-winth,

Lerrer FrOM GopFREY LAMB, BOOKSELLER, T0 HIS WIFE
1N Loxpox. *

Dagruive | : . =

I wrote thee yesterday a description of ye strange trial of
ye maid Rath, and w'h, I doubt not, will make ye tears
start to thy sweet eyes. Natheless, I have somewhat bet-
ter to tell thee, that ye poor, tormented maid hath gone to
ye familie of ye Reverend Parris Aldrich, which was advised
to her some time agone; but of w'h she did not see fit to
take advantage.

Last night I dined at ye State Arms, with ye governor
and ye goodlie magistrates. Trulie, it would please thee to
see here hotels called of ye first class, but w'h is noe better
than manie of our countrie inns on ye outskirts of Lunnon.
But I will say nothing against whoever will well treat me,
a8 by soe doing I should show ingratitude, w’h God forbid.

C F. hath not yet done raving about ye towne,

‘He can find nothing fit to look at, eat, feel, nor smell ; and
everie other moment he saith—“ Ah! that I were in Lunnon
agen ["—w’h I take as an unfavorable sign to his disposition,
Toe hear him laugh at ye streets and lanes_many of wh
truly are but ye tracks of browsing cows, going home from
their pastures.

Last night we had some fiddling. Ye magistrates gave
way for once from their strict decorum,—a poor, daft fiddler,
whom they call long, lean Benjamin, begging for a little
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victual and drink thus melodiously. And long, lean Benja-
min he was, with a vengeance! Such a shanks never have
I seen out of England. He hath a bodie like thy good aunt’s
favorite knitting-needle, which thon knowest she prefers a
little bent, Now fancy ye needle elongated to six feet ten—
and hang ontoe it a niddy-noddy head, never knowing on
w’h shoulder to settle, or whether to settle at all. Joint to
it, verie locsely, two arms, with five darning-needles at ye
ends for fingers—Ilikewise two others for legs, to w’h fit, or
rather fasten, a pair of brown breeches—then tie him into a
coat and waistcoat, in ye sleeves of w'h he might verie easily
turn his body (I hear it was a fat man’s suit), and thou hast
ye picture of long, lean Benjamin, excepting ye fiddle and
ye sack, w'h seem to stick mysteriously to his fingers and his
shouﬂer

He hath also a verie laughable pecullarlty, wh is, that
when he commenceth to play, it is always one love-lorn
dittie—soe sick ! soe drawlie! soe scrawnie! soe bothersome,
woe-begone, that it seemeth scraping onto-a man’s very crazy
bones; and he will hold his teeth till it be through with.
Nothing will make him forego this—threat nor money.
Poor Ben! even he hath his little history, having been
crossed in love quite early; and ’tis told, he wore ye ribbon
she gave him, on his cue, till it dropped into pieces, and ye
pieces he keepeth yet about his bodie.

There are ye strangest punishments in this place I ever
heard of I saw yesterday a person for whom I felt some
compunction,—a Poor woman ; no wonder she was downeast.
Having been found guilty of improper conduet, she is obliged
to wear on her right arm, perpetual, a figured Indian, cut out
of some red cloth, It is a shame to look at it, making yo
.poor creature radely to be so exposed but a greater shame
is ye sin!

*
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" Tell my good father-in-law that T have not yet entered ye
collidg, being minded to do that same some time this week ;
but for thy benefit I will rehearse what I saw this morning.
It was a school for children, taught by one Goody Grouse, a
spinster lady. I found ye teacher to be about sixty-nine——
mayhap seventie years of age—a tall, hook-nosed madam,
grenadier-like, and taking snuff wofully. She sat in an old
arm-chair, her lungs rattling with ye phthysic—in one bony
hand a small book, from w'h she was bawling out letters to
five or six scared urchins, who dodged at everie word, and
kept their fearful eyes fastened to ye rod standing perpetual
sentrie in ye other hand, right over their heads.
On high chairs, and low-—some on benches, some sprawl-
ing on ye floor—sat others of ye hopeful children, both

~ sexes; but *all, with scared. looks, ever and anen turned

towards ye Goody’s rod, w'h I make no doubt she often
useth. Some of ye girls were sewing right industriously on
cloth and samplers, and round ye room were hung specimens
of their gkill, w’h, taught by such a teacher, must be vastlie
great. At last, locking so much at ye straight, stout rod
uplifted in ye teacher’s hand, I came to fear it myself, and
fancied it following me about ye room, like an ogre, without
the fabled eye, but plentie of power.

I should question, myself, putting a child into an old
‘woman’s hands, had I not been taken by a friend to another
school, kept by a Mistress Kenedy, widow. She may be old,
but her heart, at least, hath not a wrinkle in it, She hath
but few scholars, for she will not use anie rod, and therefore
hath not ye like confidence of ye people as hath Goody

Grouse—but such charming faces as clustered around her, I’
* seldom see.

To drop this subject: I am'sorry to tell thee that ye
people of this town doe manifest a most unseemly feeling
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toward their lawful sovereign, ye king. Such looseness in

talk ! such threatening faces, and bearing of independence,

looks ill in so dependent a colony. I am told that in other
towns ye feeling is quite as bad; and it would not surprise

me to see ye people rise—against what, I hardly know, nor,
dol believe, do they. It is said that ye governor hath im-
por tunately sent to his maJesty for soldiers and arms, ye w'h'
I doubt not. 'Tis certain that his excellency hath an armed
guard always in attendance of late, and that he is loth to go
out in his carriage of evenings. Besides this, threatening
letters and speeches are sent him, stones thrown into his
windows, and everie means taken to convince him that he is
unpopular, Some night ye last week, I forget w'h, ye gov- -
ernor’s secretary, Randolph, came home, it is said, in a sad
plight, having been thrown by some uunknown hand in ye
mire of ye gutter, there held, and thoroughly rolled, after

w'h ye perpetrators escaped.

I close this letter in haste, having just heard that ye ship
Prudent Sarab, in w'h thou knowest I sailed from London,
hath been robbed two nights ago, and two poor soldiers -
murdered. It seems they two were unwisely left alone, the
rest taking boats, against orders, for a pleasuring party
ashore. It is horrible, and ye whole town is in uproar about
it. ' Ye robbers have had plenty of time to escape. Some
say a pirate, known as “ Red Hand,” formerlie ye terror of
ye whole place, and on whose head a price hath been set, is -
again on ye coast, and that, in league with ye renowned Cap-
tain Bill, of whom thou knowest, he is devastating the sea
in these parts. Whichever it is, if ye people find either,
they willy I am sure, hang them up -themselves, and so rid
ye world of such villains. - To-morrow I will write thee
more particularly. Thy devoted, Lawusz.

15
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Chapter Lortieth.

In waicr Lapvy AxNE smows nEr RrecArp ror THE

Comrorr oF Caprarny CaMERON,

In whatever scheme she undertook, Lady Anne Bellamont
seemed doomed never to succeed. Captain Cameron in
prison—leaving her by stealth, and of his own free will—
Ruth, whom she hated, in the bosom of a family from which
a little child excluded her, and the people throwing incensed
glances towards her wherever she encountered them, and
sneering at her liveried footman and her gilded coat of arms,

Jacobs, her footman, richly deserved the contempt with
which he was regarded, for he had insnlted more than one
honest laboring man in a way which they could not over-
look, and forthwith he was marked for popular vengeance.

“I will leave this wretched country forever !” she muttered
in her loneliness. “1I will leave Cameron to his fate, since
he is thus ungrateful—he may drown, hang, or burn!”
Then clasping her hands, folding them over and over, seem-
ing to be lost in regretful thought, she cried, in low, passion-
ate tones, “O Cameron! how I have loved thee! even
with a wilder love than I bore kim /”

Throwing her curls spitefully back, she murmured “Oh!
I hate my beauty! Tt has served me for nothing of hope,
love, or even utility! I am tempted to wish I might fade—
might find silver hairs amid these night-tresses—perhaps
" then ‘these sometimes. struggling thoughts of good—these
wild yearnings to be what I seem, might take root, even in
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my hard nature, and grow into good purposes and deeds!
But no! no/ not while I have the power to torment him /
not while that child lives, the ugly little imp! To me, with
all her vaunted beauty, she is repulsive j my soul recoils from
her very glance! They say she feels the approach of evil.
Well, she may, in me. I never saw her but I wanted to
destroy her, and her milk-faced mother! How could—
how could Parris Aldrich marry such a woman? Was it for
that fabled genileness, of which he sometimes spoke? A
poor, faded, passionless creature like her, to hold the key of
his heart! Oh! oh! if it were not for hope of vengeance,
some day, I should kill myself!” she cried, starting up in
sudden and hot anger, her face the impersonation of a fiend.

““ But, patience! patience! that will come soon enough!

When he finds his son/ his son!” she continued, with bit-
ter earnestness, “a pirate, and companion of pirates, then his
proud heart will bow—and I—shall I be satisfied then? No!
nor never !” she added, huskily.

She began a hurried walk to and fro across the room; but
suddenly paused, summoned a servant, ordered him to take
candlesticks and candles, to pack up a few mats, a desk,
writing aterials, a silver goblet, some rich cake, and a
store of other articles, for the comfort of the outer and inner
man. Then she directed him to call a cadrt and send them -
to the prison, he himself to accompany them, and deliver a
note which she prepared.

Meanwhile, although not reconciled to his loss of liberty,
Captain Cameron was by no means as much cast down as
might have been expected. Having found congenial friends,
even within the confines of a jail, lis imprisonment was less
dreary, especially since, through the means of some kind gos-
8ip, he had heard of Ruth’s safe instalment in the family of
the minister, Aldrich, where he had before entreated her to go.
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The jail was a plain building of brown stone, and repul-
sive in appearance to the last degree. There was scarcely
any glass about it, and the wind and sleet found free ingress
—hence it was wet and disagreeable within.

Instead of separate cells, there were several rooms in
which five and six prisoners were confined together. Captain
Cameron had been placed in the best of these, where, for a
consideration, the jailor had allowed a fire to be built. Lady
Anne’s servant was readily admitted, on his showing a pass
. from the governm',‘ into the apartment wherein was the cap-
tain, Sir John, and two other prisoners, who were smoking
in the corner of the blackened chimney.

Goody Shrimp, in consequence of the hard p]eadmg, and
even bribing of the young shipmaster, had been allowed a
seat by the fire to warm her withered old body. If before
her appearance had not condemned her for a witch, it surely
might now. Her face had grown hideous from the constant
exercise of her evil passions, greatly augmented—in truth,
diseased—by her brutal treatment. Her cap was black, and
set awry ; her hair hung in matted gray skeins over her
high, narrow forehead, and streamed down 1o her shoulders.
The dress she then wore was the same in which she had
been punished, and was repulsive to the last degree. From
her bleared eyes, so really fine and piercing when she en-
tered, there came only odcasionally a faint ray of intelligence,
and she moaned and muttered, muttered and moaned, sitting
with elbows on knees and wide-spread palms held up to the
smoky blaze.

A man in the middle of the room, 1mprlsoned for debt,

was roaring out in a not unmusma] volce:
“Don’'t you remember, .
The fifth of November,
The gunpowder treason and ;lot 2"
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Sir John Wil‘]ie had just finished shaving (a gentleman

will be a gentleman, even in jail), and Captain Cameron,

book in hand, was in the midst of a tirade against the gov-
ernor, when the entrance of a man borne down with bundles,
put a stop to all conversation,

Goody Shrimp turned once, with difficulty (for her poor
old back, lacerated with stripes and stiff with rheumatism,
would scarce allow a motion unattended with pain)—mut-
tered, with a leer, that they needn’t come there to free her,
she wouldn’t be free if she could ; then, as the man began to
unpack, she faced the fire again, all curiosity dead within
her. *

“Welll really this is kind of her ladyship !” said Captain
Cameron impulsively, not without a little pride; “we shall
be comfortable here, after a little. See these beautiful can-
dlesticks ! of chased silver, as I live! And this strip of car-
pet! The writing-desk is invaluable—just what we were
wishing for, Mr. Willie. Didn’t I tell you I was a lucky
fellow ¢ Always was lucky-—even in jail;” he added, laugh-
ing. And, upon my word, if here arn’t cushions and pillows

-and lots of traps—sece! a fine dressing-gown. Why, I shall

look like a lord! My good lackey” (to the servant) “I wish
I had gome change!” Sir John laughingly handed him a
half-crown, which the captain readily received. *Give my
thanks to your lady,” he added—“but stop! as Catcheod
says, I must write ‘a varse’”—so, finding pen, ink and
paper, he wrote a few lines, gave them to the man, and
turned to survey his treasures again,

“You'll not complain of the backache to-morrow,” said
Sir John, admiring the articles.

“ One back, at least, shall be the better,” said the captam
softly, as the man passed out. “See here, Goody,” and he
hurried towards her—‘soft pillows! beautifal plump pil-
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lows! for you, Goody—sent for you (since she will have

them,” he added, sotto voce). ~

“To me—to me!” she articulated thickly, “Oh, how
nice | how soft ! my poor sors back! Well—but, have 7 a
friend in the woild ¢” '

She looked up so sorrowfully that tears came to the cap-
tain’s eyes, ¥ To be sure you have, Goody ; some very kind
friend, too. Look, how fine is this linen! and the ruffling, I
think they call it. And Goody, here’s a capital gown, rather
gay, but then so much better than this old rag! Won't you
wear it to-morrow, for the sake of this kind friend, you know
And look at this; a strip of real carpet—woollen—for your
feet when you get up iu the morning” (she grasped it with a
childish eagerness)—“ soft as the pillows, almost. I'm sure
you need never say, after this, that you’re forgotten.”

“Oh! the carpet! the carpet is very warm—yes, so nice
and warm I she repeated, the old fire for a while blazing in
her eyes. ' \ :

“These too ; you need not mind that they are men’s hose
—they will be all the warmer for that, you sce. How fresh,
and new, and white they look!” :

She glanced up with a flash of intelligence, into the beam-
ing face so lighted up with the pleasure of a good deed.

“Did you give me these #” she asked.

“The—the hose?” he said, momentarily confused ; * yes
-—I gave you those—I had enough, you see.”

“ And you have given me all—I see it now-——yes, yes, I
see it now. They were sent to you, and you came and gave

.them to the old woman,—the old witch,” she cried, brokenly.

For a moment she paused, and then exclaimed solemnly-—

% Oh, may you never be cold I” ,

It was a simple wish, but the deep earncstness of its utter-
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ance made it affecting, and the smokers in the corner smoked

hard and winked vigorously. '
It was some time before he could prevail uponher to take

what he wished, but he finally effected his purpose. ..As 'he
turned away, vexed that he had not managed _the affair \’ij’lth
more tact, he was met by Sir John Willie, and an audible

AN
“ God bless you, Cameron'!
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- Ghapter anrty-tirﬁt;_

VISIT OF THE SCHOOLMASTER,

gG:AIN the nail-studded door opened, and the jailer ush.

, gzz‘ni;ingl?,ster Whrtmg, whose very tall, slight, straight, and
ed form seemed strangel i

smosphor gely out of p_lace m sueh an

“As I live! M'Lstez-'\G‘ramaliel Whiti '
“ 4 I M: iting 1" 1

Willie, hastening to greet him. 8" eried Sir John

“ ; ]

Ilam, I was going to say, happy to meet thee,” said the
courtly old schoolmaster; ¢ yet” (looking around) “I can
scarlceljf find it in my heart to give thee such greeting,” he
added, in slow, precise language. -

[
o .But I am trul?r hflppy to sce thee here, my kind precep-

r; and as for this light imprisonment, it is a chance that
hath happened to many a better man.”

“ 'J':‘hat sayeth not the town—=Sir John (allow me to use
:;he tltle;l have been accustomed to it), that sayeth not the

own. Never saw I men so i
o so Incensed at any act of tyranny

‘ . . L .

.1; "':W'ha(fi ! imprison our beloved - eitizen I they cry; ‘we
will tear down the jail if he i ' ithin ¢
fagar own the jail if he is not released within seven

“I hope they will commit no act of violence,” exclaimed

the young man, earn
) estly. “I would not for the
town were embroiled on my account.” vorid the

« . .
I fear embroilment will come; I think the cost is
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counted, and men have made up their minds,” replied the

‘«choolmaster. “ Tt needs but the lighting of a match, and

the heaped-up combustibles will give forth a vengeful flame.
Ouly to-day I was with the governor—"

«Pardon me—but did you see any of the ladies?” asked
Sir John, eagerly. ‘

«1 did not, my young friend. T inferred, however, from
something T heard passing, that one of the household had
been ill—I remembBer not the name.” He paused to think.

« Was it Margaret, or Miss Aldrich #” inquired Sir John.

« Ah1 Miss Aldrich—that was the pame. A fair-faced
young maid came in and asked for her.”

“Ruth, I'll bet,” muttered the captain, interested, though

_ his eyes were fastened on the book.

The schoolmaster turned, but hearing nothing further,
conversed for some time with Sir John. As he was leaving,
the latter introduced him to Captain Cameron.

‘With a kind %1 have heard of thee, young sir,” the stately
pedagogue shook his band warmly.

As he spoke a groan sounded near him.

“"Tis a poor wretch convicted of murder,” said Sir John.
« He sleeps sometimes during the day, and must have been
napping ; otherwise he would have filled the hour with his
constant plaints.” :

« And thou art placed among thieves and murderers,” said
the old man, pitifully, “ thou son of my dearcst friend. ¢ For
murder—that reminds me that T have not told thee the
news. A dreadful deed has just been committed in the har-
bor. Much valuable treasure is stolen from the vessel, and
two of His Majesty’s soldiers killed.”

“Valuable property—he can’t mean the Prudent Sarah
exclaimed Captain Cameron, a look of the deepest anxiety
overspreading his features.

11
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“That is the vessel’s name, young man.”
“ And he is her commander,” said Sir Johﬁ.
. “Was, you mean,” replied the young captain, mournfull
his countenance changing. “Murder aboard—poor, iIi-fat£

/ shlpI I shall begin to think
she .
wages of crime,” was bought with the

K
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- Gnapter Eoviy-secand,

Smows 7HAT 4 JAIL 18 NoT A PrEasaNT PLACE 70 DIE IN

Tue echo of Master Gamalie]l Whiting's footsteps had
scarcely died away, when the door creaked -on its massive
hinges again, and crestfallen Marmaduke Catcheod, protest-
ing, shuffling, swearing, was pushed within, At sound of
his voice, old Goody Shrimp lifted her head. = Captain Cam-
eron cried pompously—«Oh, my duke! how hast thou

fallen!” laughing loudly the while, and the old Goody

muttered—

“ Ay, my poor house! Il warvant left desolate for dust
and cobwebs to gather and cover. Has't seen my cat?”’ she
sereamed spitefully. |

“No! blast thy cat!” cried the Duke of Marma, kicking
off his only shoe (the other had been lost in his frantic en-
deavors to clear himself), His clothes were torn, and his
false beard of a light tow-color, had shifted over his nose.

“T say, blast thy cat!” he cried out again, stamping. “If
I had never seen thee or thy cat, I had been better off.
"Taint so much coming to jail,” he cried out again, stamping,
“as "tis coming against one’s will, and at the beck and force
of that bldody redcoat, as takes me down. Hang him,
though, I pulled his nose, I pinched his ears, I slapped his
mouth, and give him a kick for a parting blessing. I guess
he'll remember Marmaduke Catchcod. He said he would,

. and sez I, ‘1 meant ye should.””
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“ Welcome, welcome, valiant Duke of Marma!” cried
Captain Cameron, still hilarious. '
“Fangh! what a dirty, disgusted place!” cried the sailor.
“The forecastle of a Chinese junk ain’t nothin’ to the smell,
T broke my shins over them cornfounded stones coming in,
Ugh! what a gloomy place! Ain’t got no winders, eh ! no
winder-glass, I mean ; nice temperament of h-air for a
March day! I've been composing a varse as I cameo along,
atween fighting and running, and I'll say it here; for I
might forget it, and there's important sentiments a running

through it, like a worm’ through a skull-bone, which I
eouldn’t afford to lose:

“ Lord ! what a place is Boston town;
I wish I wasn't in it
And {f—1 kad-~the governor hers,
I'd kiek him in a minute,” ‘

Suiting the action to the word, as he shouted the last line
with emphasis through his teeth, he bestowed g tremendous
kick on the thin partition. It was answered by a groan
louder than the last. Marmaduke, quite. startled and con-
founded, stood attentively regarding the place he had struck,
as if he expected to hear it speak.

“You must be cautious here, my duke-—walls

only ears but tongues,” said Master Camer
his blank look of astonishment,

tell us your adventures.”

have not
on, laughing at
“ Cormg, sit down here ard

“'Ventures! I've been through enough to reel .a yarn
that would reach across the Atlantic and double over,
Faugh! what a rotten placel It don’t matter so much for
me, but to put gentlemen here! It's scandaverous/ But
Tl tell you what, now—they’re going to kick up a mighty
muss in this little town, you may depend on’t. The governor
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nd his big-bugs—or, p'raps I should say, his "ecclesiasticus,

ond their ecclesiasticusses, starched as they look, ’ll have to

sine small by considerable and constderable less, as the poet
sayz. Then, they’ve been and gone and done a m;ln'de':é
‘board that confisticated ship o' yours; spoze you heel
though, seeing the very walls know how to talk—-_—‘]est about
such things as I should think such walls would lLike to talk
of t0o. Don’t matter much, thongh, they were red-coats, and
’ | : ” )

T'm spited against red-coats.

Thg old woman in the corner began to rock and moan.
Cameron went up to her. o

« What's the matter, Goody—what is it?’ he asked.

She looked up helplessly. 'Twas pitiful to see great tears
running along her channelled cheeks, and to hear her ecry
like a tired child— )

« Oh, T want to go home! I'want to go home. There'’s no

" kith nor kin to welcome me there—but-it’'s home—home.

Oh! take me home!” _ o
“You poor old soul!” exclaimed 4the young captain,
deeply affected at her grief, “ I'm no better off than you are.
T wish to heaven I could take you home, or had one to go
”
N ‘r‘nglefl’iwould be better to die there,” she sobbed, still rock-
ing herself— better to die there ! My mother' slept on that
bed ; and *twonld be sweet to lie down on 11': once more
O mother! mother! mother! mother!” she cried, a.t each
mention of the name her voice growing more shrill. “1
want to go home—I want to go home !” .

“There’s a singular look come over hLer,” w111sPe1:ed the
captain, turning awe-struck towards Sir John Willie. “”I
wish you'd step this way. I don’t like that glare of ‘the eye.

“ §o much’ for their infernal superstition I” he added, al
most furionsly, as bis friend came near; depriving an old
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helpless creature like that, of a home that’s her own, doom-

ing her to lose her reason and perhaps her life, within these |

accursed walls. ‘What did you say ¢”
“Put the pillows down,” whispered Sir John; “she seems
near falling, Itll be easier if she lies down, perhaps,”
- They laid ker down—for her strength had deserted her—

as if it were the form of an aged and well-loved mother, -

And tears fell upon her pale brow; tears of sympathy for
the poor soul who had no kith nor kin to meet her,

“ She’ll have plenty where she'’s going, I'm thinking,”
said Captain Cameron, solemaly. “Is it best to call for
help ¥ ‘ ‘

The other shook his head..

Once more the dim eyes opened—the withered fingers
came together; she muttered grievingly : “1 want to go
home.” Then, the quiver of the lip was over; the face be-
gan to assume the immobility «f death. She had gone; the
old witch had died in jail,

“I'm glad she had the pillows,” said Cameron, drawing a
long, heavy sigh. “To think ! that hearty-looking woman
-wasted in that way, and only a few weeks! The whipping
did it—the whipping broke her heart. Depend upon it,
Willie, there’ll come 2 time when men will look back and
blush with indignant shame over these deeds of darkness!
Poor old soul |” ‘ ‘

“Lord—to think !” said Marmaduke, watching from a
distance; “the last time I'saw her she was making gali-
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@huntzr Fovty-thivd,

A MEETING, AT WHICH THE GOVERNOR'S SECRETARY HEARS
k]
GOME TARD SAYINGS, AND WANTS THEM BOOKED.

As fall of a curious importance as a nut is full of .meit,
Gaffer Scates hopped about from street ?o s.treet, §p;?tk1ng col
this one, nodding to that, with odd winking, bl.u'Jdmg,da:e
shoulder-shrugging. Now he would stop a staid, Setﬁe ];
puritan old gentleman, whisper a word and be gon;a.,ti e
take by the button some dapper, free and easy po 1r lc; ,

ive him s.word and a wink, chuckle, and whiz off like a

on-ball that knows just where to go. .
ca?]:,?nl]); speaking, the respectabl_e little city .0{;1 Bos-_tc:i:i
was in a hubbub. TUp the steep hills, and round 11% e ;;vm -
ing lanes—at the sign of the “Dlue D,:)g a1‘1d ’ Zm o::v,
“Dog and Pot,” « Cabinet and Drawers,” “ King's rnld.s —-:
in all the alleys—at all the grocers, .haberdashers, 1Een
drapess, d&c., &c,, men, women, and children were ta mg,|
tauznliil:f;lekrllngs;mh a shocking murder ! right in the h.arbor. ;
close under the walls of their very hous-es! And a sight i
was, to see the poor things, covere‘ad w1t}1 bloody ﬁa%s,'c:;:
ried up Hanover-street—over the swm'g-bndge——dc])m?l ris >
lane—a great rabble after them, moving 1}01seless ya (_H] g,d 4
the direction of the fort, where the bodies were finally de

posited. . : i
al, i sorts of romors
As usual, in such cases, thera were a
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afloat. Some said that the young Captain Cameron had
freed himself, and determining to get possession of his vessel,
had gone out and killed the soldiers—they not reflecting
that it would be rather difficult to start a ship to sea with-
out a crew. - Others declared that the terrible “ Red Hand,”
and other pirates, were right in their midst, and that life and
- property were no longer secure. |
“Red Hand !” exclaimed a shrunken old man, very slow
and infirm of speech, standing in the midst of a knot of
women, who, in their blue short-gowns, red petticoats, high
shoes; and snowy caps, made a picturesque group, “I.ye-
member me only thirty years agone he was the finest little
lad T ever set my two een on. He's a young man yet, and
capable of a master 'mount of mischief, if they don’t take
him,” , .
“Ay ! remarked a woman; “and Faith Justin was =
pretty lassie when he married her. Her cheeks were red as
roses, and her eyes as bright as diamonds. Poor young
thing! She’s been dead now-——how many years, neigh-
bor ¢ ‘ )
“BSomething like ten, I should say, mistress,” was the
reply. _ -
“ Well, it's better she didn’t live, and get her heart bro
ken. I'm sure the poor child she left—” |
The noisy blast of a trumpet drowned the speaker’s voice
A single horseman came gallopiug down the street. He sal
a noble steed, whose gay caparisons, prancings and curvet-
tings, together with the brilliant red uniform of his rider,
commanded general attention and admiration. At every
window, young aud old flocked to see and listen.
“God save the king! Hear ye—hear ye!” shouted the
man, for & moment reining in his superb horse.

“The governor proclaimeth that the serviee of the Church

;.
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of England, the true and lawful worship of a peovle, will be
exformed in the South Church, God willing, on the next
Iéza,bba.th morning, at ten o’clock of the day. All true and

Joyal subjects of his majesty will accordingly meet at the

time and place appointed. Hear ye! hear ye |

A blast and flourish of the trumpet, loud and .long—the
handsome horse pranced proudly on, and soon, In a nrfore
distant direction, the stentorian voice was heard erying,
“ the king !”

G:f)g':jvv?s not thai too much for flesh and blood to be:at' ?’f
asked Gaffer Scates, with purple-red face. Thre:e times
have our people refased the key of our church; twice hailr.e
committees waited upon his excellency, and yet, after this
infinite fuss and pains, he taketh the I.natter out of. our handz
by proclaiming, by this spurred courier, lthat he is lardbland
master, and the thing shell be done, Can flesh and bloo

h ?”
Staﬁadvsgs?:: very early, and the morning was one of u-nusuls:,l
loveliness. Blue and brilliant, the royal sky arched with the
bend of a conqueror over the world, and the sun hung l?laln- |
ners wherever he smiled. From the country, down thi, hi ¥
winding roads, came the loaded market-wagons. The air
seemed almost as bland as the breath .Of ' summer, yet mf(.ar;
appeared not to note how beautiful it was. Only ca:ltit.l
women opened wide their wiqdows, and hung out t ben'
household stuffs to be purified, and the tender laugh of babes
who had been long housed floated ou't to the_pa.ssers—by% ‘

Men met together in their places of business, not tc.) talk od
stocks, or. the weather—Dbut thgir faces were anxious an
their voices suppressed. Ofttimes through t'he t?lay the gfiv-

ernot’s secretary rode through the streetsin his h.aughu y-

defiant manner: but wherever he was seen, execrations were

‘liberally bestowed upon him and- the obnoxious power he.
16 -
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“served. His name was coupled with those of Jeffries and
Colonel Percy Kirk, monsters of cruelty and treachery, whose
like could hardly be paralleled in centuries. But had he the
power, said the people, he would prove to be just such an-
other, They fully (and rightly) believed him their enemy
in every thing, and if they had not, his overbearing and inso-
lent demeanor, his contemptuous declaration towards trades-
people, his boastings of the consideration with which he had
been treated by the king, and even of amours and intrigues
which were a shame to decency, had made him an object of
suspicion, and even of hatred.

It was plainly to be seen that he held the mind of the
governor in his grasp, and partially moulded it to his will,

Notwithstanding his foppish love of dress, and his arbitrary.

assumption of dignity,~~with which he was wont to puff and
swell, like the fabled frog,—he possessed the consummate art
of the tacticlan. Seizing the opportunity at just the right
moment of time, he managed so as always to secure the gov-
ernor’s hearing, and placéd his reasoning in such a light as

to make it seem the result of the thoughts and plannings of .

all the wisest heads in the colony.

So in different directions, this suspicious officer and Gaffer
Scates spent the day, apparently in electioneering for their
separate purposes.

Meanwhile Mistress Bean was engaged to get up a plain
supper at the Red Lion. It was not an unusual thing to
prepare feasts and collations, but on this day every thing
seemed to go wrong with Mistress Bean, In truth, she felt
uneasy on Ruth’s account. By cold looks and cold speéches
she had driven her away, and Ruth’s quiet smile had, uncon-
sciously to her, become indispensable. The house seemed
colder, the maids crosser, the fires burnt more faint, the
visnds did not suit, for Ruth, upon such occasions, had al-

N .

THE LOVER'S TRIALS. 245

ways been chief taster, and, according to her judgment, the
spices and other condiments were mixed. So the hostess
sent for Mistress Comstock, and the two worked and worried
together,

- The supper was to bo laid at nine, in the dlmng hall, and
previous to that the company were assembled in the large
back-parlor—the front-parlor having been secured, as Mis-
tress Bean said, by letter, for a select number of gentlemen,
who were to be engaged in some town business. At eight
o'clock both rooms were occupied. In the front-parlor were
the governor’s secretary, Doctor Bullivant, and other gentle-
men. They had but one light, and that burnt dimly, appar-
ently by design. At the end of the room, adjoining the
back-parlor, was a closet, that had doors opening into both
rooms. The upper half of these doors was of glass, shaded,
but not concealed, by curtains of thin muslin. From the
closet came one of the gentlemen, saying in an excited way—

“They seem to be all assembled now, and are beginning
their talk. We can hear very plainly in the closet, two of
the panes being broken near the top of the door.”

“ Let us go in, then,” said the secretary; whereupon the
rest hastily arose and stationed themselves in the 'closet.
From that position might be seen a score of men seated

. about the great, round table, and on chairs at the sides of
~ the room. Hanging from the walls, or perched on corive-

nient places, were ‘cocked hats, canes, and overcoats. Upon
the centre of the table laid the great Bible, bound in boards,
and clasped with iron. Conspicuous among the gentlemen
were Doctor Cotton Mather, who had just read a chapter,
Beside him sat Master Gamaliel Whiting, straight as if glued
to his tall chair-back, whose gothic points sprang far above
his head. His knees were crossed, and the silver buckles on
his shoes sparkled in the firelight.




246 THE LOVER'S TRTALS,

Father Comstock and Gaffer Scates sat side by side, and

the rest of the company was composed of eminent merchants
and townsmen of Boston. ' ‘

The conversation, sustained at first by a few, began to

~grow more general. The! clear sounds of Mather's abrapt.

and forcible English, taking precedence of all the rest, rang
with a more sonorous tone than usual.

- “It is hard, brethren, to see our dearly-bought privileges
wrested from us thus, by the hand of an unscrupulous tyrant,
whom the king hath sent to look out for our interests ; but,
nevertheless, God knoweth and judgeth also,” he added,
with strong emphasis, o

“Is not that treason ” muttered the secretary.

“ He looketh out little for your interests, wmethinks, brother
Mather,” said the schoolmaster. ¢ I should say he thinketh
little for any interests save his own.”

“Truly " cried Father Comstock, *and ’tis said he in-
tendeth to make a new law concerning marriages——that no
contract of that kind be considered valid, save it be solem-
nized by a minister of the Church of England. A pretty pack
of heathens he would make of us. To think that T should
wake up some morning and find that Mistress Comstock and
I had been living in sin for forty years of our lives!”

“And T hear for the probate of merchant Dudley’s will,
he hath caused forty shillings to be exacted,” spoke up Gaf-
fer Scates.

“Is there no way to be rid of such abominable taxation "
asked schoolmaster Whiting.

“What are we to do?” exclaimed another, “He hath
caused us to be deprived of our charter—he hath misrepre-
sented us to the king—he hath abused his power and our
confidence in many direct ways—he hath drawn his allies
and parasites around him to keep him in countenance and
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‘ gag us. Thou seest he has sorely crippléd us, Master Whi-

: n
tm% .Thou canst tell me no new thing of Sir Edmtfnd An-
dros,” tesponded the schoolmaster, speaking with h.ls u§ual
deliberation. “I have not yet forgot his 'marchmg into
Hartford, within these few months, with his sixty troops, a,u-d
the time we had to lodge and victual them. I,do bel.leve it
took all the provender of our poor little town, so that it hath
not been so favorable in that way since. One would have
thought our governor might hewve moved a strong hga.rt,
laboring to tell, almost with tears, how th?‘tt we had been to
so great and sad expense in planting our little colony. Thou
shouldst have heard him that day.
“¢Your exéellency,’ said he, to the proud governor-generz.al,
cannot tell with what tenderness we do look upon our 111:.-
tle colony. We have defended 1t agair‘lst savages and evil
foreigners. We have spilt our blood like water—we lt}ave
given up our moneys freely. We came as pzlgrlms, a little
band, and tracked our very veins over the l{ldeous forests
that intervened between this and the soil we did first sei:, f_oot
upon. There were tender babes, and gentle women, .wﬂhng
to take their lives in their hands to the peopling of this then
wilderness. Many of us knew not, even by word of mouth,
the horrors of this travel before, but lived in our own beloved
England in honor and affluence. But now the heaven was
our roof, the stony and brier-strewn ground our floor, the
rock our pillow; and we suffered from hunger, yea! from
fear of Indians, from torn limbs, and aching hearts. Now
that we have become a people, do not, I entreat your excel-
leney, fail to consider with how much care and sorrow we
have established ourselves; do mot dissolve that with one
word which we have been at such great pains in the builds

~ing up. I myself, baving taken no mean part in thg foF'-
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‘bunes of this Little colony, do hereby declare that it will e
like the plucking out of my right eye, like the giving up of
my very life, to surrender the patent and privileges so dearly

bought, and for fifty-one long and happy years thankfully

enjoyed I'”

 “Master Whiting—thy hand again!” cried old Father
Comstock, with enthusiasm; ¢didst thou verily hear
and see the whole?” The old man trembled with excite-
ment, o

“I truly saw all that could be seen, for thou knowest there
came a short period of darkness.” '

“How did our roaring lion .of a governor listen ? asked
Cotton Mather. | ‘

“Roaring lion!” hissed the secretary, in his dark closet,
shaking with sadden rage. “Hear it! hast’ thy book with
-thee? TPencil it down, pencil it down, doetor. Roaring
lion! hal” | |

“He listened with the petty pompousness which he ever
affecteth,” replied the schoolmaster; “but he bath a hard
heart.  Sitting in his splendid uniform, his whelp beside
him”—

(“Oh, the pestilent knave!” cried the secretary, grinding
his teeth— that’s me. Book it, doctor, book it 1) .
—*Taking minutes—his officers glittering in red and gold—
his guards of halberts and musketeers standing a short way
off, he made answer with most insolent coolness, that all this
eloquence was wasted on him” (¢ verily was 1t!” muttered
- Mather), “ that he bore the king’s commands, and must exe-
cute his majesty’s orders. At this, I observed that whelp of |
“his to chuckle.” )

“That’s me again—Dbook it, doctor, book it!” cried the
jseci‘etary-between his teeth, and pressing the shoulder of his
friend heavily. :
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« e may chuckle on the wrong side of his mouth, yet,”
i i 1 hasis.
aid Gaffer Scates, with valiant emp . .
S With constant reiterations to “book it, doctor, book 1.t e
the secretary listened, his wrath increasing, and muttenfxg
ever and anon—¢“ why doth not that hound of a sheriff

come ¥ . .
! | .
« At length,” resumed the schoolmaster, “evening came

The lights were placed upon the tajble, an.d the debate ;1;111
went on, Sir Edmund never giving in an inch. I wast ere
with ten of my lads, from fourteen to sevente'enwmy Le.mn
class—they being impetuously angry at the doings, affld YVI;]ZI;
ing to rush in pell-mell, when the charter was brought ; u

that T would not allow. Qur townsmen had nnae’ambled in
great numbers, and one of them, a M.a,ster Wadsworth,
commander of the Phoenix, a goodly’ 51_11}-), stood near t.he
governor; and I did notice once or twice an expressive
glance between the two. T confess I trfembled for our pocu:
charter, and would fain have suatched it from such power ;

but suddenly there fell a great darkness—every candle was

putout. Never was I in such a solemn quict as followed.
) 1 3
Only the governor-general, after a moment, cru;dtoulf;—- t’?}y
4 re was a rattle of muskets by the

God’i;il mercy ! and the |
naras. -
® «¢Light? cried the governor—and before. the word had
quite passed his lips, the candles were burning, and every
man looked at his neighbor with an inmocent amaze-
ment, .

«But the charter was nowhere to be seen !’ .

A tear glittered through the smile in his eye, Wher.], a.sn‘i e.
schoolmaster said this, every haud, as if by one impu sg,
came heavily down upon the table. .

“ My lacls.y eried like babies” continued the master, * and

T'm not sure but older eyes grew moistened. There was a
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subdued joy, a mute huzza-like glance went from man to
man. There was no need of shouts-—the deed itself was a
shout that has not been silenced to this day. Where the
. charter is, we know not—nor shall we know till this scourge
be taken from New England.”

“ This scourge! book that, doctor,” cried the secretary,
growing every moment more furious. “Oh, what a precious
case we'll make for these rebels I” o

“ Well say’st thou scourge, schoolmaster,” exclaimed Cot-
ton Mather; “he hath been indeed a scourge unto us, 'spe-
cially unto our family—tormentor of my father and myself in
divers ways. On the Sabbath, he takes our meeting-house
for his papistical ceremonies, for, like his master, we know he
inclineth to the Romans. It is an outrage such as a people
might feel justified in resenting—yet I tell my charge to qui-
etly submit, for the great God will appear forus, These vari-
ous imprisonments, taxations, and tyrannies shall be fearfully
accounted for, as Iam a minister of the Word. For truly that
man hath been a curse to this country, since he first set foot
on our soil. And of his secretary—1I do hereby declare him

to be a blasted wretch, who shall die, forsaken of God and
man [” _

The secretary at this was in such & tumult of rage that
he nearly choked, and tore at his throat, gasping—then,
half-drawing his sword, he would have rushed in upon the
coinpany, but the doctor prevented him.

“ And now, friends,” said Cotton Mather, reaching for his
hat, “I must be gone. I would stay to the supper, but bus-
iness calls, and Mr. Ross will be in waiting for me.”

“Stop him! oh, for one minute,” groaned the governor’s
minion ; “the sheriff must be here, even now. I am certain
that is his step.”

“1 meant to talk over touching the affair of Sir John

.
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Willie, but I leave the matter to thy discus&?on,” added Co}:—
ton Mather, quietly. “I would 'only advise that, for the
present, ye bear with the ills which may shortly be put a
stop to by the people of—" .

« Treason I’ cried a smothered voice, .

«Wo have listeners here,” said the minister.

A AP A AT A T PR SRR i
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Chapier Larty-tonrih,

TaE Sk ’
_ SECRETARY’S PASSION, AND THE ARrEesrt,

Tur closet-door burst o
. pen, and the secretary appear
:ylth features convulsed and clothes disarranged. YHEI;pi;Zd:
’ owards 'C;ftton Mather, who, with calm dignity, kept higs'
_ ground, while the company rose to protect him ,

“ ‘
You called me a whelp, braggart ! shouted the secre-

tary, flashing his a i '
o n,d aehi g nger upon the statue-like face of the rev-
“Yes, I called thee lion’s wh i
. elp, if I rememb ight,”
i help, if er aright,
id, e undannte;.l Mather. “I beg thy pardon ; I used tI;e
ong ‘tgrms, and in my revision, I denominate
and child of Satan.” .
th; Thotu foull;;nouthed charlatan, dost thou not know that
contemptible life is i ’
hy ¢ ptible life is in my power?” foamed the angry
"‘:I‘hou poor son of perdition 1" said Cotton Mather, half-
pityingly, half-contemptuously, « go home to thy cha’mber
and get on f,hy knees—and God help thee to repent Gen-
tlemen, I wish you good evening.” o
- “Btay, I arrest thee!” shouted the secretary

“ Where is thy authority #”
coul smile. d y ¥ asked Cotton Mather, with his

thee«-—whelp\

: The? king! in his name T arrest thee.”
I fling thy authority to the winds!” saying which, with
. !

L
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the most provoking blandness, Cotton Mather bowed to the

company, and left the room.
“Qh, gentlemen! gentlemen P* gaid Mistress Bean, now

making her appearance with Mistress Comstock; “1 hope

{here will be no trouble in my house. N oble sir,”? courtesy- -

ing to the secretary, «] am honored by thy presence, surely,
bat I did not think there would be a difficulty. I hope you

“will let these gentlemen come in to their supper.”.

«Tet them! let them!’ cried Father Comstock, flushing,
while as he lifted himself, Gaffer Scates crept to the further
end of the table.

“Ayl let them ! she hath the right word, old white-crown,
and yonder comes my power to let or no!” eried the secre-

“ tary, choked with his passion. “Lead them all to jail, Mr.

Sheriff, every mother's-son of them—lead them off”

T demand the reading of the warrant, first,” said the
schoolmaster, facing the red-cyed secretary. '

“ No warrant shall be read; off with them—TI say, lead
off.”

«Thou dost exceed thine office, good man,” said the mas-
ter, his eyes beginning'to blaze, though their deep depths
had been kindling some time. :

«Good man! thou tape-worm! thou knitting-needle !
Don't good man me, or by the heavens—"

« For mercy’s sake, gentlemen !” screamed Mistress Bean,
as the -secretary drew his sword, and the schoolmaster
brought from his heavy cane a long stiletto-like blade; “oh,
help! help! we shall have murder here.”

Tnstant confusion reigned. The gentlemen of his-party.

held the schoolmaster (who had measured weapons before),
and the doctor and his friends restrained the secretary ; both
sides talking fast and furiously. '

« Show thy warrant, officer ! show thy warrant "

T i o —————— L A AT

L
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“ Does he think to bully us$”

“ Remember, we are Christians [”

_ “Gentlemen! the supper! the supper is laid hot—come
. to the supper—forbear fighting!” were exclamations that
sounded out of the uproar, while the sheriff mounted the
table ‘and shouted, rather than read, the warrant. Then

order was restored sufficiently to make out that only eight of

the twenty were under arrest, for misdemeanors that savored
of treason. Among them were Father Comstock and Gaffer
Seates, but the schoolmaster was not included.

“Go, man,” said Mistress Comstock, who had stood pale,
. but tearless, at the widow’s side; “go, man, and die in jail

- ere thou abatest one jot or tittle of what thou hast said I”

“Brayo!” cried the prisoners.

“Rilence! thou white-headed granny I cried the secretary.

% Thou couldst not buy my silence!” retorted the dame,
with spirit; “I am but a weak woman, but rather than sur-
render my free speech to thee, I'd go to the gibbet I”

% Bravo I” they cried, again, clapping ; while Gaffer Scates
wiped 2 miserable tear from his cheekbone, as he muttered,
~ “I would that my mistress might see me.”

“ Off with the prisoners,” said the secretary, pretending not
to listen ; “I would I could see the beggarly erew all hung,”

he added, as he prepared to go. Then turning, with an in-
sulting reverence, he added, “I wish you much joy of your
supper, gentlemen, ond ladies—stay just one hour longer,
and I'll find you lodgings with the rest.” ‘

“ 0 thou viper!” cried Mistress Comstock, who like most
‘persons of mild temperament, was a brief tornado when
roused. “This imprisonment shall bring all Boston about
thine ears—mark what I say. Good man, keep up thy cour-
age—Dll pray for thee,” she added, firmly, yet tenderly, as
the old man placed his lips on her still fair brow.

256
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cely tasted by those who remained,

and the two women, assisted by the .servant-maids, cleaged
# the table with lugubrious faces, Mistress ?Bean' lamen mgt
. or this and that trifle, which after all their pains was 1o
3: be eaten. 'The schoolmaster and one other ge'ntleman tr;:—
mained sitting by the fire in the back-parlor, talking over the

events of the evening.

The supper was scar
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Chapter Sorty-fifth.

:
Rurs v 7
HER BEAUTIFUL Howms, Bur CALLED TO ANOTHER

Tr1AL,

% Comz, dance with me, Rathy.”
“I don't know how to dance, darling.”
&% ) . i -

Ob, lt}S' eas.y—-—'}l}st go so, and so, and turn so and so”
and the falry-lllgfa little body tripped and whirled—ﬂittin’g
now j;o shadow, then into the sunshine, and back again into
l];?.uth s arms almost before she knew it—then off again with

reezy, noiseless motion, till the young i
) g girl gazed b
fearfal that the beautifal thing would vfnishg renthies,
“ Now you'll come and dance with ' ‘
me—TIve teached you,”
Ar‘nd 1\; glad laugh broke forth, « Sing again—come,” 7
] ] .
“My darling, T should only be clumsy and '
1 ; th
down; besides, I love to look at you.” ¢ e
“Then sing Jo me; sin i
) g that pretty little tune!” And
gle c,hild dropped on her knees, folded her white arms over
uth s lap, and raised her haunting eyes, so bright and
bez‘l;utlful that Ruth almost lost herself looking at them
“Yes, I'll sing for you,” murmured Ruth ; “now list.eﬁ :

“ T have found a little Jewel,

ﬂeaven-white and heaven-blue ;
I will weer it in my bosom,
.As the stately maidens de.

“ No, 1ol as the stately maidens,
. With their pride of glass and gold;

THE LOVER' & TRIALS,

For their richest, rarest banbles,
Are not half so rich and old,

¢ Ag my iris-color’d jewel:
From God’s hand iis beanty grew;
His own lightest breathing made it
Heaven-white and heaven-blue.

¢« §o T'lt wear this precious jewel—"!

Here little Imogene chimed in, her pretty hands keeping
time as they were folded over Ruth’s lap—

& Wear it ever till I'm old;
"Tis a drop of heaven's glory,
8¢t in heaven’s unfading gold 1M

« T know what it is—I know what it is—its truth/ you
told me g0,” cried the child, clapping her little palms.

Then she laid her head down softly, and was very silent.
Hearing Ruth sigh, she looked up hastily. ‘

“ Have you got the heart-ache again ¥’ she asked.

Ruth, sighing, had told her half playfully, one day, that
she had the heart-ache; and at every cloud that saddened
her face, the question was repeated. ,

%Oh no, darling! but why did you sob so this morning,
and why did you tell me such & terrible story "

She held her caressingly with one hand, and touched the
golden curls flittingly with the points of her fingers, as if
they were sacred and to be handled with reverence.

“Because”—that distant, awe-filled, visionary look came
over the .childish face—“because I saw the wicked man—
and he tried to take you away from me.”

“ How did he look, darling #” , :

“ IIe had great, long curls,” said the child, stretching out
one of her own bright ringlets; “and he looked like the
dark lady. Oh! I guess he was the dark lady’s father, for”
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(she stooped forward, her eyes dilating) “ there was somethirg
wicked over his shoulder !”

Rauth felt a shiver at these words. She did not doubt the

child had seen what she said, -

“You won’t go away with the dark man, and leave Tmo-

- geme—go away on the great water——will you, Ruthy #” she
cried, with most impassioned earnestness; then, with her
usual flitting, springing motion, she was now on this side of.
Ruth, now on that—patting Ruth’s forehead, patting her
cheeks, kissing her, smiling, humming, dancing.

The room was square, of large dimensions, low-ceiled, and
tastefully farnished. A warm-looking carpet, with bright red
tints showing everywhere—ecut into strips by her mother, and
woven by an old Scotch weaver in- Pudding-lane—quite cov-

- ered the floor. It glowed now under the light of the crimson
~ sunshine, as well as the cheerful hickory fire. In a recess at
one end stood a low bed and a child’s crib. The latter was
no longer in use, for Imogene had outgrown it. - Since Ruth
had come, she had slept in her arms, her little head pillowed
on her breast—over her heart. ‘ "

The minister and his wife were in character of the true,
spiritual type—following their Master blamelessly, practising
as well as preaching His precepts, loving every manifesta-
tion of His perfect love. So, on all sides, Ruth was sur-
rounded by the most gentle beings. It was a household of
love; and Ruth would have been happy, but for the knowl-
edge of Captain Cameron’s imprisonment—but for the appa-
rent stain upon her hitherto unspotted reputation.

- Even Cotton Mather felt that Ruth was no longer to be
.considered one of the “household of faith,” Why had she
gone over to the Episcopals? Why did she not apply to
him and to his family, in her trouble? - He did not dream
that Ruth was afraid of him-—that his awfully severe denun-
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- ciations had made him seem to her something too sacred for

common mortals to approach. He did not dream how. she
trembled—loving him in her fearful way thorlgh .she did— .
when he approached her. Yet he was not, in his home, a*
gtern or a harsh man, He had a gentle soul and 2 Fend‘er
spirit; but from a mistaken sense of the greatness of his mis-
sion, he elothed himself in a dignity and severity tha.t were
appalling to the timid, and made even 'the men of vigorous
intellect bend with a conscious humility and a something

like dread in his presence. X
vel"]“?hose gloriods old-tli}me preachers of the Word! Per‘ish
the pen that would do them dishonor! but, had they studle'd
Christ more, and creeds and the fathers less, sureljf their
hearts had been filled with the lc:e of God; and t]:ten' gen-
tleness might have constrained maids like Ruth to sit—with
reverence, not with terror—in their presence.

Minister Aldrich, in spite of many troubles, was a cheerful
man; and his wife scarcely spoke withoui'; a sunny f?mlle.
She, in the long evenings, sang ‘to the music of the spmqet,
and sometimes Ruth sang. They said she had a wondrous
voice.

Since the imprisonment of Sir John Willie, Margaret and
Eleanor came oftener to the parsonage. The young secre-
tary of Cotton Mather—or, as he was called in those days,
“the clark”—frequently made one of their number. Of lsitte,
the sunbeam face of Eleanor Saltonstall-—with its rippling
smile and curls, its changeful, glecful light, its blooming
cheeks—seemed to have a new attraction for him. Seeing
this, perhaps, rather, feeling it, Eleanor grew more radiant,
more charming. _

Margaret always sought Ruth out; and the two would
talk together of indifferent things, till, edging around all the

streets of Boston, they made a full stop at last in Prison-lane
17 ‘

e
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before the stone-jail, when both would enter: and henceforth
it was not Ruth, the portionless orphan, with the governor's
stately-niece; but Ruth the suffering, the loving—Ruth the
# sister, made so by the sacredness of affection,
On that beautiful spring morning, Ruth heard the trampet
and the tramp of the wartior-horse. Little Tmogene was
wild at the sight of the soldier and his bright uniform. Ruth

stood with the eager-eyed child, whose curls the light breeze

blew all over her milk-white forehead, at an open window.
The crowd was gathering, hurrying by on the sidewalk—
children, men, and women—the townsmen sometimes lifting
their hats at the shout—

“ God save the king I”

Suddenly a hand was upstretched from the crowd, and a
rough brown paper fell within the window, at Ruth’s feet.

The sensitive child turned quickly towards Ruth, who had
picked up and now held the paper in her hand. Imogene
had seen neither the movement nor the missive, but all the
glad light faded from her face. She said sadly, as her lip
quivered and her eyes filled with tears—

“Take me down,”

Then she clasped Ruth’s gown tightly, and followed her
everywhere, with troubled glances; nor could Ruth find a
minute to read the paper until she left the room.

At the sight of the writing, her heart beat almost to burst-
ing; and thré)ilgh hot, anguished tears, she traced the rude
writing. Thus it read:

“ Ruth, come again ; only once more, between nine and ten.
Come to the litile cove next to the wharf where the Jerry-boat
lics, Ruth ; for Qod’s sake, Ruth, dow't Jail me. They don't
Jerry over after siz; so there is no danger of your being
seen, if you arve careful. Ruth, I shall never see you again—
this is my last prayer. O Ruth, don't fail me I
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« Another bitter, bitter trialI” issued from Ruth’s pale lips,
as she sat white and nerveless—sat without moving, till the
sweet, silvery voice of Imogene was heard, calling her.

“Tm coming, dear.”

She could not meet the calm, questioning eyes of the lit-
tle child, so she smiled without looking at her, and finding
an opportunity, slipped the paper in the flame. But her s.ad
face betrayed her every moment. She tried once or twice
to break the unnatural hush of the room, for Imogene -
never spoke, but hovered near with many a little noiseless
caress, and seerfied not to care to play at all.

A note came near night, informing Ruth that the minister
and his wife would not be home till ten o’clock, perhaps
later, and charging Ruth to look after Imogene. They had
been gone all day on some important business connectt?d
with a will that had lately been submitted to a contest in
England. ‘ o

“Worse and worse,” murmured Ruth, almost wringing
her hands. “T must not leave her—I must see him. “But
she will be here—safe, sleeping; and I shall never see
him again. Oh yes, T must! I must go; he will keep me
but a moment, when I tell him what I have left. I must go,
and trust her to God !”
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C@hapter Lorty-sixth,

In wricH RUTH HAS A TERRIBLE CONVICTION FORCED
UPON HER.

Br every little artifice that Ruth could think of, she tried
to lure Imogene to her bed, The child had never before
shown so strange a contrariety. She refused to-have her

clothes removed, though in her own sweet, coaxing way, and

still sat by the fire, her great, unearthly eyes fastened upon
BRuth.

- “1 don’t want to sleep—you'll go with the naughty man,”
she said, as again and again Ruth importuned, At last Tmo-
geue compromised. “You may put my bed-gown over my
frock,” she said, “if it will make you feel better; but I mustn’t
go to sleep—I must keep wide awake!”

And certainly her spirit-like eyes justified the assertion, for
they looked, indeed, as if they were compelled to keep wide
awake. Butlong after the usual hour, the little creature began
to grow weary., Her dear head fell over on Ruth’s knee ; and
there they sat, Ruth scarcely daring to breathe, while a
sweet slumber gained upon the weary, watchful Imogene.

“God has sent you for my good angel, sweet darling!”
murmured Ruth, taking her up tenderly and laying her on
the bed. Imprinting a kiss upon the dewy lips, she knelt
down, asked God to forgive her, if in what she was doing there
. was aught of wrong. Then, tying on her bonnet, and fold-

ing a large shawl about her, she left, without speaking to the -
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gervants, by a back entrance, saying to herself, as she dre’w
the door to carefully, “ I will certainly be back so soon, no-
1l miss me.” '
bo%i::;awas a moon and a cloudless §ky, so that the stree.ts
looked very light. But few people were abroa.d; but, in
hastily turning a corner, Ruth came in contact with &' gen-
tleman, so that he caught her to save her frqm a fall,

“«Ruth!” he said, sternly—for it was Cotton Mather, on
his way from the Red Lion ; “unhappy girl, why do. I find
thee here, at this late hour?” : _

% [—am—going”—murmured Ruth, faintly, overcome with
her confusion. ) o

“ Alas! I fear going that road from which no prayers can
bring thee back. Miserable child! can nothing save thee?
Art thou lost, lost—forever lost #”

There was fever in Ruth’s veins, flerce fever on her cheek.
She could have dropped there, and sunk into the earth be-
fore him! Oh, to be thought of as she knew, by his words,
his manner, what he must think, and she powerless to de-
fend herself—it was agony! She tried to pass him. .

“My poor maid,” he said, and it seemed as if there were
tears in his very voice—“I1 mourn thee as a shepht?rd
would mourn a lost lamb ; but I fear Satan hath possession
of thee. Go, unfortunate ; but when, in the misery to which
soouer or later, sin must bring thee—when even those whe
smile on thee leave thee to the torture of the undying worm,
then send far thy minister, whose counsel thou hast set atl
naught, and he will gladly come and kneel by thee, and
commend thee to Heaven’s mercy.”

It seemed to Ruth as if she was turning to marble, as he
spoke thus. Her tongue felt palsied, or she would have cried
out what her heart wailed : “ Oh, my God, has no one mercy
on mef” For a moment she stood where he had left her—
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her head like one burning coal, her feet chilled as the stones
they pressed—her hands, ice.- But this was no time for
toars, for regrets—1I will not say for a guiltless shame—that
had permeated every fibre of her frame.
~ “Hethinks me lost, he despises me. Oh, tobear this also”
A few hot tears fell to the ground, a few sighs ascended
to the pitying Deity, and she hurried forward, meeting now
and then some suspicious loiterer, who stopped to look, bus
soon went on his way. Nearly breathless, and no little fright-
ened, she gained the place she sought,'a sheltered point of
land, running out far into the water, and made secluded by
the thick trunks of 2 few trees on one side, and a pile of
rough lumber on the other. Here she sank down, liferal]y
speaking, nearly dead—for her fright, her meeting with Cot-
ton Mather, and the secrecy were too much for her; and,
with her hand held against a heavily beating heart, she list-
ened for coming footsteps. She had not to listen long. A
-man emerged from the shadow, very cautiously, and, in the
moonlight, appeared to her excited imagination of gigantic
height and dimensions. -

“Is this Ruth {” he asked, his voice issuing thickly from.
under the cloak in which hé was muflled,

“You wished to see me; speak quickly, for pity’s sake.
Here is a little money-—not so much as the lIast time, but
all I have. Take it, if it will aid you, only let me go—don’t
‘keep me. Good heavens, you are not he I and Rath, spring-
ing to her feet, stood ready to fly.

“He is very sick—dangerously so,” said the man, soften-
ing his tone ; “ desperately hurt, and the poor fellow calls you
from morning till night.” :

“ Where is he 1 Ruth asked, trembling from head to foot.

“On one of the islands not far out in the harbor. My
+ boat will be here presently.”
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‘; You cénnot think”—Ruth’s voice Was. nearly loit 1110.33’1;
terror—" you cannot think 1 would go with-—a~—strang .k
A wild, indefinable dread filled her heart—she stepped bac

4
ce or two. ) . _
: It‘alf you would see him in this world, you n.lust g0 with
me: it will not take long—only an hour.- I will bring ?rou
bacic immediately. Poor-soull to hear him ery fc.m youl to
hear his voice—so piteous! to see him hold out his hand f(ir
g grasp of yours—I say, it’s a sorrowful sight. I shouldn’
szdelt if there’s something on his mind he wants to tell you

fore he dies.” e .
. & Before he dies!” echoed Ruth, in a low, awe-struck tfme‘ ;
«oh. is it 5o bad as that? What shall T do? How did 1t

: | t after.
en 2 she asked, tearfully, a momen
haE};ﬁt happened last night—no matter how,” was the answer.

« Was—was he—fighting " -

The words struggled out of her mouth—a thrilling horror

veiled them. ‘ .
“ He got a devilish bad cat,” gaid the man, muttering to

himself. . .
1 « And—who are you?” asked Ruth, her terror increasing,
d neérl mastering her. o
%’ﬂ“ I——w]jnry-—-l’m nobody you need to be frightened at. hi
you. . it a secret, I'll let you into an item or two r?—
garding myself, Tl whisper to you that I'm the_‘ governor :
nephew. What do you think of that? T'm the. brother o
handsome Margaret Aldrich ; what do you think of that,
too ¢? . | .
At that moment Ruth caught sight of his face and grek
faint. A bold, defiant face it was—but its beauty was reck-
less and sensual, and as his cloak flew open, he si:,o_opmg t(;;
wards her, she saw a long beard and curls of a jetty blag
hanging over his collar.
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Imogene’s vision—Imogene’s terror flashed over her soul
She did not breathe for a space, so appalled was she by the
remembrance of the child’s words—the child’s watching care
The man stood impatient, ready to spring towards her, watch-
ing her with a tiger-like glance, ready also to spring towards
the boat, over whose tardiness he muttered many an impre.
cation; :

“Maybe you doubt me,” he said, taking a position to in-
tercept her if she should attempt to escape. “Maybe you
don’t want to go with me.”

Ruth’s faculties were widely awake now.

“Oh yes, I do,” she lifted her pale face——in her soul she
prayed to be delivered from this great danger; “yes, you
say he calls for me, my place is at his side—oh, if but this

-moment I were there!”
“You'd hardly know him,” returned Captain Bill, now

quite reassured; “cut all to pieces—the fellows fought like

demons,” he muttered to himself in low, excited tones.

Suddenly, with an awful distinctness, like a cold, sharp
blow from some unseen hand, it flashed over her that hers
was one of the murderers of the poor soldiers on board the
Prudent Sarah. She remembered how the awful news way
told—that the men must have made almost superhuman
efforts to rave themselves—that the deck was slippery witk
blood. It chilled her heart to the very core—she grew too
- faint to support herself, and sank down upon a chance seat—
a drifted log covered with dried seaweed. Had he who sent
for her borne a hand in that night's hellish work? Then
would she steel her heart against him forever,

Bhe looked up; Captain Bill was watching her keenly.
Regaining her presence of mind, she folded her hands to-
gether, exclatming with no simulated anguish, “ Will the
boat never come! oh! how long "
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The man was thoroughly deceived by her words-—her

manner. -
« Wait,” be said, “I have mnot dared use it, but I have a

whistle here, Tl just go to the corner—you sit where you
gre—and in less than five minutes, Tl warrant we have the

£ o o
bOaf‘[n Jess than five minutes, Ruth foll like a stone within Mis-

tress Bean’s kitchen.
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Chapter SLorty-seventh.

ImoarNe Lost Axp RusTorep.

Tar poor widow, what with her fright previously, and the
altogether unexpected entrance of one whose absence she had
been lamenting all day, knew hardly which way to turn—
whether to fly from, or to take charge of, the terrified, half-
lifeless creature at her feet.

Mistress Comstock, however, acted with greater energy,
and while the widow stood wondering and lamenting, she

had forced a few drops of brandy between her pale lips, and -

Ruth could support herself.
“Who will go home with me—who #” she cried
“I must fly this moment—for I left her alone.”
“Don’t think of going out, to-night, Ruth,” said Mistress
Bean; “you must stay here. You look like a ghost, child,
—where have you been? what frightened you? Ruth Mar-
gerie, whatever are we to think of you! what a strange being
you are " ‘
“I know you feel so—I know others feel so,” replied Ruth,
forcing herself to be calm. “I have borne gnough already to
wish myself in the grave beside my mother,” She sobbed, wo-
fully—but in & moment dashing the tears from her eyes, she’
eried again, “Is there no one to go home with me? They
left little Imogene in my charge, and her parents will come
back, and if they find me missing—" she wrung her hands,
“then I shall have no friends—no more—-forever.”

, wildly.
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«There’s the schoolmaster,” suggested Mistress Comstock ;
«Pjl go ask him;” and away went the motherly old soul.
‘When she came back to help Ruth, .to place her bonnet more
evenly, to pin her shawl more closely, she pressed her trem-
bllf:i?\::;: . remember that 7 don't lthil‘.:k ill of thee, COSset,’t
ghe said, passing her arm around the little frame that trem=
ble‘(‘i(;oh., thank you! thank you I” sobbed Ruth. She was so

1 for a kind word,
gm';if: cfld schoolmaster was quite willing to accompany
Ruth ; and she, as she leaned on his arm, thought h?w
beautifal it would be! how it would brighten her path with
sunshine, if she had only & father like him .

Alas! with that thought came the keenest pain of
her life! .

Thoroughly wretched, Ruth hastened to her room, and
had but just placed her things away, wl.len the mm'lster an
his wife came in. Ruth stood smoothing her han‘.at the
mirror, wondering what they would think of 'her pinched,
white face, when Mrs. Aldrich entered with a light step.

«O Ruth!” she said, in her sweet, cheerful way, “I was
going to tell you—" then came a pause followed by a qulgk,
piercing ery— |

“ Where’s my child ¢’

Ruth flew to the bedside. The clothes wet}‘le thrown back,

! disarranged—there was nobody there.
thi‘ll)\}liro(;z; !Swhereg’s my child " eried Mrs, Aldrich, 'frig%lt-
ened at Ruth’s fearfal face, and so loudly that Mr. Aldrich
came hurrying in. : : ,

Ruth neither spoke nor moved. )

“ My child! my child! Parris,” cried the mot.her in the
the same hollow, muffled voice, “go look! go in the ser-
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vants’ rooms—in our room——everywhere. Ruth Margerie
look !-—why don’t you look? Did you leave the roomé
Speak, girl l—or have you stolen my precious babe #’

But to all these passionate cries Ruth could make no
answer ; she could not speak. A dull, roaring sound, a dis-
tant, deadened rumbling, as if she heard the tumult of far-off
waves, was all she was conscious of. Mrs. Aldrich seemed
frightened for her, and, pushing her a little, made her go
backwards until she came to a chair, where she sat her
down. Forever and forever that ringing in her ears—that
cold, passionless, stony feeling! Was this eternity ?

Qne hour went by—two hours, She had not moved, not
so much as an eyelash—when, with a flash of light, as if the

heavens had opened, there stood Imogene; then she was on

her lap, fondling, murmuring, kissing. This was so strange |
It was something to make one laugh—and she did laugh,
oh', how Jong! wildly! madly! Laughed till everybody
cried, and Imogene ran to her mother, grieving,

That awakened her to consciousness. The bewilderment
faded slowly; and she saw, standing very near her, a man
roughly garbed, who was looking from her to Imogene:
apparently wondering what it all meant,

“You see, sir,” he began telling his story, “ Marchant
Stokes hired me to watch outside o’ his shop—this here
fnurder here making folks suspicious. So, as I stood there—
it might be nigh ten, or so—1 sees something that made my
f.le:sh creep, come round the corner, I thought it was a spirit
~ With its white dress, and long, dancing hair; and I holds m);
breath with mortal fear, as it comes on. Presently, I felt a
- little cold hand tetch me; and even then I wern’t sarten
whether it were flesh and blood, till a little voice says—

“ ¢ Please, carry me home,’ '

“¢Then you are a mortal being,’ says I—for the face was
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}so onearthly, especially with the moon shising on it, that I

" thought maybe ’twas an angel. Says she—

«¢T'm Imogene, and I've been looking for Ruth-—won’t
you take me home¥

“Says I, *Where's your home, little one? and who is
Ruth ? and I begun to remember then who it was.

«¢Pm lLittle Imogene Aldrich,’ was the reply; and I
never see nothin’ of that. bigness look so womanly. ¢Ruth
takes care of me, said she, ‘and I waked up and Ruth

wasn’t there—so I came to find her; but Ruth's gone home

now.’

«7 declare t'ye, I begin to feel my flesh creep agin and
my hair rise for I'd heered that the child was uncommon—
so I jest took her up, and she put her arms round my neck,
and lay like a little dove cuddling down to my bosom while
I brought her. Well, sir, p’raps I may look a little soft-
hearted, crying here; but I had a child, sir—gone to heaven,
now-——that used to cuddle jest'so. But she's mysterus!” he
added solemnly ; “I hope you'll keep her.”

‘When Ruth came to entire consciousness of the past—of
the present—the man was gone. Mzrs. Aldrich was weeping
tears of joy over the child, who had fallen into a sweet
slumber.

« T wonder how far she had been in the dark night,” she
murmured, laying the little one in her bed, with many a
“gilent kiss. “And what went you for, Ruth! Woe trusted
you so entirely,” she added, in 2 regretful voice. '

“ Ruth can clear herself, I know,” spoke the minister, with
confidence, ‘

"And Ruth did clear herself. In a low, tearful tone—
trembling like a leaf as she talked, interrupted often with-

gushing tears and sighs of heart-anguish—Ruth did clear
herself, triumphantly.
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%My poor maid!” eried the rector, in pitiful accents, tak-
ing the burning hand in his; while gentle Mrs. Aldrich
threw her arms impulsively about the neck of the harshly
censured girl, and kissed her forehead; and the minister
said—

“ I will inform the magistrates, to-morrow.”

Ls
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Ohapter Lovty-eighth,

Iy wamicH THE GOVERNOR GOES MORE THAN A STEP Too
FAR. :

Ir was a strange sight for the Puritan Sabbath! Impa-
tient groups stood on the corner of the street leading to the
church of the Mathers. Mounted men, who had come from
a distance, not having heard the tyrannical edict of Sir Ed-
mund Andros, reined in their impatient steeds while they.
heard the explanations and regrets of indignant townsmen,
who gesticulated with more violence than grace, and shook
their heads in a.way that betokened deeply-outraged feelings.
Men and women regarded the closed doors, some with tear-
ful eyes and flushed faces, as they thought of the sacrilege:
(to them) permitted in the house of God. Ever and anon
sounded on the air sonorous responses and solemn chanting.
Close to the church stood soldiers on guard, ranged along
each side, bearing themselves with a proudly regal air. In
the centre of the yard, the governor’s equipage——a high ba-
rouche, to which were harnessed two superb English stallions,
a man in splendid livery on the box—glistened in its gold
and varnish and burnished coat of arms. More and more
restless grew the excitable groups, and steadily the street
filled up. The threatening voices sounded louder, and the
low hum kept swelling to a deep, ominous thunder, and sub-
mdlng only to break out into a fiercer depth.

Still, straight and stern stood the governor's guard, Iook—
ing neither to the right nor the left, scanning the faces
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. directly before them with that same immobility of glance
with which they would have regarded an advancing army.
“Saw you the strange lights in the heavens last night,
Master Ross#” asked an old man, who, with folded arms,
had seemed more quiet than the rest. '
“Ay! did T—the broadsword descending directly on this
doomed town, and the blood-red flame, that covered the sky
like a mantle dipped in gore. It was a frightful spectacle,
good-man Browne, and did make my flesh creep.” |
“They say there was a horseman seen in the west, with a
cross underneath him,” added a young man, eagerly. “The
papistical worshippers inay well tremble.”
“The vengeance of the Lord " muttered a stately-looking
personage with a long cue and a flowing beard. “Oh!

would that this right arm was that of a Moses‘ Then would ‘

I smite the father of tyrannies.”

“And my poor man lying in jail " muttered Mistress
Comstock, pulling nervously at the strings of her great
calash. “ Well, it would mightily grieve him to see this
sacrilege, ’'m thinking.”

“Turned out of the very house of God!” ¢ried Mistress -

Scates, with angry gestures. “I would Scates were here |—
bless me ! how he would storm! 1 would that I inight see.
this governor caged like a wild beast !”

“ Hear their popish chanting!” they muttered, growing
xnore and more restless as the minutes went on, and swaying
“towards the meeting-house, ‘ |

“*Tis an hour past the time,” said the schoolmaster, lifting
his cocked hat and baring his broad brow to the wind.

“ Let, us enter and compel them to vacate,” cried a hot-
blooded youth, who had for some moments been striving to
overthrow the equanimity of the British guard, by prancing
up and down so near them that the horse’s hoofs almost
touched the line made by their feet.
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“Yes, we can bear this outrage no longer,” came up from all
parts of the vast crowd. “ Are we dogs, to be trampled upon #”

“To the meeting-house! to the meeting-house I” was the
subdued, but fearful cry, The soldiers stood still, straight
and stern as ever; but a slight rattling sound was distinguish-
able, running from end to end of their ranks. The crowd
pressed together more eagerly yet—men, women, and even
the children, seemed animated by the desire to defend their
inalienable rights.

“Woe to them—woe!” cried the old man with white,
waving locks, whose long beard and thoughtful face gave
him a prophet-like dignity ; “woe unto them that oppress
my people, saith the Lord God.”

An attack now seemed imminent. Deflance and religious
zeal gloomed fiercely in the faces of the people. The rat--
tling ran along the line of soldiers with a louder ring, and
for the first time there was a slight movement perceptible in
the persons of the guards. They seemed preparing for ac-
tion, and grim smiles flitted across their faces.

‘When it seemed, at last, as if the whole force would swarm
together (while the lolling coachman, the insolent footman,
and one of the governor’s servants, vexed them with silent
but expressive taunts), and smite down the closed doors of
their own beloved temple, 2 loud, deep voice was heard
saying :

“Be strong and courageous; be not afraid nor dismayed
for the king of Assyria, nor for all the multitude that is

- with him. For there be more with us than with him,”

“With him is an arm of flesh, but with us is the Lord
our God to help us, and to fight our battles !”

Almost. instantaneously a hush fell upon the people, as
they heard the beloved tones of their pastor; and Cotton.
Mathexi appeared in their midst, his face shining as if fresh

8 -
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from the baptism of prayer. They made no more threaten-
ings while he was with them ; and presently the carriage of
Lady Anne Bellamont appearing, the church doors were
thrown open, and the governor-general, bowing haughtily
right and left, appeared with his secretary and’ the digni-
taries of state. These were allowed to pass quietly——the
guard drew into marching order, the secretary rode by his
excellency’s barouche, the soldiers glittered into rank and
file, and the people entered their meeting-house, expecting,

almost, to see the mene, mene of the former sacrilegions gath- -

ering upon its walls.

A gloom had settled over that body of religious worship-
pers. Their rights had been wrested from them—their pro-
tests treated with contempt; while the absence of certain
resonant sounds from the choir-gallery reminded them that

in the pestilent jail were incarcerated some of their most

worthy brethren; and an unuttered, but not upregistered
vow, went up to heaven. Another thing had grieved them,
They had seen Ruth Margerie among the Episcopals; the
pale Ruth, who, at the cold, averted looks cast at her from
all who had gathered there, held down her burning face,
clinging only the more devotedly to the dainty, ungloved
hand of Imogene, who, in a sweetly-serious way, smiled on
the threatening faces abont her, even as she drew closer to

Ruth as if to protect, and to be protected. Not one of all

that company professing Christ, save, perhaps, Mistress Com-
stock, had either charity or compassion for Ruth. In their
suspicious eyes, she was marked as plainly as if she carried
the badge of disgrace upon her brow. “And oh! pity,”
they said, “she had gone from the Church of her fathers to
the ceremonials of a papistical service I”

So Ruth was quietly, and without compunctlon made
‘over to the devil.
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Ghapter Lorty-winth,

Triars AT Court, SEriovs ANp OTHERWISE.

RETURN we to the jail, where the remains of old Goody
Shrimp having been interred (decently or not, none knew),

" the inmates awaited their trials before the magistrates. The

people were waiting, perhaps more impatiently than the pris-
oners. Several of the wealthiest citizens were eager to offer
bail to any amount for Sir John Willie; and, on the day of
the trial, as many-as could enter filled tfle court-room (which
was none of the most spacious), where, robed as became their

' dignity, sat the magistrates, stern and solemn.

Among the spectators who sat near the bench, were the
governor’s secretary, and one other obnoxious individual,
who, it was evident, intended to enjoy the discomfiture of
the accused—for they well knew what law would be dealt
out to themf, Returning the frowning looks of the people
with contemptuous smiles and haughty gestures, the secre-
tary would sometimes speak with his companion in words so
loud and so insulting, that they roused an honést indignation
in every manly breast.

The schoslmaster was in attendance, mdlcatmg fo a stran~
ger who sat near him the different personages in office.

“ That man,” he said, pointing slightingly with hLis cane, “1s
Justice Billivant. Is there not an evil spirit perched in his
bushy eyebrows, that seem to have the faculty of sight
equally with his eyes? He is the steadfast friend of the gov-
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ernor, or of any who have either rank or money. Thou mayst
see be is fond of good living by his capacious waist. The next
is Justice Foxcraft—a cunning gentleman, subtle and deep

read in the law. The next—but here come the prisoners. I

judge, by the manner in which they are brought, they think
to dispatch them quickly.”

The preliminaries of the court were lagged through, the
justices not feeling their position a very agreeable one. The
first man put on trial was Sir John Willie, who asked re-
spectfully to be allowed to choose his own'justi,ce. Of course,
a flat denial was the answer. His papers were demanded,
previous to the business being commenced ; but, with cheek
and brow resentfully flushed, he refused to deliver them. He
was then charged with bringing into the country a traitor-
ous and treasonable libel, and, after an apology of a . trial,
and a short, unjust speech, ordered to -prison, notwithstand-
ing he offered them two thousand pounds, and friends dou-
bled the amount. The court was resolved to punish him for
his obstinate adherence to his indignant protest against right
of search. At this, one might have seen written on the
white faces, gleaming eyes, and set lips, a determination
that boded no good to the justices assembled ; but they were
occupied in their own schemes, and the prisoner was led
away.

Father Comstock, Gaffer Secates, and their aiders and
abettors, were next dispatched, with as little ceremony, for
several months’ imprisonment—and with less show of law or
even of dignity. Master Cameron and Marmaduke were

called up. The circumstances connected with them—the .

deep mystery of the recent murder on board of the % Prudent
Sarah”—the quaint, half-foolish, half-frightened face of Mar-
maduke, with its one eye—sufficed to give a greater interest
to the proceedmgs
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After thd captain was arraigned for witcheraft, the wit-
nesses were called, and the examination proceeded. The
phnelpal testimony brought against him was that of the
jewel-merchant, who brought forward some ridiculous evi-
dence with regard to the delay of the vessel, its supernatural
motions, the disappearance of certain articles, and their mys-
terious reappearance. The young shipmaster’s eye would
occasionally flash, and his free, indignant spirit break out
into words of defiance, for which he was severely reproved.
During the course of the examination, several old women of
haggish appearance were summoned to testify that the young
master had bewitched them. Had they been younger by
some scores of years, there might have been a show of trath
in their assertions. One of the crones averred that her son
had lately died of a strange disease, having been a foremast-
hand on the Prudent Sarah ; and that he declared, with his
dying breath, that Master Cameron had bewitched him.

This, to the sage wisdom assembled in the body of the
justices, was triumphant evidence, especially as two of the
old beldames confessed that they had once had dea.hngs with
the devil, and knew all the signs.

" Abominable Hars!” cried the captain, at last losing all
pétience, as they proceeded to relate some matters for whose
details they were indebted solely to imagination.

«T1 back him up there!” muttered Marmaduke Cateh-
cod.

“ Qilence I” cried the justices, angrily.

“Yes, you would silence me, perhaps, as you have silenced
that poor old creature whose body, but -three days ago, was
taken from the jail-—a monument of your unparalleled
superstmon,” shouted the captain, his splendid eyes lighted

with a fire that made his accusers tremble. .

“ Darest thou, rash young man, to call fthat superstition




280 THE LOVER’S TRIALS.

which Holy Scripture declareth to be of the devil?” de-
manded Justice Bullivant, his little black eyes twinkling
wrath in mimic flashes into the face that awed even him, so
severe was its beauty, “Then thou art an infidel, and de-
servest no mercy. In our minds thy case is clear, thou God-
forsaken man! We have already sufficient evidence to
commit thee to the flames or the rope; but will, in consid-
eration of thy youth, remand thee to prison, there to await
another trial.” ' ‘

Up spoke a wizzen-faced old man, who passed for a lawyer :

“ Perhaps, your honor, the maid called Ruth Margerie
could tell thee more of yonder devil’s dealings. I have
heard that she doth confess to being bewitched by him.”

“1It is a lie—a naked and infamous lie I cried the captain,
turning white, :

“ We fine thee one hundred pounds for contempt of court,
.and order that the maid Margerie be summoned before us as
soon as.she may be found,” sald Justice Bullivant.

Captain Cameron straightened himself—bit his lip; while
quivering chin—maddened brow—burning checks, purple
where they were white before—gleaming eyes, full of venge-
ful flame, told how fearfully he was shaken at this outrage.
But he was powerless, as yet—with all his strength, courage,
and anger, he was powerless, Meantime it was suggested
that the sailor be called upon the stand. Catcheod felt in
his generous breast a glow of sympathy—a, strong indigna-
tion, that made him, for the time, fearless and reckless of his
own safety. , -

“Come hither, man. Who art thou? what's thy name ¥

“ Namo, may it please your big-wigs,” said the man, cons
scious that he must address them by some title commensurate
with their dignity, “is Catchcod—commonly called Catch
cod, Duke of Marma.” - |
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4 Lower thy tone, man,” said the chief-justice, frowning as
he spoke. “ What is your trade ¢’ -

«Trade! Lord love you, I ain’t got no trade in particular;
but I can curl you, cut you, shave you, trim you, pill you,
book you, and cook you.” :

“ Be careful how you answer for sport, fellow,” said one of
the justices, seeing the people, so quiet and threatening before,
began to laugh ; “confine yourself to the questions asked. I
wish to know in plain terms if youw're a sailor, and if so, in
what have you sailed 7" ’ |

“Am I a sailor? Yes, your big-wigs, I are” (with em-
phasis) ; “and as to what I has sailed in” (here he took a
deep breath), “I has sailed in a snow—a ketch—a ’oy—a
buss—a scow—a h’ark, that's a bloody man o' war, mind
ye,” he added, talking as fast as he could rattle, his one eye
on the ceiling; “a gig—a fanny—a dingy—a bumboat—a
cobble—a punt—a coy—a kedge—a out-nigger catamaran,
—gracious ! you ought to see Catamaran Jack., Whiz z‘md
splash and he’s flip-flop—clean into your decks—any thing
but clean, though, come to think on’t, Then there’s the
furrin things in outlandish ports, sich as the f’ist—the kick
[caique]—the galley f"ist—the dagger—the howker—the—"

“Silence!” thundered the justice, annoyed at the open
laughter all over the room; “witness will stop. Witness
will continue on the stand,” he added, as Marmaduke, think-
ing the word an order to take his seat, was backing out with
dexterous movements.

“I'm bang up, your honor,” replied the sailor. “By the
jumping Jupiter! this is worse nor being in the Indy’s a
eating glue,” .

“Why dost not answer more tersely #” asked the chief-
justice, with authority,

“Tersely.] “that's a sentence I'm onacquainted with,” mut-
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tered the prisoner; “but if I understand you right, I don’t
burn a candle at both ends—that ain’t my way.”

“ Why don’s you talk common sense #” asked one of the
Iawyers

“Rats in the upper story, sir,” he answered, tapping his
forehead in such a ludicrous way that an explosive laugh
sounded all over the room.

“We must do something to bring the prisoner to proper
respect, your honor, or this trial cannot progress. I—"

“Tide it over, judge! tide it over!” cried Marmaduke,
winking his one eye, thinking it fine sport to set the people
Iaughing.

“The constable will put this man in the stocks immedi-
~ ately,” said Justice Bullivant, his face growing red. There
shall he remain twenty-four hours for contempt of court. »’

“TLud, sir!” cried Marmaduke, startled into sobriety; “1I
thonght I was talking as fine as a carrot. T'll double my
marrow-bones t'ye, sir, if that’ll do any good. I don’t want
to be stockinéd, sir—what'll it boot §”

But Catcheod was promptly taken off, and hurned to the

stocks,
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Ghapter Fittieth,
Caprain Cameron FrEe By THE Law oF Forcrm.
Tue justices did not altogether like the appearance of

things, The expression of every countenance in the room
was a riddle they could not solve; it seemed like that of

-one man—and  he, determined, defiant, but forbearing.

Captain Cameron writhed in his seat as Ruth was ushered
into the crowded court-room. The secretary had been play-
ing with the hilt of his sword, occasionally, however, pausing
to address his friend with a smile and a shrug. His insolence

‘was palpable, and though Captain Cameron had scarcely

thought of him before, he shuddered now as he gazed that
way. Oh, to bring that rare beauty before the corrupt gaze
of the boastful, licentious secretary ! Oh, to have her modest,
ladylike bearing made the subject of his free scrutiny! It
fired his blood and maddened his brain. -He grew sick and
dizzy as he saw how quickly the bold eye lighted with ad-
miration—marked her every movement—heard him whisper

. his coarse approval of her looks.

- It was very evident that the governors secretary was
astonished, not only at Ruth’s loveliness, but the perfect ease
and dignity with which, after the first few moments, Ruth
accommodated herself to the circumstances in which she had
innocently been placed. The blush still dyed her cheek, her
~ eyes were downcast and veiled by their long lashes (they had
fallen at first sight of the captain), but she did not falter in a
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single reply, until one of the insolent lawyers propounded
such questions that embarrassed her by their coarseuess,
Then she clasped her hands together, and with a sweet, pite-
ous Jook appealed to every man before her; saw no mercy
in their case-hardened faces, and hid her butmng blushes,
while her frame shook to falling.

“In the name of God and humanity !” cried Captain Cam-
eron, springing to his feet.

“The young woman is ill,” said a voice in the crowd;
and cries of “shame! insult!” and words of deeper, darker
. portent fell from the lips of the crowd. The storm was
ready to burst. Secure as they ims sined themselves, the
justices dared not go on; for of late .here had been so many
threats and rumors that they could not but see which way
the tide of popular feeling was turning, Therefore they re-
leased the half-fainting girl.

But what was the horror of Captain Cameron to see the
secretary, after a few whispered words, rise and leave the
room the moment Ruth was led out. The sight nerved
bim to desperatlon. He was ready for an outbreak, and he
saw encouragement in the knit brows and firm lips that sur-
rounded him. He determined at that moment to achieve
his liberty. He was remanded back to jail, but the hearing
of the next and last case was scarcely begun, when the officer
in whose charge the captain had been placed, rushed into
court bruised and bloody, and yelling out— |

“The prisoner ! the prisoner! please your honors, has es- '

caped, and left me with these marks.”
" There was instant commotion all over the room.

1o knocked me down and ran, and not so much as one
lifted a hand, though many of the townsmen saw it1” cried
the constable, ‘

“ That's the .;ay to do it,” said a sharp voice.
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On that, every spectator sprang to his feet; then the
crowd, giving one wild shout in defiance of the rules, and
to the consternation of the assembled dignitaries, began their
comments, talking fast and furiously, while the Justtces
" shocked at this new sign of insubordination, vociferated in
vain for order. The court broke up in the most reckless
confusion,
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Chapter Litty-Livst.

Iv waror CATOHOOD DIGNIFIES STOCK-HOLDING BY HIS
Puirosorry.

‘WHEN it was known that the stocks, of late unused, were
to be put in requisition again, a rabble crowd collected speed-
ily. Children and half-grown lads followed the jolly sailor,

who, now that.he was fully committed, gave his lively tongue

and his livelier fancy as much scope as he pleased.

« Here goes Catchcod, Duke of Marma, to be stockinged I
he cried, half turning to the grimacing, shouting procession.
“ Look here, mister,” he added, as the people pressed close-
ly, “ don’t you call this taking to one’s heels! 'Sho! I'm
clean gastered; I'm running away from the devil, and his
imps are after me.”

He was fastened in the instrnment with considerable satis-
faction by the constable, who, as he came round, grinned at
the figure he cut—his head and hands thrust through cor-
responding holes, his one eye leering shockingly, his hair
sticking like splinters to the wood.

“Well,” said Catcheod, “you like if, don’t you? I'm pa-
tience kicking on a monument. It’s all very well—only I'd
like something softer to kick—say you, Mr. Constable.”

- At this all the little boys roared, and took off their caps
with unbounded respect for the plucky prisoner.

% This is a nice place to take an observation,” cried Cateh-

cod; “a werry nice place to see stars,” he added trying to
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lift his head. “ Come, you varlets” (as his humorous fancy
taok a rebound), “here’s a pig in a poke—going cheap—
who'll buy ¢ Fits like a glove, don’t it #” he asked innocent-
ly, of a portly personage who stopped to examine the instru-

ment. “Say, do you know why I'm like a man beginning |
in business ? ’Cause I'm just sot up, and got a good deal on

‘my hands likewise.”

In a few moments the governor and his suite passed by.
Having heard about the tumult, they were on the way to
the court-house. His excellency paused a single moment,
curious to see who was undergoing punishment. His face
lighted up as he recognized the man, '

“Hulloa ! Rustycuss!” eried Catchcod, depending on his
treacherous memory—spasmodically shutting his fingers as
if pullmg his forelock, and ducking his head to the best of

- his ability—while his one eye rolled unceasingly. “I hope

your exodus is particklarly well. I'm agreeable, except I
ai’t used to a fancy dress in public, and its 'noying to a
modest man. I say—influenza—won’t your ecclesiasticus
libertize a poor sailor-cuss, as has did duty on the ocean
over ten years ¢ I always helps a lame dog over the fence,
guv'ner.” :

“Bilence! you fool,” exclaimed one of the governm s
suite, as his excellency strode haughtily away.

“You shet up I” was the independent rejoinder.

The children, little and large, stood by, grinning in de
lighted admiration, that was heightened to intense enthu
siasm when the imprisoned mat began to”erow with stento-
rian lungs—making each *cock-a-doodle-do” to rival its
predecessor in ear-splifting sonnd. Presently one would
have thought the street full of bantam-roosters, for what

~ Catchcod begun, the little urchins kept up indefatigably,

while Catchcod laughed till the tears ran out of his one
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queer eye. Adapting his versatile genius to successive imi-
tations, he pot only crowed, but barked, mewed, and roared,
$ill the v1cm1ty of the stocks seemed convelted into a vast
menagerie more noisy than musical. .
Suddenly Catcheod paused, and with a look of the deepest
solemnity said, slowly, and with an elongated countenance :
-% 1 don't never recollect "aving my ’ands occupied that my
nose didn’t itch. It's always sure to be so. Will that ar
little boy with the smock-frock and knees on both patches,
seratch my nose for me #”
A yell followed the delivery of this sentimental speech,
and the prisoner was assailed with a dozen hands, all ready

to perform the agreeable office with more unction than was

required, and which now he was powerless to prevent, They
climbed upon the stocks—they shouted in his ears—they
pulled his hair until he begged for mercy.

¢ Avast there—that'll do——dvast! fall back, and Tl sing .

ye a song—fall back, if ye want to hear me sing.” .

~ The crowd stood off for a moment, waiting with Jooks of
expectation, while Catchcod, “ humming” innumerable times,
and taking the pitch in as many keys, broke out in the fol-
. lowing admirable impromptu: .

¢ I'm a-going away,

Far over the sea,

And the country I sail for,
It is Awmnerikee,

But now I've anchor’d hers,

I wish T was away,

For a pesky mean pluce

1s Amerikuy. ‘

“1f & man says a word,
Why they'll put him in the stocks-—
A very queer thing
That the constabla lorks ;
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And the governor he lacks
Like aristocrackit cur,

And he won’t let his subjec
C—all him sur. :

¢ 8o I'll eall him the great

Eoclesiastiouss,

Who, for a little thing,
Makes a mighty big fuss ;

And if there ain't in pickle
¥or him = big rod,

Then you may call me avery thing
But Duke of Catelicod !”?

“If I dido’t know he was in court, I'd be bound to say
there’s Master Cameron making off down there. Turrah l—
cry out, little boys—its him ; he’s free !—he’s free | Hurrah !
hurrah 1”

The rabble, not understanding him, were making prepara-
tion to coerce him into singing another song, by initiating
sundry moves towards his nose, which bore marks of rude
handling—when the constable appeared, and, with a long,
flexible ratan, dispersed the children, who took their several
ways for home with great reluctance, throwing back, by way
of a gentle remonstrance, bits of earth and splinters, that

were some of them so unfortunate as to come in contact with
Catchcod’s hardy face.
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Chapter Lifty-second,

TrE SECRETARY PUNISHED FOR HIS UNTIMED (FALLANTRY.

For the present, the measures for arresting the murderers
were abandoned. The people had evidently borne all the
indignities they could, and with what patience they were
able. The insubordination at the town-house was but the
beginning of hostilities. A revolutionary spirit pervaded all
classes of society., Justice Bullivant was meditating a voy-
-age to England, to escape the trouble that was evidently
brooding—the governor himself began to have secret fears
for his life. = Almost every day came threatening messages,
" demanding the liberation of Willie. Had this request been
acceded to, it'is probable that the townsmen would have felt
better satisfied ; but Sir Edmund possessed the narrow spirit
of a tyrant and the obstinacy of a bigot. He doubled his
guard, and assumed a yet more royal aspect whenever he
went abroad. Dislike grew to hatred. The court attempted
to sit again; but the wrathful people, pouring in, forced

them to fly from the town-house. Oun every hand they met
faces full of rage, and threats of defiance. The governor’s

secretary still bullied, still carried a bold front. He did not

dream that the thing was other than a farce—a very broad
farce, he said, that would end in crying, perhaps.

He prophesued

“ Now Heaven forgive me, child 1” said Mistress Costock
one day, as Ruth stepped from the little entry into the
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| keeping-room, “if T wish ill to the governor. Didst say,

Ruth, that they drove the justices from the town-house }—
dear! dear! I hear no news since my good man is taken.
‘Well—and the captain has got his liberty, too; wonderful !
And thou wert coming by ?” ‘

Ruth repeated what she had seen, while Goody Comstock
busied herself in poumng soImne savory mess into a deep ket- -

| tle; and then securing the lid, she handed it to Ruth.

“ Glod bless thee, cosset!” she said. “And tell me again
that thou dost not fear. That pleasant minister l—surely, I
ean think no evil, even of an Episcopal, if he hath such a
heart as thou sayest. How kind to get a permit of that bad
man, the governor! ‘ :

“Ah! my poor goodman Comstock! I warrant thee he
has not relished one mouthful of his food in that terrible
place. Tell him his old mistress sent him a chicken-pie,
and took master paing in the making of it ; for she felt as if
he was forsaken-like.” The dame faltered, and put her check
apx{on to her eyes for a brief moment ; then threw it down
again, and smiled through her tears. ‘

“I don’t think they’ll harm him, cosset, otherwise than
that damp place may bring on his rheumatics. Dost hear
what a rumpus, child? Where can all the people be going -
to? Bee, there passes Governor Bradstreet—dear, saintly
old gentlernan!—he hath seen near a hundred. Do look
again, Ruth! The boys have red ribbons in their button-
holes, and carry clubs. Thou dost mot think there will be

' open fighting? Dear, dear! T am loth to let thee go.”

“ Don’t fear for me, mother—I have the governor’ ’s wrifing
here, you know,” said Ruth. :

“Ah! but, cosset, the governot’s writing may not be -
worth a fig. He hath so belittled himself.  Well, go, cosset ;

with God’s blessing—-go.”

19
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Without fear, Ruth stepped out of the narrow little entry
into the brilliant sunlight. The hurry and excitement
pleased her for awhile, and covered the care in her heart.
A tread too close to her own caused her to turn her head,
Near by her side strode the governor’s secretary, with burn-
ing glance intent upon her. With a familiar “ good-day,”
‘he walked confidently along; and, whether she slackened or
quickened her pace, he resolutely accompanied if.

«Let me cartry thy burden, my pretty little maid,” he -

said, holding forth his hand for the kettle; “thou art too
ladylike for such servile business.” 3

Rauth stopped, amazed.

“T do not know you, sir,” she said. S

“PDon't know me, my dear 3—don’t know the governor's
secretary ! Why, yes—if thou choosest, thou dost know me,
Thou art & beautiful little maid ; I have heard of thee—but
of a surety the half hath not been told—no, nor the tenth
part of thy sweet loveliness,” he added, with a bold, admiring
glance.

Ruth looked around, hoping to see some aid—but the

crowd had passed, and the streets, save only the noise of the

distant shonts, were still.
“«Will you let me go my way,in peace ¥ asked Ruth,

once more searching his face with her child-like, imploring

gaze. ,
“Not in peace—unless—by heaven!” (he stepped reso-

lutely forward), “there is no one here. Now just one kiss,
my beauty—one kiss from those red lips! I swear thou art
the brightest, the sweetest little maid ! come—"
He was in the act of passing his arm around the shrink-
_ing girl, when a blow, dealt by a powerful hand, laid him
senseless for the moment, and Ruth felt herself hurried along
#ill a more public street was gained. : '

.? - N
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Not till he was leaving her did she see throngh the dis-
guise he had assumed, the eyes, the features of Captain Oam
eron. It pained her heart to think that he had not so much
as spoken with her; that his look was stern—while his
grasp upon her arm reminded her of that never-to-be-forgot-
ten night at the tavern——and he was armed.

“Alas! he will never be to me again what he has been,”
sighed poor Ruth. “Let me only gét home to my Bibie
and my little Imogene—they will never desert me. No-
body can take her love from me, thank God ! and as she
hurried to and from her mission, tears ready to fall, but nerv-
ously restrained, stood in her eyes. :

She found Imogene watching at the window—watching
with abstracted look for her father’s return. Every little while
the child would turn from her self-imposed task, and repeat in
a tone of entreaty,  Please send for sister Maggie! do go for -
Maggie! My father must come home and go for Maggie I”
. “Parris,” said Mrs. Aldrich, as the rector came in, “ there
i3 trouble at the governor’s house—or going to be.”

“Trouble at the governor's? Nonsense, little woman. I

Just met his excellency on his way to the fort, in high

spirits.” . |

“I can'’t help that, Parris; Imogene is restless about them
—that frightens me. She has been talking of youf goine:
after them all day; and you know—" i}

Her locks expressed the rest.

f‘ Yes, I know that when she is anxious, there’s sométhing
going wrong, Well, dear; get me a cup of tea as quickly
us possible, ‘and I'll go over there as soon as I have
drank it.” T

Imogene hounded away from her standing-place, and with- |
out saying a word went mertily at her play. One would
have thought as she sang and danced, fitting from space to
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| space, as was her wont, that her little life had mever been
-troubled even by a tear,

Neither Ruth nor the rector spoke aught of the tumult
that had raged without. Occasionally Mrs. Aldrich would
exclaim, “ It seems to me there are unusual noises ‘abroad,”
when the report of a gun was heard, or a distant .huzza.
Other than these occasional sounds, there was nothing to
attract attention. 'The feelings of the populace were deep—
in many cases {00 deep for any thing less than action.
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Chapter Lifty-thivd,

Iy wuron TR TowNS-PEOPLE TAKE JUSTICE INTO THEIR
OWN HANDS,

- Mz. Avprion had said truly that he met the governor in
his carriage riding towards the fort, but he little dreamed
under what circutnstances,

On the afternoon of the day on which Imogene seemed so
much impressed, several personal friends of the governor
waited upon him. They found him moody, and chafing un-
der the indignities he had lately felt, but only very recently
understood.

“Your excellency is not safe here,” they said ; « you must
go to the fort. The populace threatens.”

“What! shall we make ourself a prisoner? No! by
God’s mercy, no!” was the defiant answer, © Let them
come, we'll treat them to powder and shot.” '

“That’s just what we wish to do,” they replied; *for that
reason we suggested the fort. ' There your excellency has
troops and cannon, and can soon put down this rebellion.”

“By God’s mercy l—hath it reached to that? Have the
people taken up arms ?”

The governor grew pale. He remembered that the towns-
men had been wantonly provoked in too many cases.

“ We regret to say that they have, excellency,” replied the
spokesman ; “and we would take it upon ourselves to urge
hasté, Even now our movements may awake suspicion, I
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hear they have.taken solemn oath not to commence hostili-
ties till to-morrow ; still, I depend not on them.”

“But our nieces?’ exclaimed the governor, unwontedly
agifated and looking helplessly about him as he walked hast-
 ily to and fro, * “They are not here. I am told they are
gone to ride with Lady Anne Bellamont I cannot leave
- them.”

“We will return for them, excellency. Every moment
that passes as the twilight draws near, places a bar in the
way of your escape.” :

“T have thy word that thou wilt return for my nieces,”
he said, pausing in his furious walk.

4 We will”
 «We are reduced to a pleasant strait !” muttered the now
coward despot, By God’s merey ! I like it not,” he added,
drawing back; “am I not governor-general of this colony?

I cannot—-I cannot, gentlemen,” he said, his white lips trem-
" bling ; but by force of protestations and urging, he at length
entered the vehicle prepared for him, and soon drew near
the fort.

The carriage had not long been gone from government-
house when the splendid equipage of Lady Anne dashed up
to the door. The horses, hot and reeking, trembled so that
they were managed with difficulty. Mud thrown hap-hazard,
_disfigured the panels, entirely covering the crested coat of
arms ; the windows were stained with the same foul mat-
ter. ‘

- Lady Anne sprang out @rst—*-her face discolored, her eyes
blazing with passion.

“The wretches—the vipers! P she cried ; “they shall pay
“Qear for this. Were I the governor, I'd order them all shot
down—insulting commoners !”

“Q Lady Anne! shall we evel live through this day!”
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eried - Eleanor, her voice dry and hysterical ; and Margaret,
pale as a corpse, tearful, but speechless, followed the others
into the drawing-room.

“1 shall die of fright,” moaned Eleanor, throwing herself
on the first couch. “ Oh! to see them surround the carriage 1
their awful blackened faces! their horrid masks! To hear
their frightful talk about uncle! O Margaret, I'm afraid
they’ll kill him!” and bending her head, she sobbed convul-
stvely.

Margaret was calmer, She rang for a servant. The gray
porter came.

“John,” she asked fearfully, “ where is the governor #”

. “I'm sure I don't know, my lady,” said the man. *He
went off in a earriage with several gentlemen.”

“ Who were they—enemies or friends, John ¢”_cried Mar-
garet, clasping her hands, her tones husky with terror. _
“They was friends, my lady, but they all acted mighty
mysterus. Mrs, Clough hath gone and left, saying that the
house is bewitched—and likewise many more of the servants

took it into their addle-pates to leave this afternoon.”

“ O Margaret, Margaret! worse and worse! ‘Where shall
we go?  Shall we be safe at yonr house, Lady Anne

“There’s no safety there,” said her ladyship, pinning up
her disordered tresses, *I had warning to leave this morn-
ing. Ilaughed at the threat then—but now I think 1t not
idle.”

“Shall T get supper, ladies ¥’ asked the porter. “1I ean
put on the cold meat and—" '

“O John, for heaven’s sake don't mention supper. We
shall all be murdered I

“I hope it isn’t so bad as that, my lady,” said the porter
anxiously, :

“There is no danger ‘leanor—only be calm,” said Mar-
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garet. “The people would not, I am sure, injure defenceless
- women,”
" “The young clark of the South Church called not long
ago,” said John; “he left word that he would be here by
seven.”

It was astonishing how quickly Eleanor’s tears grew dry
upon this information,

“We shall not be wholly without protection, then,” s
said, her face brightening. “TIt is now past six—I would I
were not so nervous.”

“There seems to be an unwonted light in the streets,” re-
marked Lady Anne.

“And shouts—I certainly hear fearful shouts!” cried -El-
eanor.

For many moments they listened, trembling. Yes, distant

shouts were heard—they sounded nearer and yet nearer,
~ “For God’s sake, John, go and see what it is!” cried
Eleanor, whose excessive fright had robbed her face of every
trace of color, and whose nerves the riotous assemblage of
~the afternoon had seriously shocked,

The man went out, but hardly a moment had elapsed be-
fore he returned, saying that the people were rising, that the
jail had been forcibly opened and all the prisoners set free.
They had torches, he said, and were singing revolutionary

~hymns, and out doors it sounded awfully. The old man

looked as thoroughly bleached as his white locks, and. it was
evident that he had made up his mind to leave the house.

“Oh! my uncle!” shrieked Eleanor. * Margaret, we are
power]ess—let us fly.”

“ Why had we not wit enough to drive fo your fathers

Margaret ¢ asked Lady Anne,

“Oh, no—I'm glad we're here,” returned Margaret ; ¢ if
my uncle comes, perhaps we might protect him.”
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“Oh! the horrible wretches! Are they wild beasts ¢-—hear
them howl!” cried Lady Anne. “ Well, God have mercy

on us!”

“Do you think they’ll fire the house #” eried Eleanor, -
starting up. “ See the frightful glare! T shall die! I know
I shall die of fright! Will nobody come ? will nobody save
us?” she wrung her hands piteously.

By this time the excited populace were nearly at the gate.
Their eries sounded terrific. Eleanor hung upon her cousin,
near[y fainting, quite helpless, Margaret had sufficient pres-
ence of mind-to lock the door—now she approached the fire
and lighted several candles.

“ Margaret—are you mad, girl #” cried Lady Anne.

“No; I am proving my sanity,” was the almost calm re-
ply. “If they found the house dark they would think i
was by design, and try all the sooner to enter it.” - ‘

“The governor! we want the governor, and the gover-
mor's right hand !” (meaning the secretary,) resounded through
the streets, Ioarse and unnatural were their voices with
long shouting, and the multitude of torches gave to the
night a look as if the world were on fire. Their resinous
smoke penetrated even the closed windows, All manner of
imprecations attended the cry.

“ What shall we do#” whispered Eleanor faintly ; “they
will force the door.”

Margaret was unloosing the soft stuffs of which the cur-
tains were composed. The mob evidently saw her, for they
were quiet, In spite of Lady Anne’s wild protests, and Ele-
anor’s cries, the dauntless girl stood on the balcony alone. A
great shout went up—men admire bravery in a woman—
then it was still again.

“Gentlemen—the governor is not at home,” she said,
tremulously, but so that she could be heard.
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“Don't believe it,” said a coarse voice in the crowd—and
up went the roar again, Nearly fainting, Margaret hurried
within. Her father stood back in the shadow, and, flying
towards him, with a low cry she fell into his arms,

©  “The crowd was ahead of me,” he whispered; “I could
not get here before. As it was, T gained the back entrance
with the greatest difficulty. Do not be frightened, I entreat
you, they will not harm yow. Sir John is among them-——
you can hear him now, giving orders. They respect him—
they obey him like children. He will see that no trouble
comes to any of us.” '

They could distinctly hear a familiar voice expostulating.

Presently a single knock sounded at the door. It was
opened. Sir John Willie, very pale, very earnest, but smil-
ing, entered alone.

“The ladies can pass out,” he said, % provided they go
singly. I have secured a conveyance for you, of which Mr,
Ross has charge. It stands on the street below, and some
of our best men will escort you through the crowd. Be
brave, ladies, there is no possible danger. Captain Cameron

‘is at the door, with two good citizens and old men, Com-
stock and Scates.”

“ Will they let me pass, do you think ?” asked Lady Anne,
in a scornful voice. '

“1 have their word, that a/l the ladies can pass—and they
are becoming impatient—they wish to find the governor; I
don’t think they’ll harm the premises. Now is the time.”

Eleanor was ready first. She went out, and her strength
failed her at sight of the glowing faces, the red torches, the
lurid atmosphere. But it was very evident that she was no
man in disguise, so the great crowd gave a lusty cheer, and
made a passage for her, respectfully commenting on her
beauty. ' ‘
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When Margaret ascended, a louder and yet more enthusi-
astic cheer greeted her,and she too was led without difficulty -
to the carriage.

Then came Lady Anne. As she stood there, so defiantly
dark, so stormily beautiful, not a voice was lifted—a low,
angry murmur ran from lip to lip. .

« (O Cameron, I fear those dreadful creatures,” she said,
on recognizing him—* protect me.”

“ With my life 1 exclaimed the young man, and, taking
her hand, they descended together; amidst an ominous si-
lence. It was well his manner spoke determination; for, as
it was, he was obliged to exert his authority to protect her
from insult. Only the few most bitter, most rabid, in their
hatred of all kingly anthority, however, attempted such an
indignity. At last came the rector, Aldriqh. An audible
sneer sounded— the words “pope,” and “Rome” could be
distinguished ; but Sir John Willie, in his calm voice, ex-
claimed, “ Gentlemen, this is a preacher of righteousness—
he is under my protection. As you value my esteem, let -
him pass in safety.”

Again arose the cry, “the governor, and the governor’s.

- right hand I’ As the clergymen followed the ladies, & rush

was made for the governor’s mansion,




THE LOVER'S TRIALS:

Chapter Siftty-tonvth.
IK WHICH IMOGENE PAYS NO REGARﬁ T3 E‘l‘IQUETTE.

Ix silence and in safety, the ladies, with the rector, were
driven to the parsonage. Mr. Ross there gave up the reins,
and, finding Eleanor, together the four entered the cheerful
sitting-room, where they saw, quite unexpectedly, Randolph,
the governor’s secretary, who, full of rage and unquiet,
strode from end to end of the well-lighted apartment, only
stopping to bow haughtily, and east a sour look at Eleanor,
who had, more than once, treated him with marked dislike.

The little group sat near the fire, filled with sad forebod-
ings, when Mrs, Aldrich came in, followed by Ruth and Imo-

-gene. Ruth flished as she met the now shamed face of the
detested secretary.. Imogene, in her childish joy at sight of
her sister and cousins, flung back her floss-like curls, and, her
blue ribbons fluttering, she flew towards them ; but, meeting
the basilisk gaze of Lady Anne, she started, stopped, and
clung irresolutely to her mother’s side. It was at that mo-
ment she encountered the glance of the secretary, who had
never been able, with all his blandishments, to lure the child
. to his-side. Straightening her little form, she turned, with
childish grace and dignity, and, walking towards the door,
she said, with an earnest voice, “ Ruth, please let me out.”

The lip of the black-hearted man curled with anger and

‘scorn for, in his soul, he knew that his nature forbade the
approach of any thing pure and heavenly,
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“ Iﬁogene, darling, we haven’t seen you yet,’ p}eaded

Margaret. : i
« You come, too—and Ruth, and Eleanor, and mamma,

gaid the child, in a distinct voice, with an impressifze manner,
and a nod towards each ; then repeated, with a gentle au-
thority, “ Ruth, please let me out.” . '” §

“ Go, Ruth—I hope you will excuse my child, said Mrs.
Aldrich, in some confusion, turning towards the secretary ;
“she is at times a little wilful and pecunliar.” N

The secretary resumed his walk, and Lady Anne replied,
or rather retorted, with a very unpleasant laugh—

«To be sure, we are all aware that Tmogene is famo.us for
her incivility. When she grows older, mayhap, she W]El not
turn so teadily from the gentlemen. Sir Sec.:retary,’ she
added, “is it your intention to remain here to-mght ¥

“« Not if I can get away,” he replied, in a voice scarcely
above his breath. '

« And what think you of this new freak #” .

«Damn ’em I” was all the answer, The man caught his
breath fiercely, and clutched at the hilt of his sword.

The rector tarned towards him with unwonted sternness.

«T think?” he said courteously, “these walls have never-
been witness to an oath before.”

“1 beg your pardon, sir,” said the secretary, though every
word seemed bitten by his closed teeth. “I also beg pardon

of the ladies, and—the walls.” ". '

‘Whenever Lady Anne looked towards the mmlstfzr (she
seldom spoke to him), his pale cheek brig.htened, while her
face took on a passionate, vengeful expression. .

The conversation, low and subdued, turned upon Captam‘
Cameron. ‘ :

“T could mot see him, to-night,” said Eleanor; “‘ at
least, mot very plainly—only a pair of dark and brilliant
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eyes. I have, however, heard so much about him, that T am
curious ; they say he is the handsomest man in the colonies,
‘Who is he #”

Again that singularly low and unpleasant laugh from
Lady Anne, as she glanced over at the rector, who sat quite
straight and pale, his very white, partly bald brow and
slightly curling locks giving him a saintly bearing.

“Do you know who he is?’ asked Margaret, turning to
Lady Anne, and for the moment forgetting her anxiety.

“I have told thee once, Margaret—a protégé of mine. 'I
saw him when quite a lad; and his very uncommon beauty
made an impression on a heart not naturally impressible”
(here that low, wicked laugh again), « and I, after a fashion,
adopted him, I do not think I ever saw a face so beautiful,
except it was thy first lady, Mr. Aldrich—Margaret’s
mother.”

It was so strange! so almost monstrous l—this allusion to
the dead—at least to him, that the rector started and flushed,
turning his deep, mild eyes upon her, as if they would search
her through. But she was looking down, appareatly lost in
thought.

Mrs. Aldrich arose and left the room.

“ How long is it, reverend sir, since thou hast seen thy
son " asked Lady Anne of the rector. ‘

Again he flashed an astonished look at her; then, seem-
ing to restrain himself, replied calmly to her question—

“It is now twelve years since my poor boy left us. Would
to God I knew whether he were living or dead I”

Margaret turned aside, much agitated.

“ Lady Anne still kept her veiled eyes lowered, and ounce
+ again that painfully malicious laugh sounded. Then Marga-
ret, conquering her emotion, gave one imploring glance at
Lady Anne; and going to her father’s side, she placed one
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arm around his neck, and laid her cheek against his soft
gray locks. This little attention seemed for a mowment to
affect him powerfully. He clasped her hand, kissed it fondly,
then, rising, sought his wife.

% Thine is the kingdom I” lisped the child Imogene

She knelt before her mother, repeating her evemng prayer,
—darling little Imogene !

“Surely, of suck is the kingdom!” thought the fond
father. The sight of the pure face—its beautiful eyes, filled
with heaven’s own radiance—the sound of the childish voice,
0 more than earthly sweet at such times, soothed his spirit.
The white-robed angel, with open arms, sprang towards her
father; the mother sat movelessly, gazing at the pretty
vision ; and the intense love the rector felt, while she nestled
close to his heart, absorbed all other feelings.

“T do love you so dearly!” she cried, her voice all music,
pressing her little cheek against that of her father. “I wish

. that bright spirit would let you come, too.”

“What does she mean?” cried the father, a sharp pang
shooting through his heart.

Mus. Aldrich shook her head; her whole form drooped—
tears filled her eyes.

“I have not dared to ask her; she has been talking about
it, more ‘or less, all day,” she said, with a sad voice.

% Imogene "

He gazed yearningly into the great, spirit-like eyes, and
shuddered with a secret fear, as he had often done while
striving to interpret the meaning that lay hidden there.

. Dear father—dear papa!” she repeated, in tones-of un-
utterable love, laying her damask cheek to his—smiling,
while her lip grieved at his earnest glance.

“ Imogene,”—his voice faltered—* what spirit, love ¢ .

“The angel that is coming for me, father, It will be in
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the *morni‘ng, dear father—by daylight, so that you can all

see me go.” .

The bright, expectant look on her young face, was dimmed
for a moment by a shadow, as she marked the anguish that
overspread her father’s features. He gave no vent to his
sorrow, however, but held her fondly, tenderly, till—often
opening her eyes to smile, and lifting her little hand to his
lips to be kissed—she fell into a sweet sleep.

Then he said, sorrowfully—his voice surging out from a
troubled heart—solemnly he said it—

“God’s will be done! I, of all men, should hold my
treasures lightly.”

“Is Lady Anne intending to remain here, Parris ¢ asked

his wife, without looking up. ‘

- %I know not where else she can go,” repjied the minister,
“ She would not be safe in her own house—and yet,” he
added, in an energetic tone, “I had rather give shelter to a
viper.” '

¢ It seems.to me as if she brought a curse with her. Is it
wicked in me to dread her so ¥’

@It is natural” replied her husband ; “but we must even
love those who do us despite, according to Bible rule. Still,
there is a iurking dread of her evil arts; I am afraid for
Imogene. If she would confess what she knows concerning
the poor child lost to me so mysteriously, I might look upon
ber with less severity, I fear her—I fear her!”

“ Do you think Imogene is in danger while she remains #
asked his wife, alarmed. “8See, the dear child smiles as she
sleeps I” :

. “Tmogene is in higher care than ours,” said the mm1ster,
solemnly ; then added, as he bent over her, his lip grieving
and trembling, “ He hath given His angels in charge con-
cerning her. T always feel a singular awe as I stand where
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“hands ¢” asked the insolent secretary, changing coror, as he

heard the sounds of distant tumauls.

“ By the word of a man who never insulted an unprotected
woman on the street !” exclaimed Cameron, with an eye of -
fire, and moving steadily towards him,

“Ha! you are he, who—" but he quailed before the in-
censed gaze of the shipmaster, and, without wishing a good-
night, or making a reverence, he stalked from the room.

Ruth’s heart had been swelling with love, pride, and grief,
as, from her corner, she looked on during this conference,
What was her astonishment when the young captain, paus-
ing at the door, said—

“By yom le'we, friends, I would speak w1th the maid
Ruth, a few moments, on my return.”

“Certainly,” said the minister, while Ruth’s cheeks felt
hot, as she bore the scrutiny of the assembly, and Lady
Anne’s direful glance filled her with dread.

An hour had passed. Noisy throngs filed by, but, obeying
some mysterious signal, they had not paused at the house.
Lady Anne, complaining of a headache, retired—her cham-
ber was an adjoining room. Margaret and Eleanor sat, sleep-
less, in their apartment. Only Ruth was left in the drawing-
room, whose walls were gilded with dissolving, though bril-
liant pictures, painted by the fitful fire on the hearth,

Restlessly waiting and watching, Ruth looked for the re-
appearance of young Cameron. Eleanor, on leaving the
room, had playfully thrown a long, blue silken scarf over her
shoulders, and she had not removed it, for it was a novel
thing to feel the light pressure of rich vestments. It formed
a beautiful contrast to the pretty crimson merino, and cer-
tainly became her well. She looked in that soft light as if
it was fitting for her to wear costly robes. A little maiden
pride (and surely maid so beautiful never harbored less) had
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Chapter Sifty-1iith,

Tae SECRETARY PROVIDED ¥OR—AND Ruti’s PEACE TURNED
To ASHES.

Soume one waited at the door. As the prayer was ended,

Captain Cameron came in. The secretary made feint to,

draw his sword—but the young shipmaster only smiled as
he said-—

«I have no particular desire- to save your life, which is
worth but lLittle at the best; but, in consideration towards
the ladies of this household, I give you fifteen minutes in

which to reach the fort. If you do not avail yourself of this

opportunity and my protection, the mob will be upon you,
and I question if you will find any merey at their hands.
You may already hear their shouts bearing this way.”

The secretary, as had the governor,stood irresolute. Life

was dear, and, as the young man had said, he had no reason
'fo expect mercy at the hands of the people. Yet it was bu-
miliating to be served thus, and he could not forbear his
spite, as he exclaimed, “I like little to be indebted to a jail-
bird for my life.”

« No insinuations, if you please,” said Captain Cameron,
sternly. ¢ Before many days pass, you, too, may pace the
stone floors of a jail. It becomes not tenants of brittle houses
to cast stones, I tell ydu to hury for the sake of the wo-
men,” he added. “ After the appointed time, even I cannot
save you.”

“How do I know but you will deliver me into their
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she sleeps. There is other presence than ours here, dga,r
wife.,”  Iis voice sank to a whisper. “ Some soul, mayhap,
it hath been given her to snatch from the burning; then, her
heavenly mission done, e who gave will take her back—
surely, He hath right. to her,” he almost sobbed.

“0O Parns I cannot, L/cannot give her up,” crled the
mother, weeping convilsively.

It was as if they already stood above their dead.

“Tt is well she hath prepared us,” murmured the minister,
brokenly; *“otherwise this blow would have crushed my
heart. Now I will try to say—Thy will, O Father—not my
own!” ‘

The bell rang for evening prayers, and the father left the
room. Mrs. Aldrich lingered for a moment, went with un-
steady step to the table, where rested an antique casket,
This she opened, and, with many a motion of dread, lifted a ‘
sitken cloth. It seemed as if she dared scarcely look, while
she unfolded it. '

“"Tis . a foolish superstlmon doubtless,” she murmured ;
“still, T would fain see if it is broken, They tell me that
when death is near, 'twill be either broken or discolored.
Ob, thank God! now that I have looked, there is not a flaw
—not a change from its transparent gold. Precious veil,”
she added, “it covered the-features of my babe;” and laying
the caul carefully away, with a lighter heart she went 1nt0“
the drawing-room, :

It was passing strange! None uttered the responses more
sonorously, more apparently devoutly, than the governor's
secretary and Lady Anne,
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~ movec ner to unloosen her bright tresses from their prim
bandings. The locks thus falling, did not exactly cwrl, but
they fell in lustrous undulation, sweeping over her shoul-
ders, and mingling with the glistening fringe of the fair
mantle. The fever of expectation gave a fervid rose-tint to
either cheek, and het lips were hrighter than usual.

It was very quiet abroad. The old reverence for staid
rules and particular hours, did not break through the custom

of the homeward path by nine, At every slight noise, how-
" ever, Ruth’s heart beat faster and londer—nor did its pulsa-
tions lessen as a wondering servant ushered in young Camn-
eron. For a moment she stood too much amazed to speak.
He wore a long military cloak, which, when he threw it off,
displayed a splendid uniform that made his beauty quile
magnificent to a timid little Puritan maid like Ruth, The
cap he laid on the table glittered with broad gold bands and
a cockade, and from its sable summit hung gorgeous plumes
of red and black, ~ |

“I am in borrowed feathers, Ruth,” he said, gravely;
“gome of my fellow-townsmen expressing a wish that I
would equip myself in this suit that belonged to his excel-
lency, out of pure good-humor I assented. This,” he said,
smiling, laying his hand upon the hilt, “is the secretary’s
sword. I trust I shall not disgrace the property of so gal-
lant a gentleman,” he added, with another smile, “And you,
Ruth I—what transforming touch has been busy with you?
Why, you look charmingly, my Ruth "

She, blushing, essayed to throw aside the shining searf—
but he would not allow it, saying, “ We'll play at nabob for
awhile ; "tis but nonsense, you know.

“ Ruth, other lips have told you that you aré very lovely,”
he continued, after gazing in her sweet, downcast face for a
moment, a slumbering passion lying along his voice—*hut
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not with the heart intent that I sayit. O Ruth, I have
had tormenting, maddening doubts. It seemed as if all who
saw must covet you. I could 1ot understand your penitence
—for no guilt that you bad done; I cannot comprehend
that humility that others have praised in you ; but oh, Ruth,
in spite of my cruel doubts, in spite of rumors, of the strange
words that have fallen from your own lips—Ilove you—God
above knows how dearly.

“ And I come to-night” (he took her unresisting hand), “ to
hear from your desr lips all doubts removed—for they linger
in spite of me. O Rauth, love me to-night ; let me love you
as in the sunny time. To-morrow there may be bloodshed,
and who knows but I may be the first to fall I”

With as pure a passion as man ever cherished, he held the

~ trembling girl to his heart in a long, sweet fold, and for the

second time in her life, she rested there as if the rest were
heaven. '

“I know you will tell me all, Ruth. I am certain you can
have no sin to confess,” he added, looking down on her now
pale face. ¢ Come, my darling; who has so sweet a right
to know your heart’s most precious secrets as 17"

“Yes, you have the right,” murmured Ruth; “but”—she
looked up with that innocent, appealing look—¢ i may cost
me your love.” '

“ N ever, Ruth—my Jove/ never, Ruth! You are more
Pbrecious to me to-night than I can hope to tell you. Don’t
fear me, darling.” :

“ Do you remember once you told me you were proud §”
—she shuddered pressing her hands on her face, now crim-
son, -

“Yes, Ruth, and I was proud—but do you know I have
never forgotten that saintly figure standing so meek and
white at the head of the church alley! I tell you, Ruth,
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with all my hu_i:nan revenge making my soul almost a hell,
_ ab that moment T thought of our blessed Saviour, and you
seemed to me holy, like Him.”

% Oh no—no.” Ruth shrank away,

“Since then, in the darkness of my prison-nights, at noon-
day, wherever I have been, that veiled form has risen up be-
fore me, checked my passions, softened my rashness, rebuked
my pride. O Ruth—your calm eyes, your noble meek-
ness on that sacred morning made me, I sometimes think,
another man. I did not see it then, bat I do now. If I was
proud then, I have lost that kind of pride now—if I know
myself. 8it down, darling, you tremble.”

He waited. Many times she opened her lips to speak,
but the words would not come. Perhaps, if he had lost
pride, she had found it—for never did duty agonize her so.
The dread that he would be so shocked as to betray s feel-
ing it was hardly in the nature of man to suppress, kept her
tongue silent.

“My Ruth !” he pushed the mantle aside, and the beam-
ing smile with which he regarded her made her courage
falter the more,

“ Ruth—Rath are you afraid of me ¢”

%N o-—oh no—but it is hard to tell—to—" emotion choked
“her voice; she could not proceed, but turned her face
away.

¢ Listen, Ruth_to-moxrow I shall be in deadly peril, if.

things take the course for which they are shaped. But that
is not all, Ruth ; if I escape then, I have still another dan-
gerous duty to perform. I tell you these things, my darling,
not to make you suffer, but because I know you would not
send me from you, perhaps for the last time, feeling you had’
denied me the confidence I bhave a right to claim—yes, a
right”—his voice lingered fondly over the word, “ A cer-
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tain place in the harbor is suspected. A gang of dangerous
men—pirates, Ruth—are living there, sheltered by the ghost-
ly reputation of the place.” It is more then likely that
among them are the murderers and plunderers of whom the
town authorities have been in search, These men, since the
apprehension of the governor, 1 have sworn to find—and
thus, you see, danger attends me for the present. Ruth!
Ruth I” he added, in a tone of consternation,

She had grown paler and paler: now she turned towards
him with glassy eyes.

“The island I” she ecried, brokenly—*then you may take
him—and, oh! he is already wounded—dying, perhaps,
Captain—Captain Cameron,” she gried, incoherently, her eyes
still painfully and glaringly distended—* you yourself bave
sealed my lips. If I could not tell then—I dare not now.
I must pot interfere with your sacred duty. And if you
knew l—justice must overtake them” (she clasped her hands
wildly)—< and then you could not—O God, help me!” she
sank crouching to the floor.

With knit brows and shat lips, Captain Cameron looked
down upon her. Was the rumor—the fearful, maddening
rumor, true! Had he been doubly deceived? The old,
stormy suspicion, shook him from head fo foot.

“You are only trying me, Ruth” (and his voice shook
with hlS frame)-—* come—come, and tell me whaf you
mean.”

“Ask me vothing,” Ruth \said, lifting hersel, growmg
suddenly, strangely calm and cpld “If you can believe my-
assertion, that in nothing I am guil—"

The young mau stamped his foot.

She dared neither speak nor move, his face was so fearful.

“One word ® only one word I” he said, thickly. “ Answer
me, yes or no, as you value your soul’s eternal salvation.
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Have you ever seen a man, called by the people Captain
Bill ¢ Either yes or no—no more.”

[ Yes__ —_—

“That will do. Now, yes or no again—and éf not no—
God have mercy on you! Did you ever meet him at night $”

His steel-like glance was a horrible fascination. She nev-
er moved her fearful eyes from his face, as she replied—

“1 will tell you the truth, I have—but it was—"

“8Bilence! Oh, my brain whirls! Silence! open but your

- lips, and God knows whether my reason will hold! It was

told me ! he cried, striding in his hot wrath to the table—

“clutching his cloak—his hat. Yes, and if it had been a
man had so insulted me by such suspicions, I should have
run him through. As it was—1I gave the lady the Ze! In
spite of her rank, I insolently apswered her—'tis a lie! If
she were here” (he laughed bitterly) “I would ask her par-
don on my knees, as some gallants, they say, make love.”

At that moment Lady Anne came in—her hair uncon-
fined~—a shawl thrown gracefully over her demi-toilet. She
started as naturally as if she had not been an eaves-dropper
—said she had left something which she wished to find—
.but no matter. She knew not that any one was there,
~ “Bee—wait!” Captain Cameron knelt on one knee befors
her. “I ask your pardon that I doubted you, when you
told the truth of her. Before you—I abandon her—now
and forever.” .

Saying this, like a whirlwind he hurried from the room,
leaving Ruth (faint, tearless) and Lady Anne standing oppo-
site each other—both trembling at his vehemence—one al-
most broken-hearted. Both were startled at his passionate

voice—one, exultant—both loving—and but one innocent.
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Chapier Kitty-sixth.

Lerrer FrROM GODFREY LiAMB, BOOESELLER, TO HIS WIFE,
in Loxpox.

My Vertz Sweer WirE—

There are prettie doings going on in this independent
town, I can tell thee. It has come out, as I said, ye people
are determined to prosecute ye governor, and the)t do it with
a will as stubborn as that of any sturdy British clown, driving
his plough through stones and all. Heavens! what a ra.tcket
is going on! Spinning-wheels are suspended. To be in ye
town is to be in Bedlam. Yven ye housewives are so much
excitea, that ye soups are burned and ye cakes come broken-
hearted out of ye oven. Brooms seem flying about of them-

ielves, and never were soe manie dishes broke, I was out -
this afternoon to see ye fun (for, though sympathizing verie
deeply with hys excellency, as a good DBritish subject, I. de-
light, thou dost know, in ye sound of a tumult). Ever since
1 once like to have had my head cracked for firing an arrow
at a soldier whom I thonght my country’s enemy (I was ten
then), has my heart leaped at ye sound of a gun, and noth-
ing pleaseth me 50 much as to see men look fierce at each
other. “A verie low taste!” thou wilt say, to wh I plead
guilty. &

Here cometh a curlie-headed youngster—hark!

“Tis ye governor, Will, and here’s ye fort,” says ye first -
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named, springing behind a chair. “Now you take ye fort,
bang it all down-—and then shoot me to death.”

Soe Will, a sturdy fellow, goeth at it pell mell, knocketh
ye chair over ye other’s head and giveth him a most tre-
mendous pummelling, making him to roar most lustily, which
may be significant of ye governor's defeat. I'll not pretend
to prophesy. _

But I do tell thee, in confidence, that living with such
hearty spirits—hearing them talk as they dare, for what
they call right, giveth one a certain republican feeling that
onlie a voyage to old England, and a look at ye splendors of
Lunnon, can dispel. :

1 was, of late, at ye jail where certain free spirits were in
bondage, and (whisper it not in Gath) I worked wi’ ye best
of them. They did demand ye key—w'h not getting, they
straightway burst open ye jail-doors and brought out ye
prisouers of mark, Sir John Willie, Capt. Cameron, Father
Comstock, and one other, upon their shoulders. Whereupon
they went at ye head of ye crowd, and soon, by their firm
spirits, reduced them to order. Their first feat was to rescue

- some of ye ladies of his excellency’s household (among them
was -Lady Anne Bellamont), whom they found surrounded
by a mob of such as have felt themselves aggricved by her
haughty manner towards them. Ye people were holding ye
franti¢ horses, and talking with much hot gesture, Some of
them threw mire shawmefully, at which ‘I could have shot
them. Lady Aunne did not seem intimidafed to ye extent I

should think of one.in such peril, but continued to call them -

cowards and rebels; her beautiful face looking like a raging
demon; her black eyes shooting such flashes as T would not
like for to see in anie wife of mine, or in anie near vicinity.
Ye governor’s nieces were deadly pale and entreated her to
‘desist; but she was shaking angry, and I think had a pis-
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tol been put at her head, she would not have stopped her
tongue. b
Ye town is in extreme confusion. Everywhere men are

cleaning up ye deadly weapons, and ye powder-stox:es h:as been
besieged. Ye queéen's arms that have been rusting in gar-
vets, have put their murderous faces in at parlor doors; and
swords, pistols, daggers, and even great burly meat-knives,
all have, or will come into duty.

" Ye maid Ruth I have not seen of late, but heare she is
doing well, though sorry T am to find that ye general opini?n
is against her. For my part I keep silence—and will stop till
my suspicions be more confirmed—for ye w'h I pray God, not.
Meantime ye young shipmaster hath proved himself as supe-
rior for his wisdom as for his splendid beauty. It seemeth to
gome natural for him to take command. Ye governor, I
hear, is veric uneasy at ye fort, and roareth like a caged lion.
There hath just gone up ye lane, his former excellency, Gov-
ernot Bradstreet, a most noble, Roman-like old man, with ye
Reverend Cotton Mather, who mixeth greatly with ye wordy
fight that is all ye time going on. They take direction to
ye court-house, whither I shall now speedily find them. I
lay down my pen, dear-heart, to resume it on ye morrow,
I will onlie add, that they say ye Jew merchant hath gone
crazy over his loss aboard ye Prudevt Sarah. Doubtless
they will yet find ye thieves and murderers. In haste.

I remain thy
Lawms.
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Ghapter Lifty-seventh,
IN WHICH THE SECRETARY THROWS CARE TO THE Wixps,

Tun fort was situated on an eminence, called in the old
anpals Corn Hill. It was on one of the highest points
~of land overlooking the harbor, the islands, the ships that
came gallantly in from the open sea, and many of the neigh-
boring towns. It occupied the most prominent point on the
hill.  There were two divisions—one called the lower, the

other the upper sconse; but both were connected by covered.

passages. A few stately houses, built in the Elizabethan
style of architecture, and surrpunded by beautiful gardens,
stood here and there to the right and left of the fort. Im
these resided men of wealth and influence. :
~The fort was a substantial building, well provided with
officers, and securely palisaded. The artillery was of good
force, well mounted, and the particular pride of old gray-
~ headed Tony Butt, the gunner—w,ho often declared, looking

along the circular front, that the harbor could be scoured °

the full length of their shot on every side.

Here the governor, compelled by circumstances over which
he had no control at present, breakfasted on the day after
the demonstration at ‘his house. He had sent wary spies,
since daylight, to reconnoitre; but they invariably returned
with tidings not calculated to elevate the spirits of his excel-
lency, or the gentlemen who shared his durance vile, They
reported that the military were out the people armed and
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gathering. Fiercest denunciations were heaped upon 1':he
governor, and some of the townsmen were for executing in-
stant vengeance. His effigy had been made of straw, and
was already on its march throngh the streets, preparatory'to
being burnt on the Common. The river was filled with
boats on the Charlgstown side, and the people there could
be seen in crowds, waving and shouting defiance.
“Would we could sink them,” muttered the governor.
Then came sounds of tumult——increasing, subsiding, again
seeming to approach, then to sink into comparative si-
lence.
“Let the crows caw!™ cried the secretary; “I shall en
'joy my coffee none the less. Come, gentieme'n-—we covfld
hardly have a better appointed breakfast, even in a statelier
mansion, Yonder see the bright eyes of Mistress Polly Col-
man; upon my word, I do believe, had she the power, she
would release us. Come, gentlemen, don’t let this little
breeze raffle your appetites, We have friends in the towr::
surely, who will not see us come to harm, whatever ].]appens..
They drew up to the table. The governor sipped his
beverage with a clouded brow. '
“ His excellency will bear in mind that T have endeavored
to impress him with the importance of making an example
of some of these leading rebels,” said the secretary, shortly
after. *TFor instance, had that dog of a Willie been shot,
and that coward of a captain hung, and two or three heads
placed upon spikes before a window, the rabb.le townsgnen
might have been frightened into submission. His exc._eller,l,cy,
in the great goodness of his heart, hath been too l.ement.
“By God’s mercy P’ cried the governor, frowning, “dost
* throw blame on me?” - :
“By no means, excellency-——by no means. I was only
thinking of a little feat that Jeffries - managed—managed
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capitally, by Jove! There was a man among his party
who showed symptoms of rebellion. A soldier’s first duty
is towards his superior officer, He bad, I think, a wife—
these common soldiers have no right to such luxuries—and
a very beautifol daughter. The name of the latter was
Eunice, and she was called the pretty Nice. Jeffries had be-
fore been suspicious .of this man (there goeth a pop-gun);
so, when the pretty Nice came to the camp one day, and
implored that her father might go and see his wife, who,
mind thee, she pretended was ill and dying in 2 near town,
Jeffries refused, That night the soldier and his daughter
were found a mile from the town. He meant to go (so he
said, mind thee), and return bythe morning.

“ Well, as it was a clear case of desertion, he was brought

before Jeffries, and without a word, a shot was fired that
found a warm bed in our soldier’s heart. As for the daugh-
ter, the pretty Nice (doctor, take a sandwich), she never re-
turned to her mother. Old Jeffries had an eye for fine girls
-—ha, ha, ha!”

The governor pushed back his chair—his thoughts were
. still pre-occupied. Some of the gentlemen siled at the
story, others frowned.

“T think we had best send a message for the ministers—
they have great influence with the people,” said the gov-
ernor, pervously : “ what is the crowd, yonder?#”

“They are forming a sort of guard,” replied the secretary,
_scanning the outposts. “To the guns. Order the soldiers
* {0 blow them to pieces!”

Justice Bullivant arose: “That would be madoess,” he
said, speaking hurriedly. ¢Before night the town would
be overrun with the people from the country, and they

would take a full vengea,nce. Boatfuls are settmg off from
Charlestown now.”
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A soldier entered. The captain of the frigate in the
stream would send a boat to the rescue of his excellency as
soon as he could, without exciting the suspicions of the peo-
ple. Meanwhile they were using all dispatch to get ready to
sail, ,

“Then let us enjoy ourselves,” said the secretary, with as
sumed courage, “and the first opportunity that ocecurs we
will write this treachery in their blood—to perdition with

e, Now, then, I'm ready to please you; what shall it be,
asong? This is a fine thing—Ilisten :

% ULDEBRAND.

“ Come from thy rest, my lance—

Qome from thy rest;

Strike where the white swords glance—
Yon coward breast,

Hark ! *tis the battle-cry;

Glory Tll win, or die!

Banner'd by royal sky,
By valor blest,

& Come to the field, my steed—

Come to the field ;

Fly at the shout of need,
Scorn once to yield.

Bee, o’er the serried lines,

Bronze-red the war-snn shines,

Pouring his burning wines
On sword and shield.

¢ Farewell all honey-sips,

Bweet Foline ;

Farewell thy ripen'd lips,
Thy volce divine;

If mid the trumpet’s din,

One leaf of bay I win,

Thy hand shall twine it in
These locks of mine,
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¢ But should 2 sadder note

Come tolling by,

As wounded sparrows float,
Tremulously,

Say, with thy lifted band,

* God keep thee, Uldebrand |

‘Who sgveth father-land,
Never can die !

“A right good song I call that, and a spirited air, too.
One should hear the lady Anne sing it! one should see het
eye flash over it! What a splendid soldier was lost in her
ladyship 1”

-4 Did not the young poet Ross compose it ¥ asked Jus-
tice Bullivant,

“ Yes, when there was spirit in him, before he took to the
pulpit, as they say he has—a fool! What is there in these
clarks and clergymen that takes the women so? I have
always seen how the maid Eleanor liked him,” he added, be-
tween his teeth :

__ “This is o time to talk of cooing and love-mating,” said
the governor, turning from a narrow slip through which he
had been reconnoitering; *but, by God’s mercy, before our
niece should marry that white-faced knave, we ourself would
cleave his silly heart. Hark! what is't the rebels say ¢”

“They are shouting. They have captured the captain
and master of the frigale ; old Tony says they are dragging
them into the town—that the frigate hath put out all her
flags and pennants, and opened all her ports,” said a soldier
from the outside.

“ Thank God that we have some firiends, though they can-

" not help us,” said the governor with new energy.

Still another messenger- arrived. The ministers all de-
clined to come, he said ; they did not think it safe for them,
as the hearts of the people were bent on justice.
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“Justice!” growled the pallid governor between his
teeth,

Thus there seemed at present no possibility of escape,
The star of freedom and equal rights was in the ascendant.
It shone with a faint, unequal ray, however, for the clouds
of a kingly rule veiled its lustre; but those clouds were
destined soon to break away, and leave burning on the
throne of the heavens the regal planet of Independence,
studded about with jewels ncher than ever flashed on &
royal front.

21
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CGhapter Sitty-cightl,

Tug ProprLe catcH A CAPTAIN.

\\

‘«Haxe him up 1"

“To jail with him " )

« Gentlemen! I entreat you to remember—

“ We remember too much! Of with him to the core-
mon.” - .
« Gentlemen! I am in his majesty’s service ; and—
“We are majesty now. Off with himI”

«T have a rope!” shouted one.
 Let's hang him I”

“ We have good guns!”

¢ Let’s shoot him !”

% (jentlemen ! persisted the naval captain—“T appeal
to_” i

« We ain’t gentlemen !” yelled a voice that sound?d mat-
vellously like Marmaduke Catchcod’s ; “ and you don't ﬂn?k
so, neither, in your gold bapds and buttons——only you're
afraid for your tarnal head.. T’other day you called Bostc?n
a cage of unclean birds, and we're going-to 'peck ye for it
‘We've give his execration and their eccle?,lastlcusses a taste
“of prison, and we don’t want to be partial. Heave ahead
there, mates!” | o
* @Yes—off with him!” and taking the captain by the

 collar the crowd dragged him along, shouting and scream-

" ing. As they were passing the jail they paused, ig’ doubt |
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whether to lodge the captain there, or to yield to their thirst
for revenge by hanging him on the spot, in lien of the gov-
ernor. At that moment they were met by Captain Cameron
and Sir John Willie, who had just breakfasted. All hats
were off on the instant,

“ Who is this ¥ asked Sir John.

“Well, master, we be here to-day and gone to-morrow, as
it were,” said Catchcod, with a moeck disconsolate bow.,
“ Here's this jolly captain of the frigate—yesterday he could
put bis foot on the neck of a hundred tars (provided they’d
let him)—but to-day Catcheod catches him. And this
here be the master. They came for to save his salutation,
there, in the fort, there—but we took the boat and all that
it therein did contain, as the lavs'ryers say, and very pdlitely
told his execration that we wouldn’t put him to any trouble
—s0 his extenuation turned and went back to the fort. I
don’t know how he bore it in the face, but his back looked
mighty disappointed—the very coat-tails had wrinkles in
em. Well, no sooner does the leftenant, which is aboard
the frigate, see what we had done, but he puts out all the
flags and pennants, and pouts them ugly mouth-pieces at us,
Then I composed a varse; ses I—

“ When thundering ships like them is sassy,

"Twon’t do to show ’em any marcy ;
For if—"

“ That will answer, Duke,” said the young captain.” “ Men,
march your prisoners down to the Red Lion ; you have done
well. The ship must be surrendered before to-morrow at
noon. No violence, men; remember our resolutions of last
night. Meantime we are going to the town-house, where
the troops will assemble, and by four this afternoon we in-
tend to demand the fort, and make his execration, as Catch-
cod rightly calls him, a prisoner of war.”

%
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At this declaration up went three deafening shouts; and
obeying the will of a superior mind, the crowd turned and

_hurried off .in the direction of the Red Lion, much to the

relief of the persons they held in charge.

% You look fatigued,” said Sir John Willie, as they walked
towards the court-house, - ‘

1 passed a sleepless night,” replied the young man, eva-
gively. <
~ “You say you saw the ladies after I went from the par-
wonagé : how did they bear themselves ¢” |

« Qh, bravely I” cried the captain, in a tone so loud, and
of such bitterness, that his friend looked athim perplexed.
The young captain had not seemed like himself all the

- morning—and his demeanor was usually so frank and open

that he knew not how to interpret the present mood. -

"The state of Captain Cameron’s mind was not an enviable
one. Stung to madness by the thought, that what he had
treared as the taunts and suggestions of jealousy, had proved
in any measure true (how far he dared not think, having al-
ready blamed himself for his precipitancy on the previous
evening), calling Ruth first an angel and then a fiend—he

‘was so stung and tortured that he could hardly keep his

strong mind in equipoise, and he longed to plunge into the
excitement of battle, if need be. ‘

T find myself in no mood,” he said, as Sir John and him-
self loitered on the steps of the court-house, “to enter and

~ hear all this speechifying. I must act—thinking is death
‘to me now—and I will take advantage of the present lull to
_petform a duty that devolves upon me, If you please, de

'you go in the cpurh»hdusq, and then you can report the do-
ings to me.” - ‘ |
" Companies of soldiers were now defiling to the square

. Bpirited music and the no less spirited shouts of the peopie

THE LOVER'S TRIALS, 327

accompanied them. They were followed By men in plain
citizens’ dress, whose stern faces betokened their determina-
tion to ‘be free. A select number of men preceded them
among them the ministers—Cotton Mather and his secre-’
tary—old ex-Governor Bradstreet, and others of mark and
m(-arit. The caytaln watched till he saw the door close upon
this latter company, then walked rapidly down the street,
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- Ghapter Gitty-ninth,
A Visir vo eE Ovurraw’s Casiw.

As be walked by the door of the Red Lion he met Catch-
cod, who scratched his head and balanced his one eye, look-
ing as if in doubt whether to address his captain, so sudden-
ly grown famous, in the manner he was wont. :

“ Go and hire me a boat, Duke,” said Cameron. “I want

some one to row me out to the ship.”

“Lord! master, ain’t you afeared of them frigateers " eried
the man dubiously.

% 'What! a man think of that who has just captured a

ca.pté._in? I'm astonished, Duke. However, they’ll not in-

terfere,” he added calmly. “I'm master of my ship once

. more, thank God! let them fire at a freeman if they dare!”

Catcheod, still fearful that his services would be required,
hastened to the pier, where Cameron found him in waiting.
“If you're afraid, Duke, I'll hire a boatman,” he said.

“ Afraid I” exclaimed the man ; * Catchcod, Duke of Mar-

ma ain’t afeared of any thing but what's spiritnal. Show
him a ghost and he gets shaky in the legs;” saying which

he sprang into the boat, fearful of only one thing, and that

was, that his trepidation might be apparent to the clear-

~ sighted captain. They boarded the Prudent Sarah without
. any opposition from the red-coats, who were thoroughly sub- -

. dued by the success of the ,re'be_ls—_as they considered them.

Once more the captain trod the deck of his own ship, but
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not with the proud, free step of yore. Bitterness was min-,
gled in his cup of blessings, The girl he loved and could
have died for, had abused his trust. While thinking of her
as the most innocent of created beings, he had by her own
confession proved her treachery, He reasoned that a wo-
man, fair and young as she, who woilld on any pretext allow
the polluted lips of such a villain as the pirate-captain to
touch her own, and that, too, in the darkness of the night,
away from her home, must be, indeed, lost not only to honor
but to decency. Yet, wherever he turned—skyward, land-
ward, or seaward—he saw only the touching, pleading face
that had appealed to him in vain.

The trim little vessel had been kept in tolersble order.

None would have thought that on those clean deck-boards =

men had so lately struggled-—frantic for life ; that the deadly
knife had gashed with frightful celerity the bodies of the
two poor soldiers till the scuppers were brightened with
their blood.

“Men,” said the captain, I think you will soon be re-
lieved of this duty, as in a week’s time, if affairs look favor-

‘able, I intend to sail again. In the mean time, whatever

takes place on shore, you are protected while you remain
here. You had better not go to the frigate, as we may have
occasion to rake her fore and aft with hot lead. Now,
Duke, off and away to Apple Island.”

The man was panic-strack. ¢ Lud, sir,” he cried, “ they
say there’s pirates there!”

“1 know it, and that's the very reason why I'm going.
Come, never mind ‘they say, here are two extra pistols;
now show your pluck and push off.. I tell you I'm going to
the island, and you go with me—so no muttering.”

Sullenly, Catchcod descended to the boat and rowed
swiftly for the island. The place, as they approached it,
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< looked desolate enough—its grim, gray rocks striking out on

all sides, ita beach washed hy the action of the waves con-

~ tinuously—a low, sullen murmur echoing from point to point.
. A boat lay on the shore; it seemed out of repair. The

gna.rled, neglected -apple-trees spread their brown, verdureless

. -arms over the crusted earth. Not a sound save the voice of

B the sea could be heard.

- The captain and his man gained an eminence, and there
"f saw something like a thin, blue smoke, curling lazﬂy up-
‘ward.

“There must be a path,” said Captain Cameron, “ and I'm
bound to find it. There’s & fire, too, that’s evident enough,”
. *Yes,” said Catchcod, sententiously, “ there’s always a fire

where there's a smoke—and we may see fire and smoke that
wé don’t care about.”
- Afier going many times over the same ground, they suc-
“ceeded at last in coming upon the path. It was but faintly
marked at first, but after awhile it grew broad and distinct,

e “and at the termmatlon of what seemed nearly half a mile, -
- they ¢ame in sight of the rude hut. Catcheod paused,

- rveally in fear,

~ “I'm mortial afraid,” he said, his teeth almost chattermg,
“not because there might be danger, but then there’s on’ 4

two of us,  and the rascals may be somewhere round.

. There's ‘a groaning going on. Lord! if there’s a ghost

there—~preserve Catchcod, Duke of Marma I

“Hold your tongue! be sensible, will you $” queried Cap- |
. tain Cameron, listening,

“I'm agreeable,”. mauttered Catcheod, tremblingly.

~* As they drew nearer to the threshold, the sounds of in-

. temse anguish were repeated. Cameron peered through
'_'evel'y erevice, and satisfied at last that there was nothing to

""_"fehceunter evfered. A pair of blood-shot eyes were pite-
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ously raised, as Catchcod, looking everywhere, and Cameron

-intent upon the sight- before him, stood within the door.

The face of the prostrate man was yet. unlined by age, but it
seemed worn literally to the bone, and permanently distorted
by pain. His arms, throat, and chest were rudely bandaged,
and his lips moved with a dry, sucking sound, as if parched
for want of water. '

“ Hasn’t she come yet ? won’t she come ¢’ he asked in a
wailing voice that went to the heart, broken and hoarse
though it was.

 Hasn’t who come, my poor fellow ¥ asked Cameron, who,
though he felt that before him laid one of the perpetrators
of a loathsome crime, was yet moved to pity by his loneli-
ness and suffering.

“ Hasn't Ruth come yet? Isn’t she coming #’ he articu-
lated, exhausted by the effort.

“Who is Ruth? "Who are you!? What is Ruth to you #*
asked the captain, harshly.

The man gazed at him. It was a long, troubled gaze;
then turned his eyes and his bandaged neck, wet Wlth the' :
fresh blood. Presently he looked up again.

“Is your name Cameron $” he asked.

“ My name is Cameron,” was the reply.

“I tell you what!” muttered Duke, who had been eye-
ing the sick man intently; “he’s blackballed, or my name
ain’t Catcheod-—reg'larly going to pot; no mistake about
that.” : -

A groan of anguish burst from the laboring bosom, but to
all the - captain’s inquiry about Ruth he would answer not a
word, only shake hls head.

“It's my opinion,” said Captain Cameron, “ that you had
a hand in that murder and robbery in the harbor, Is.it so?
You, as a dying man, ought to tell me, and put me on the
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track of the other criminals, It's the only reparation you
can make. Are you alone !’ , '

“Yes—they are gone off to the ship—he's buying pro-
hsmns—-—-they left me alone.”
- “Who is he?”

% Carbuncle—Dblack cook,” gasped the wounded pirate.

“ And how came you in this condition? You have needed
a surgeon. Are your wounds painful #”
+ “God knows!” groaned the man, a tear or two creeping
down his hollow cheeks, his lips grieving like a baby’s.

% Picking’ dry as a mummy’s bones;” said Catcheod, who
. had been poking about in a closet secured by a canvas-door.
~4Pm a dying, ain’t 19" the man muttered. “Yes, T know
I can’t get up agin. Well—but supposin’ I should? You
shan’t know—I ain’t a going to hang myself for anybody.
T've always told ’em Red Hand John would be neither shot
nor hung, Oh!” and a sharp cry of pain elosed the sen-
tence.
¢ “Very well, if you can die with the sin upon your soul,
- die, and so go before your Maker. But if you tell me, and
should get well, I pledge you the word of an honest man
you shall not suffer for it.”

“Shan’t I¢ Well, that’s comfortmg Yes, I helped ‘em,”
he added, after a moment of thought—*“have to tell yon
- quick—Dbreath hard to draw. We went about nine. 'Twas

moonlight, but a little clondy. We got alongside-—under

them~——then scaled. They was in the cabin, drinking—only
two of ’em—rest gone away—we knew that. We took 'em
by surprise—doné for me, you see, with their bloody khives.

Got off after a hard’ ﬁght—left em stone-dead——took jewel-

ry—buried it. -
“ And where are you comrades "
- The man shook his head,
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“Is Captain Bill among them ¢”

e nodded an affirmafive.

“Will they be back soon? Come you mlght as well
make & full confession.”

“Oh! I've found a bottle of wine !” cried Catcheod (sotto
voce), who, on his hands and knees, had part of his body
down a rude sort of trap-door.

“ We've made arrangements for capturing them, at any
rate, only your information will hurry matters,” said the cap-
tain, “ We shall doubtless take them all, but we will treat
you kindly and carry you ashore, where you can be placed
in better quartels, and taken care of,”

“My brain is weak,” muttered the man; « they haven’t

,treated me right, but Tl act honorable. If I'vo-got sense

enough left to keep in about 'em, I will—I will. Oh dear!
‘two days at the most,’ they said—two days at the most'—
and they went yesterday.” '

This was all the information the captain needed.

He called Catchcod, who came towards him rubbing his
lips and smacking them—took the wine, mixed a weak bev-
erage, and gave the man to drink. A strange sound the
liquid made going through his wounded throat.

“You won't tell me why you spoke of Ruth#” said Cam-
eron, fixing his eyes searchingly upon the ghastly face.

“ No—no; Captain Bill—he, perhaps, might tell you.
He wanted her to come here, but she ran oft”

It seemed a terrible agony now for him to speak, though
the wine had brightened his eye, and he signified by ges-
tures that he could not any longer make the effort.

% Captain Bill—Ruth—Ruth Margerie [ muttered Cam-
eron to himself. “O heaven! that I could solve this mys-

tery —my very brain reels,”

This much he had gathered. In two days the rest of the
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company would return, and that Carbuncle, the cook, had

probably gone to procure provisions for a cruise at sea. He

had little fear that the sick man would communicate his

visit to them, for, from present appearances, he did not doubt

but that his last hours were very near. Leaving him, there- j - '

fore—he could do nothing for him except to replenish his o ) Ghupter Sixtieth,
-mug of water—he entered the boat again and put off for ‘

Boston., - Tae GovErRNOR IN THE Hawnps oF “vE CoMMonavLty.”

SreppiNg on Boston pier, he was hailed by friends on the
watch for him, | |

“We were only waiting for you,” said one, * to march to
the fort. The declaration of our independence of Aundros-
‘rule was sent in to-day, and received with indignation and
oaths, That bullying secretary even went so far as to re-
turn a contemptuous note to Governdr Bradstreet, and it
hath filled every honest heart with indignation.”

The governor, who, had been watching uneasily at his ac-
customed window, felt some relief at sight of a messenger
bearing a paper. He opened it eagerly, and reading it
through, with a fearful imprecation flung it to the ground,
and was in the act of placing his heel upon it when the
soldier, with a quick movement, snatched it up.

“By God’s mercy!” shouted the governor, white with
passion, “are they fools! Did not his majesty send us?
Have not the people confirmed us? Is this honor? Is this
allegiance ¢ Let them send us to England to receive our
jndgment there. We will not be held to account by the
rabble, Go tell them for us that they are a pack of hell-
hounds, and we will see them all hung before we do what"
they require.”

“Your excellency will allow me,” said Justice Bullivant,
very much agitated— we are prisoners, and therefore at the
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.mercy of the towns-peoplé. Had not your excellency better

use more conciliatory language ¢”

“Damn ’em |” muttered the secretary, as he walked to and
fro, and that was all he could say, for he had taken large
draughts of wine to fortify his failing courage.

“ Conciliatory language " returned the governor; “read
for yourself;” and he motioned the soldier to hand the note
to him. It was thus couched :

‘At B Town-HousB IN Bogrow, }
- April 18, 168-.
“To Sir EpMoNp ANDROS :

“S1r—Qurselves and manie others, ye inhabitants of this
towne and ye places adjacent, being surprised at ye people’s
sudden taking up of arms,—in ye fiist motion whereof we
were wholly ignorant, being driven by ye present accident,—
aré mecessitated to acquaint your excellency that for ye
quieting and securing of ye people inhabiting in this country
from ye imminent dangers they manie ways lie open and
exposed to, and tendering -your own safety, we judge if
necessary you forthwith surrender and deliver up ye govern-
ment and fortifications, to be preserved and disposed accord-
ing to order and direction from ye crown of England, w'h
guddenly is expected may arrive,—promising all security from
violence to yourself or anie of your gentlemen or soldiers

in person and estate; otherwise we are assured they will en- -

“deavor the taking of ye fortification by storm if anie opposi-
tion be made.”

- To this document were signed fifteen names, that of the
venerable Bradstreet headmg the list. : -

41 see not but this is very fair,” said Blllivant, his hand
{rembling so that 'the paper shook, for ‘he did not want the
governor to refuse,

soldiers, almost beside himself with fear.
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“Fair!” shouted the governor, “By God’s merey! fair!
Shall we be made a langhing-stock by this accursed, low-
born commonalty ? Tell the persons whg seuf that doen-
ment, that We say 20/ and rattling out his sword, he struck
it flat-bladed on the table before him. The soldier hurried
from the presence of the insulted dignitary, who, hot, not
only with passion, but with wine, poured forth volley after
volley of curses and reproaches, stampm , shaking his
clenched hands, condensing his passion into terrible eye- -
glances, with which hé regarded those about him, till even
the half-drunken secretary seemed ashamed of him.

The message was delivered, and excited the ecitizens to
such a degree, that they were ready to storm the fort ; some
even prepared chains and cords with which to bind the de-
posed man. Governor Bradstreet, seeing the crowd congre-
gated—their furions gestures and angry faces—conjured

~ them, in a short speech, not to do violence, but to let the

news go to England, how courageous, firm, and yet generous
they conld be. Every man looked capable of taking the
lead, yet the selection fell-on Sir John Willie, who declined
in favor of Captain Cameron. He placed himself at their
head, and thus, silent but determined, they marched directly
to the fort. ‘ ‘
_“8o, the rebels are coming!” cried the governor, his

bravado silenced. :

“ O excellency ! the whole town is here,” cried one of the

i

*“ And where are the men-at-arms—where are the men

upon whom I depend for protection ¢

“They are here, excelleney,” returned the trembling sol- |
dier.

“What ! in thm building ¢ By God’s mercy—have they
not remained to give the rebels a broadside #”’
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“They did not have orders, excellenoy, and—" the words

were stopped by a blow on the mouth from the enraged
governor, who proceeded to the door, and finding his men
assembled, dealt them strokes right and left till they erowd-
ed back and fled from his murderous weapon.

“They turn the guns upon us !” cried the secretary; “they
have possession of the fort—will the wretches murder us in
~ cold blood ¢’ .

The governor sank on a seat. His frantic rage had spent
itself, and now came fear, mixed with regrets... If the citi-
zens were in the mood, what would be easier than to shatter
them all to pieces? And he knew in his inmost heart that

-they had been tortured into this rebellion. How ominous -

the silence that followed ! Only a low murmurous whisper
penetrated the walls of the fort, until ancther messenger
came, Captain Cameron, w1th a quiet, gentlemanly dignity,

presented himself,
“Tt is needless for me to say to you that the fort and

yourselves are in our possession,” he said. “It is decided by
a large ma;orlty, all ayes and no nays, that Sir Edmund
Andros is no longer governor-general of these colonies. As
a prisoner, then, T respectfully ‘ask you to walk out with me
The towns-people are quite willing, that for the present yo
should retire to a private dwelling-house, under a guard;
but your secretary and the other”—he made a full pause—
“and the gentlemen iof your party,” he added, “are to be
lodged in jail.” « °
~ Randolph turned towards him. His eyes glittered snake-
like—a whiteness mounted slowly from chin to brow, as he
felt for his sword It hung, however, by the side of Captain
Cameron.
“Tt would be madness in one of you to resist,” said the
latter, quietly, returning the glare of the secretary so un-
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flinchingly that the eye of the latter fell, ¢ They stand by
the guns outside, ready, on the slightest provocation, to let
them blaze. Are you ready? I cannot wait longer”

Utterly humiliated and crestfallen, the governor, striving
to collect himself, longing to perish by his own hand, but
lacking the Roman hardihood to do the deed, and equally un-
willing to be blown in atoms, lifted himself from his seat,
and striving to assume a lofty air, but utterly failing, he
moved outside the fort. To their credit, be it said, the
towns-people did not triurnph with wild huzzas over a fallen
foe, With much decorum, the military surrounded the gov~
ernor and his colleagues; a drum and fife were sounded, and
thus they accompanied the baffled tyrant to the place which
had been assigned to him. There he was met by Ma.rgaret
and Eleanor.

Till towards night, the city seemed relapsing into its usual
order. The soldiers and officers at the fort were under ar-
rest—the streets were still. But the quiet was ominous, and

* destined soon to be brokea into a wilder confusion than had -

yet reigned. By all the avenues leading to the couniry,
bands of armed and angry men were marching into town.
Every moment, some new accession was made. Farmers,

mechanics, tradesmen, doctors, soldiers, teachers, lawyers,

harangued together. The substance of their cries and ex-
clamations was, that they wanted the governor, and would
have him. In vain did the men in authority repeat their
advice, their warning ; all entreaty was wasted upon them,
The erowds grew so clamorous that the whole city was in
alarm,
“He is not safe enough where you have placed hlm

We must see him—we must chain him. He must go either
to the fort or to the jail. Give us the governor ! the gov-

ernor |”
22
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The mad cry went up appallingly—gaining in strength,
" swelling even to the ears of the fallen man. The bells were
rung—cannon thundered on the twilight air—and to the
‘gOVernor’s name were added the names of the captain and
master of the frigate. Nothing would satisfy them; and as
' they surrounded the house, threatening to level it if the
tyrant did not give himself into their hands, he was forced
to- appear, trembling now like a leaf, while his nieces uttered
despairing cries. :
~ The scene was fearful in the extreme. Shouts grew to
howlings—excitement overruled reason. - The war-spirit was
in the ascendency, and would vent itself in piercing sounds
and lawless tumults. ' .

4T fear we shall have trouble in earnest,” said the school-

miaster, stopping a moment by the side of Sir John Willie, .

who looked on uneasily, having no influence over this out-
break. - ‘ ' .

“Tt looks sol” said the young man: “see, they are tying
his hands—oh, shame! I like it.not,” he added, with in-
dignant emphasis, a glow of mortification mantling his
cheeks, : I .

. At that moment, a man, athletic and middle-aged, stepped
out from the crowd. His manner riveted attention, much
" more his startling voice, his determined gestures, as he
yelled, “Give the prisoner into my hands, gentlemen. Two
years ago this devil caused my father to be falsely impris-

oned in England. Falsely, mark! The poor old man laid

his white hairs upon the stone floor, and there died of grief.
Tis not the only one he has done to death ; the slow mur-
der of a poor, helpless, old gray-haired woman, this very
month in yonder jail, calls for vengeance. Now, 7 wish to
have the pleasure of taking this ex-governor by the collar of
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his coat, as

to jail”
Up went an exulting shout, ' |
“To the fort, rather,” cried several voices.

“Very well—to the fort, and, after that, ¢
the athletic man, ’

I would take a beast by its halter, and lead him

. o the jail I” cried
aking the' governor with a rude jerk b
the collar. Thus, with jeers and derisions, was he ieci} alona{
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Chuapier 5ixtyfiirﬁt.
Gor.n COMES OUT OF THE FURNAcﬁ PURE—&0° DID RUTH.

Tag work was not yet finished. Returning, after .the safer
. deposit of the ex-governor, they demanded 'fhe captain ?f the
frigate. He was brought from' the Red Lion, a woe-begone
image, expecting insult, perhaps death.
% He must surrender his ship !” shouted some one.
This was worse than even death to the captain. . |
“ Gentlemen, gentlemen " he cried,  don’t deprive us of
our wages; ask any concession, and I'm bound ,t;o do your
will, and sail off as soon as possible for England. )
«Well give you better wages,” they shouteid; hur:-:,h
for the British captain who don’t want to lose 111-‘.5 wages | )
“«Go strike your top-masts, and bring the sails ashore,
id Captain Cameron. ,
59:1“ Gofd 1 ¢ried the multitude, and hurried to send the cap-
fain to bis ship. This action diverted their minds, and made
them better-natured. In a short time the. captain, lwell
. guarded, was on board his yessel, actively giving directions,
and very soon the people on shore l‘lad the ple?sure of
_ handling the abstracted sails, and of seeing that their orders
re fully obeyed.
Welz they mea?; time, many a fugitive had been diligently
hunted up. Young men scoured the country far and near ;
and when they found any one who had taken measures with
the government, he was forthwith imprisoned.
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Captain Cameron had now some chance for a breathing-
spell.  He had been fearful that Lady Anne's name would
have been mentioned, and he powerless to save her; but it

-did not appear that she occupied the minds of the people,

so much were they incensed against the governor and his
vile secretary. : ‘ ‘

The governor’s house had been thoroughly ransacked, his
carriage rendered useless, his horses appropriated, and every
thing belonging to him treated with contempt.  His excel-
lency was led out of the fort on another forced march, and
left finally within the odious jail-walls, his glory all departed,

Not long could Cameron remain inactive. He deter-
mined, therefore, to busy himself about the capture of the
pirates. He had, accordingly, procured an armed force, and
all things were prepared with the greatest secrecy, so as to

- surprise and overpower the murderers and their abettors.

The young man was restless, and had grown pale with loss

. of sleep, but he could not allow himself to be idle for a mo-

ment,

He ascertained that Margaret and Eleanor were still at
the parsonage, that Lady Anne was ill, and that Ruth had
been called to the Red Lion, upon which latter information
he muttered—*So, the: delicate Episcopals have deserted
her.” He would, in all his torment, have given much for a
glimpse of Ruth’s sweet face; but, at the same moment that
his heart bounded tenderly towards her, he said, % Let her
suffer. T will not redeem her!” A

His hands were full-—he could not be idle if he would.
There was his ship to superintend, hands to find to man
her, and cargoes for her lading. So hé allowed himself no
time to think ; only when the curtain of the night fell over
him, that one face—that sweet, white, pleading face, was ever

~ before him, and wonld not let him sleep.
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And how fared it with Ruth? Well!

The trial of her faith and love had not left the maid either
despairing or desponding. For awhile it seemed as if all
the waves of affliction were gone over her—that she should
never, never emerge from their encompassing depths, or see
even the upward light that the sun sent shivering through
their surface. Therefore she waited patiently, with "bowed
head and clasped hands, till an arm stronger than hers lifted
her out, and she stood on firm land, her garments shining
" with the waters, and the warmth of God’s smile penetrating

her chilled heart. Through this dread experience she was
not passing in vain. She did not look back upon her
suffering or its authors with angry thoughts, or even an emo-
tion of indignation. Her constant model was the “ Man of
sorrows.” She had always been remarkable for humility
and religious zeal, but she had never entered so deeply into
the experiences of Christian life as now. It was a sma{l thing
to her be to judged by man’s judgment, standing as she did
in the light of the smile of God’s countenance. Her heart
- was divested forever of its creed-garments, and man-worship;
- she had learned that God judges by the life—the * whatso-
ever ye do"—and by the inmost emotions, impulses, and
desires-of the spirit. |
Ruth was eminently one of those whom Christ honored,

“when he said, “ Blessed are the pure in spzrzt for they shall

see God.”

Thus she did see God, even in this sore trial, and the |

glory that illumined his countenance gave her strength and
joy. In every thing—everywhere—she was privileged to
+ behold that Being who ever reveals himself to the inuocent,
and who is encompassed in dlouds and thick darkness only
" to the vile, the earthy—which clouds -md darkness are
thelrs, not Deity’s.
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Towards Lady Anne. Bellamont, Ruth was conscious of a
singularly repellant feeling. It was not anger, dislike, or any
thing that had its source in a desire to retaliate—it.was
dread. It might be that not only the words and manner of
Captain Cameron had inspired her with this aversion to be
in her society, but the constant language of Imogene, who |
stopped her childish play whenever the “dark lady” entered,
and assumed s demeanor, which, though painful to all con-
cerned, it was very evident she could not help.

To Ruth’s eyes, Imogene was more than mortal. Her

words were treasured—her singular revealings listened to as

from heaven. Even the ringlets of a rare gold-color were to
her different from the locks of any other child she had ever
seen ; and the sweet English beauty of little children was
not an unfrequent sight then. .

Paler, but with a countenance more serene, Ruth went
about her duties, She was in just the home her bruised
heart needed. She saw the rector, always gentle, always
forgiving, cheerful, and devout. She learned that in some
terrible way he had been deeply injured by Lady Anne, but
she also witnessed the “do good to them that despitefully-
use you,” carried out to the full extent of the divire com-
mand. His genial, kindly manner towards Doctor Cotton
Mather, whose imperious though devout spirit sometimes

led him to use the strongest expressions concerning those

who differed from him, impressed her yet more favorably.
To be sure, much of this was chargeable to the rector’s
calmer temperament, whose deepest passion was but as'a
glow-worm heat to Cotton Mather’s lightnings; but it was
very evident that he walked humbly, with hIS hand in that

IAof his Master,

As T'hinted before, Ruth had been called to the Red Lion,
Mistress Bean had contracted a severe cold, and needed her
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services. - At about the same time was Lady Anne violently
~ indisposed. None of the family thought that her sickness
‘was mhore than the commencement of a fever, destined, they
ijudged from the symptoms, to have a long and severe run.
What was the comsternation of the household when in-
foriried that it -was no other than the then scourge of horrors,
the small-pox‘ '
It was extremely fortunate, tha.t with her characteristic
pride and wilfulness, Lady Anne. had allowed none of the
 family to come near her. Preparations were immediately
made' to remove from the infected house. Every face was

blanched by terror. They were to depart early on .the

morhing after the news was imparted to them. Every pre-

cantion was taken to exclude the foul air from the rooms
. where Imogene slept. 8iill, a deadly terror weighed down

- their hearts. The mother took Imogene into her own bed,
clasping her close to her bosom, as if she feared her idol
~'might be taken from her loving arms.

That night, when the household had lost, for a brief time,
their overwhelming trouble in sleep, as the clock struck
‘twelve, and the last vibration rang out, Mrs. Aldrich opened
her eyes, conscious that the privacy of her room was in-
vaded, Sitting upright in bed, what was her agony to see,
by the dull flame of the night-lamp, the tall form of Lady
Anne—in her face a red heat, in her eyés a humid brilliancy
—bending down towards Imogene’s lips. Twice she called

" out before the power of motion came back to her; and then
the glittering gyes and shining face almost stopped the beat-
_ing of her heart.

Raving incoherently, and langhing to herself as she rolled

her wild eyes, Lady Anne glided, in her long white night-

robes, to the opposite side of the bed, and stretched out boti -

_arms, as if to snatch something that laid before her—startiu g

THE LOVER'S TRIALS, 347

back, however, as the thrilling cry resounded through th
rooms—the shriek of the half-distracted mother.

That cry awoke the rector, and brought in the attendant.
who must have been sleeping when his charge escaped.

“ Three times she touched my child with her deadly lips,”
cried Mrs, Aldrich in frantic tones, ¢ Why did you let her
come here, Parris?—had you not warning enough? Why
did she enter the fold of my poor little lamb? Oh,my
Imogene !”

Lady Anne was secured and carried back to her chamber,
but there was no more rest for that housé¢hold. The rector
and his wife both seemed to feel that the veil of the dark
angel overshadowed them, and eager as the minister's wifo
had been to fly to a refuge with her child, she would not
now consent, her only reply being—

“It would be of no avail—we should only carry death
elsewhere.” And she kissed the child with a solemn tender-
ness, as the little one asked, thmkmg it perhaps a dream—

“ What did the dark lady come in the night for—to carry
me off "

‘With his own hands the minister nailed the red cross to
his door. :
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Ohupter $ixty-5znnna.

I waice Rura 13 Acqurimrep.

Rore heard daily reports of the. progress of the terrible
scourge, With Lady Anne it was frightful. Both mind
and body suffered torments independent of each other.
With the child it had assumed a different form—milder,
more painless; snd strange to say, the hideous  mask had
only covered portions of her fair body—the face, the sweet
and holy face, it touched not. It seemed as if the destroyer
were loth to mar such loveliness,

No other member of the family had taken the infection,
and it did not seem likely that they would.

It was a gentle March morning. Captain Cameron had

gone on his dangerous expedition to the island. Madam

Bean, after imparting this information to Ruth, seemed tc
- treat her with more consideration—a bitter pill, a little sugar
after it. Ruth was restless; an undefined fear possessed
her, out of which coming sorrow was shaping itself. Mis-
tress Bean, on the contrary, just ill enough to sit comfortably
ensconced in white pillows propped on all sides of the great
bed-chair, was exceedmgly chatty, firing whole volleys of
questions concerning the circumstances, hablts tempers, and
means of the “ Episcopals.”

“And isn't it dreadful,” she cried, * to think that the poor
creatures are afflicted so' I wonder if it is some special
judgment? Well, well what strange thmgs happen! Here's
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the governor in pnson with his fine-dressed secretary ; Lady
Anne and -that little token-child both ke to die; Father
Comstock, poor man, sick on his bed from fatigue and worry,
and Cameron gone after pirates. Didst ‘ever see such a
come-together state of affairs ¢”

Ruth had no heart to answer. The long day dragged
wearily away, and towards evening, as she stood at a win-
dow, her thoughts reverting to Imogene, she gave a low,
painful cry, that startled the widow, and even brought her
to her side. i

“Mercy deliver us, child! What hath happened? Two

men stretched out; pray God one may not be the captain.”

“But it is, it is!” moaned Ruth.
“ And those savage-looking creatures |—they must be the

~pirates! How the so]dlels watch them! Well, they stop

here. The poor captain I—but I had rather they went else-
where.”

“You will not send him away!” eried Ruth hollowly,
laying her hand on the widow’s arm.

“ Why, child! dost think I have no heart? Here comes
the chambermaid. Two beds, Temperance—get thee two
beds ready,” said Mistress Bean, hastily, “and put them both
in the large chamber leading from the first flight. Is the
captain badly hurt, Temperance ?’ :

“They say they can’t tell, ma’am,” replied the giil;
“they've sent off for the doctor.”

“Go with her, child, if you want to,” said the widow.
“I would, but I fear the draughts” Ruth, striving to calm
herself, followed the girl, They entered the room. The
men had preceded them, under the directions of another
chambermaid, and were placing Captain Cameron on one of
the beds. He was very faint and quite helpless, while one
arm hung like a stiffened limb at his side, He saw Ruth—
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“saw her troubled eyes fastened upon him filled with grief,

He shuddered, meeting her gaze, and turned his face to the

wall. The sight of her seemed to give him pain, and she
instinctively shrauk back, and stood as much out of the way
as possible while the other body was being brought in. It
was but a body, for as they laid it on the bed, the lank jaw
fell and the eyes were glassy.

“J thought he couldn’t live to get here, said one of the

_men compassionately ; “ poor fellow I

Ruth was looking on, her hands clasped tightly, a portion
of her dress gathered in them, She, stooping forward, canght
sight of the rigid features of the dead, and, with a cry that
was heart-rending, exclaimed—* Oh! my poor, poor father !”
and sobbed wofully at the bedside of the corpse. |

#Oh! you have suffered—you have suffered !” she mur-
mured, kneeling, and_scanning closely the worn and chan-
nelled face, “This—this is sorrow! to know what he was,
and to see him thus!”

!” ‘

Great tears fell. down her cheeks sobbing, she buried her

brow in her hands,

- “That beats all,” said one of the men in an pndertone;
“that must be Red-hand John—Jack Margerie—he that

was dead long ago, J thought;” while Captain Cameron,

" under the influence of strong excitement, raised himself in
bed, clutching at the edge to keep himself uprlght, and
looked in wild amaze. At last he sank back again heavily.
- 'The men, respecting Ruth’s grief, left the chamber, telling
each other that strange things happened now-a-days.

“Ruth!” cried the captain, in a weak voice.

She came slowly towards him, and falling on her knees
by his bed, still kept her sorrowful face hidden; still sobbed
pitifully. ‘

“Ruth—is this s0?” Oh, you should have told me!
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Ruth, have 1 been thus unjust to you? . My poor enild!
God forgive me if I have, I see now—you are a noble gir],
Ruth Margerie! a noble girl, my Ruth !”

“Yes, T will tell you now,” she said, in a voice of sad mu-
sic, as by a strong effort she checked her tears. “ He was
my poor father. It was he I met on that first night. I had
thought him dead, so had others; and that, with the sudden
shock of meeting him—" she paused ; conquering herself
again, “ He exacted a solemn promise from me that I would
not let a living soul know that he was on the coast. *He
yearned to see me,’ he said, and wished he was a better man,
for my sake. He said that ¢if the people thought him alive,
they would never rest until they had hunted him to death,
and he was sick—not able to go to sea’ I was frightened,
and repeated the words of a solemn oath after him; then
how could I tell? For his sake I have borne,”—her voice
faltered—* what, perhaps, I could not bear again but oh!
the hardest of all was the loss of your confidence.”

“ Noble Ruth—noble Ruth !” said the self-convicted man,
tryma to place his hand upon her head, but could not.
“T see it now—God forglve me! What right had I to
doubt 1 ,

“ He promised me,” murmured Ruth’s soft voice, “that he
had done with evil deeds; and if he might only be confided
in' by me, his innocent Chlld he said, it would help him
to be a better man. So, though I shrank from hin—I—I
could not help it. He kissed me; he was my father, you
know.?

She added this so mournfully.

“ Blessed Ruth !” murmured Captain Cameron,

“ And it seemed to me that I might save him,” she con-
tinued, sobbing a little. “Oh, I thought how glorious it

would be ! worth bearing all my humiliations for—oh! yes,
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" and more, much more, And I have prayed for him night
and day; and when I stood there, before all the people, T
~ seemed to hear a voice whispering to me—* It is not all in

vain, Ruth !’ and it made me happy l—so happy!
“ But when I was called again in the same way, I did not

see him—but—that other-that wicked captain; and from

him I learned what otherwise I could not have dreamed,
that my poor, guilty father had once more stained hig hands
with blood. Oh, this was the hardest of all to bear!”

“Yes; and 4f you had gone with him, Ruth! I have
heard a fearful plot revealed. The villain gloried in his
shame, You would never have seen your father; their pirat-
ical craft lies miles from here, where no human ears could
have heard your cries. Great God! I thank thee!”

He wiped the cold dew from his forehead with his free
hand, then said, tremulously, as though he foared the favor
he wag asking might be too great :

“ Ruth, you Wﬂl stay by me ¥’ his voice was failing: “The

ball entered my right side; I cannot tell if it may not be
fatal; they are. c,oming—sta.y by me—stay by me till the
*iast, Ruth ¢
Thé doctor and several gentlemen entered, Their express-
~ ive silence and concerned looks spoke more eloquently than
words. The ball was quickly extracted; one sharp -cry of
pain had gone to Ruth’s heart—then they sent her for lint
and bandages. . It was well they did ; for she was faint and
“sick with apprehension,

i
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Chapter Sixty-third,

LerTER FROM GODFREY LAMB, BOOKSELLER, To mIS WIFE
iy Lowponw,

Darep Bostow, March, 168—.
My pARLING :

As I was getting readie to have my luggage carried on
board ye Prudent Sarah, news came to me that ye captain
was desperate wounded ; and so, of course, ye matter had to
be put off for ye present

That was four weeks ago, darling, w'h time I have been
off far in ye countrie prospecting, and only returned two
days agone, so fatigued that I could not put pen to paper
before. 'Well, ye governor and his party are safe in jail. I
have been to see his excellencie, and he is very much
changed—quite submissive, Alle his proud bearing seems
gone; while Randolph manages to keep wine by him, and
sings songs desperately. I cannot help thinking ye people
have acted out their honest convictions; and I should not be
much suiprised if, at some future time, ye colonies should
rile themselves. There is wide water between ye two coun~
tries, w'h adds to making it probable,

Ye young captain is now recovering, and handsomer than
ever; and ye notorious Captain Bill is safe lodged, though I
know not of ye safety, for they say hardly any jail will hold
him. Wouldst ever think of it! Itis said this bad man
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is ye very own son (who went off so many years agone) of
my friend ye Reverend Parris Aldrich. That maketh him
nephew to ye governor, thou knowest. And what doth give
coloring of probability to ye affair is, that Miss Margaret Al-
drich hath been now expressly to see him several times.
There's no accounting for tastes. T would disown a pirate,
—but there! I am not a woman. They have not let ye min-
ister hear about it, he having had sore sickness in his fam-
ily—yet God spared yeo little maid Imogete.

And I do so hate to tell thee (and at the same time am
glad, for now all ye mystery is cleared up, and Ruth acquit-
ted), still T dread to tell thee—it hath come to light that a
dreadful pirate, worse even than ye other, and who died re-
cently, after his capture, was her own father. To be sure,
. she has had nothing to do with him these ten years, be-

lieving him dead. Ok, to think yet! and she so different!

so slight! so graceful and ladylike! I can hardly compre-
_ hend it. Thou wouldst not think her low-born—uo, not

even for & moment.
' i

Three days later,

1 threw up my cap. with the rest. So William and
~ Mary are crowned—joy to them. Long be their reign! We
are having bell-ringings, firing of cannon, processions, and
great companies of horse and foot from ye countrie parading.
Poor old governor! how bad must he feel in that nasty jaill
They are serving wine to ye soldiers. All sorts of foolerie is

going on. : : .

Thou wilt laugh when I tell thee that, as a freeman, I at-
tended ye training on ye field called Commons. It is cns-
tomary here, for all that can bear arms, to go out on .a train-
ing-day. They asked me what I would choose to carry, and
thinking a pike best for a raw soldier, I took that. But with
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all my love of such things, I declare I knew not how to be-ar it
.a.nd they told me I held it upside down. I felt mighty foolj
ish.  'Well, well, it was ye first time I was ever really in arms
an.d I knew no more how to shoot off a gun than a Wﬂ{i
Irishman. Neither was 1 conscious of being guilty of ye

| knowledge of military discipline in ye least. Notwithstand-

-ing I went, and never was I so astonished as to see ye cap-
tain, solemn as a minister, call us into close order, and then
—wen.t i prayer—praying, by my watch, twenty minutes,
and with ye sun beating on us. And when our training was
over, then ye captain prayed again. Surely, he must be a
verie godly man. No such thing was ever done, I thi
of New England. 7 fhml ont
I will only add, that *tis rumored Sir John Willis will
shortly be married to Miss Margaret Aldrich, and Miss Elea-

nor to Master Ross. I believe that is all. Soe good-by,
dearest. ' Thy ’

Lauz,
23
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‘(Mmptex Sixty-fonrvth.

A PropHEOY AND—NoT A Drarm, BUT A TRANSLATION.

MIsTRESS Cpﬁswocx was busy in her little lean-to. Father
Comstock sat, quite an invalid, in a black-leathern chair that
seemed not unacquainted with centuries. Incame the school-
master, without ceremony ; he was a privileged visitor. He
smiled’ as he saw the crutches on ove side of the benevolent
chair-back—tha old bass-viol on the other—the old bow
across the old, wasted knees. .

Then in came Cotton Mather.

« it down, sit downj; T'm right glad to see thee,” said
Father Comstock, a smile lighting his withered face, that,
like a dry branch, was all the brighter when it kindled.
«Pm feebly, I thank thee, feebly”—(they all shook hands),
« pretty near the edge of the marrow river; but I don’t
dread it. The people are gay.” .

«Yea, truly; carried away with the excitement,” said the
schoolmaster. “ William and Mary are good enough, I sup-
pose. I hope they may send us something that will set bet-
ter on our stomachs than Sir Edmund did.?

Father Comstock looked upward. The dim blue eye
brightened again. IHe tapped one twanging string of the
old viol. Pretty soon he came down from his vision.

« While the Jews were contented with God alone for their

* 'yyler,” said he, “the Lord took care of them; but when

they prayed for an-earthly king, he gave them over to hard-
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ness of hear.t. Since then”-—-»lthe'blue eyes travelied from
face to face, impressively—* have kings been a curse to an
pation!” ) !
"Twas a bold speech, but it found echo in the hearts of the
two men opposite—the schoolmaster, gray, Cotton Mather
in his prime. ‘
o Our‘brother is right” Gamaliel spoke, nevertheless he
pulled his long vest nervously. ' :
The blue eyes gazed dreamily upward again. Was it a

, halo about the old man’s white brow, or the level sun-rays

touching the silver crown of age?
He spoke.
“There is a strange feeling come over me, My dreams of

- late have impressed me heyond what is palatable for my.

mind’s digestion. Shall I say it?  We shall yet be 2 people
without priestly or kingly rule. The mountains are the
Lord’s, the little hills are the work of His hand, and on both
flo the rains, the dews, and the sunshine fall equally, accord-
ing to their bigness. So it shall be with this people. Great
and small, high and low, shall alike taste the sweets of a
God-fearing liberty. Look—do you see?” The old man
pointed his sinewy finger prophetic—they saw nothing.
“Palace-homes rise along the thronging highways, ‘but
not for oppressors, They who build:them are as good as
they who live in them. Cities stretch far and wide. Great
plains are filled up—forests teem with human voices. The
sea is full of ships”—(his voice sank to a whisper)—* 'tlhey
carry the colors of no king. Everywhere beauty, plenty !
Eve}'ywhere love, hope, happiness—but no allegiance to any
foretgn power. God speed the day!” he added, his face

. grewn sublime, Iis listeners nodded their heads. Cotton

Mather took (mentally) notes for a sermon.
“Yes, it will come—it will come,” said Father Comstock,




358 THE LOVER’S TRIALS.

solemnly ; % a hundred years may roll down the greal steep
of time-—but it will come, as surely as I go down to the
grave.” | - .

“Tt was the jail, gentlemen—the damp, wet, nasty jail,”
‘ried Mistress Comstock, entering with a posset, and who
had caught only the last words; “I knew he couldtnot
stand the damp and the cold, and he nigh on to sevent?;'. It
was not likely but his rheumatics would come upon him to

the extent they have. Alas, I feared it!”

A modest knock at the door, and in glided Ruth. Her .

rose-tinted face made the room more. cheerful even than be-
fore. It was strange to see in how many little delicate ways
Dr. Cotton Mather showed his contrition for the past. He
"had acknowledged that his suspicions were unfounded—
wrong—and that he was sorry now that they had ever mas-
tered him as they had—very sorry. He had said this to
Ruth plainly and freely, like a great-hearted man. ' It was
but natural that some should sneer at her connectzon with
the motorious pirate, and others express their grief; but
there were none but heartily rejoiced that there was no lon-
' ny shame attached to her fair fame. 7
gel:‘ i“r.‘i; Syou better to-day, father #” she' asked—it was Ruth
of -old who spoke—the bright-eyed, cheery Ruth, as she
parted the silver locks gently. . -

“ He leads me carcfully down, daughter,” replied the serene
old man, tenderly, as was his wont. “Ihave hung my harp
up, cosset—up high upon the Willows, and nobody plays on
it now, unless, mayhap, the angels. I :ﬂrould we could sing
‘the songs of Zion once more, but’I fear it may not be. Are
¥ oing to stay, daughter " _ .
y'ogl?: télglooizg her ’g;ight tresses. “TI wish I could, TFather
" Comstock, but the Hhttle Imogene grows Worsg,_and they

have sent for me.” | < | :
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“Ts there no danger " asked the old man, |

“Oh, nos the disease left her days ago, and since, they
thought her recovering ; but I believe she is taken very
weak again.” ‘ ‘

“'Then go, child, po; thou art always doing some deed of
merey,” said the old man, kissing her fair cheek, God,
grant thy trials may be over.” ‘

“Is it true that the Lady Anne hath been carried to her

. own house ?” asked the schoolmaster,

“They tell me so, sir,” answered Ruth,

. “Dreadfully disfigured—horribly changed,” said Cotton
Mather, thoughtfully, “ 8o perisheth the beauty of this
world—but that of the pious soul groweth more and more
into perfectness. I would not judge any too harshly, but it
seemeth to me that God hath punished this whited sepulchre
for some hellish iniquity.” ‘ o

Ruth siiled a little as she turned aside at this mild judg-
ment, then, gracefully taking leave of the goodly company,
she hurried, with a beating heart, towards the home of the
“ Episcopals,”

It was true that Lady Anne had been removed to her own ,
mansion. When she was well enough, she asked for a mir-
ror. They dared not resist her imperious will, and handed
her one. Then the shriek that rang through the house wag
most direful. She had totally lost her beauty—and, alas!
what had she in head or heart to take its place? Then she
immediately insisted on being carried where none could see

the ravages of disease, and, covering her from head to foof,

they complied with her wishes.

In Imogene's case the sickness took a favorable turn, and
for some days her parents were delighted to find her appa-
'rently recovering. But this improvement lasted only a few

; days. She grew wan, white, and unearthly, and, like a fad-
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ing flower, drooped .till the lit{le frame could no longer sus-
tain itself. Laying along the pillows like a thin sunbeam;
her eyes gradually taking on-'an unearthly tinting, her feat-
ures every way moulded into heavenly fairness, she both
distracted and filled with unutterable love the hearts of those
“who bent above her. ‘

They made the room beautiful with roses. In each of the
four windows, the white light came, making arabesque sun-
'paintings in a golden shimmer on the snowy wall—streaming
over the spotless counterpane, bnghtmng up the soft abun-

dant tresses.

Rath had not looked to see a thing so ethereal, so heaven-
pure! Mare than ever before did it seem as if she would
dissolve within her sight. And oh! how enraptured was

the child to see Ruth again! She had said (so wonder-

fully acute had grown her sense of hearing) that “there
was Ruth !” when none of them heard the outside door open.

She threw her almost transparent arms, that fell like the -

folding breaths of two opposite currents of air, over Ruth’s
neck, and when she released her, she said :

«Your mother came in with you—what a pretty angel!

Ruth looked up inquiringly.

“She sees, or thinks she sees, some attendant spirit with
each one who enters,” said the tearful mother, softly.
¢ Either her vision is smgula,rly refined, or God gives her in-
ner sight.”

“ 8he is there now ; she is over your right shoulder. She
is kissing you. Oh, how bright! dor’t you see her?’ and

. the thin hands came together with’a rapturons clasp.

It

Ruth was awe-struck, but managed to ask, ¥ Who docs she -

look like; darling ¢”
“She looks as you do—-—some—mher hair is like the sun{
‘ the sun !” _
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“My mother had black hair,” murmured -Ruth to Mrs.
Aldrich—then turned to the child again. The soft eyes
were liffed no longer—there was only a matural light in
them now. ‘

She smiled as she met Ruth’s g]ance said brightly and
quickly, “She’s gone!” smiled again, and, placing one hand
under her cheel, lay gazing at Ruth.

“ Sometimes there’s ever so many of them here,” she mur-
mured calmly, as if it were only a natural and customary
sight. “ When I was well, the little children never came—
such pretty ones !—but they love me now, because I can’t get
up, and walk and play. They're not frightened a bit, either, -
when papa or mamma come in; they fly all round mamma,
and sometimes kiss her, just as if she belonged to them ; but
when some people come—oh, they do go so quick 1”

“ Do they #” asked Ruth, involuntarily glancing upwards,

“Yes"—she hummed the yes, and nodded her head;—
“but Tl tell you when they come,” she added, her oyes
lighting with a supernatural splendor. *Only”—a little
shadow crossed her pure face—*they won’t talk to me; but
they sing sometimes—sing so sweetly! DBuf papa says may-

- be that’s the way they talk in heaven”” The bright smile

came back. “I wanted mamma to hea.r them yesterday ; I
guess she did—she wouldn’t say no.’

Ruth felt every nerve creep, as the beautiful child lay
regarding her with those eyes full of mystery. From the
blue-veined brow to the foot-shape under the graceful bed-
drapery, she seemed only a spirit—ethereal as air, lovely as
light! Would she need to die?

“ Do you feel sick, darling # asked Ruth

“No-—only I can’t get up. I'm waiting for my angel; -
when she comes, 1 thlnk I shall go with her—up to where
Jesus lives,”
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Her simple faith made her eyes lustrous again. Mrs.

Aldrich turned from the bed, but someway her sigh seemed.

to speak of resignation as well as sorrow.
8o there, for a time, was Ruth’s post—in the company of

that spirit passing heavenward, and the angels.. Imogene

wanted her always, she said.
~ Ruth’s watch was a hallowed one. Henceforth, sin of
thought, or word, or deed, would seem frightful to her;
henceforth it would be asolemn, yet a beautiful thing to live;
henceforth life would never seem short—mnever. It appeared
~ sometimes as if the atmosphere of that room was full of
" célestial brightness; its light fell over the face of Imogene
(perhaps over her own), bathing it in a clear, spiritual lustre,
Oh! surely,”if it was not hers to see, she heard the faint
rushings of wings; harp-airs fell on her inner ear—her soul
was lifted, and heaven not far off.

One day Imogene said to Ruth—

“ When I go fo sleep, will you be my mother's child ¢
Yes, you will—won't you?” she added, seeing Ruth’s 11p
quiver; “you will stay here, and lie in my bed, and sit in
my chair—and I will come sometimes and kiss you.”

“We shall always love Ruth because you love her, as
well as for her own sake,” said the minister, much moved.
% Yes, Ruth shall be to us as a daughter.” .

« () father!” and the little hands smote joyously together,
"¢ when you said that, came that beautiful angel that looks

like Ruth. O father! say it again,” cried the child, in an_

ecstasy.
Mr. Aldrich repeated his promise, and the chﬁd lay like

one in a delighted trance, only murmuring, “ It is so bright !”

Old Doctor De Bow was the family physician. e was
accounted the most skilful medical practitioner in the colo-
nies, and his services were sought far and near. Generally,
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he was a coarse, unchristian man, speaking lightly of death
and eternity ; but before Tmogene, he held his peace. The
grim old atheist was either afraid or ashamed in the pres-
ence of this revelation. -

When the old man came quietly in, instead of bustling
about in his usually pompous way, with his cocked hat

under his arm—on the day that Ruth returned—said the

child, laying her feverish little palm in his great, sinewy
hand— )

“ That ugly black cloud over your shoulder grows lighter
every time—and I just saw a dear little round face, just like
a baby’s, peep out of it.”

“Oh dear!” cried the old doctor, dropping like lead into 2
chair. " Strangely enough, he had that morning lost a beau-
tiful little grandchlld——hb only one. Would that lead h1m t0
the kingdom ?

“Is she no better, doctor?” cried the suffering mother, as

she followed the usually morose doctor to the door.

“Better! 1 wish to heaven I was as well!” His voice
was choked. “Madam, you nor I, nor any other mortal
being deserves such a child as that! Child !—she’s a seraph.
I tell you she couldn’s grow up here. The air isn’t pure
enough,” He faltered again as he added: “She wants—a
change of climate, and she will have it soon.”

“She will have it soon!” How the words rang in the
ears of the waiting, watching group! She, on her ‘part,
waited more patiently than any of them. The visits of
angelic beings—to her apprehension—became more frequent,
She would break out into low, musical laughs in her sleep,
and beat time to some strain of heavenly harmony, When
she awoke, she looked about for a moment bewilderingly, as
if she found herself in the wrong place-—-and s0 she did ; but
she waited,
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One day—it was not long after the sun had risen—she
said suddenly_ L

“I'm going, Ruth—mother—papa !”

A sweet smile trembled along her lips, but from them the
faint scarlet was _graduzﬂly dying out. Her eyes were fixed,
but not on the cold, white wall, where little curious beams
quivered and glittered. |

She was repeating something in a whisper. . The father,
who had been called, bent, hushing his grief, close to her
mouth. It was a little psalm she had learned long ago, and
thus it ran :

¢ Gtod shall charge his angel leﬂg{ons,
Watch and ward o'er thee’to keep;

. Though thou walk through hostile regions,
Though in desert wilds thou sleep.”

She attempted another verse, but seemed not to have the
strength, so lay silent for awhile; then cried, with a sudden,
triumphant smile— '

“ They're all here, mother; I'm going—good-night.”

Ruth was weeping, but so quietly that she disturbed no
one, “ Good-night!"—oh, that it were dut good-night!

They stood moveless around her, They knew she was
gone, but could not bring themselves to signify the fact to
~ each other, The white fingers just met over the unmoving

breast. But, oh! it was hard to see the beautiful eyes glaze— -

so, with one deep sob, the minister held his hand over them ;
then gently, gently pr ressed the whlte lids down.

O God !—that hush !

Who has not felt it? To Ruth it secemed as if there
would never more come angels around her; and if this had
happened in the time of her desclation, she would have
prayed to lie down there beside her, and die too. Now it
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was a mournful pleasure, but still a pleasure, to fold the hair
back (looking brighter than ever were the silken curls, in
contrast with the death-whiteness of cheek and brow), and
to sit there and think where she was,

When the first bitter pang was over, thus wrote the rector
to England. Yes, this now time-stained, almost illegible

paper, felt the hot tears of a father's grief. I eopy it word
for word :

“ Deare MoTHER:

. “Alle is over. Ye angel thou didst wish to see hath
gone to her Father in heaven. O mother—mother! I am
desolated—oh! I 'am broken in spirit. Would thou wert
not so far away! Pitie me: ye strings of mie heart are all
snapped in sunder.

“She lies before me now; and, suffering as I am to ye
soul’s centre, couldst thou look on this sight! and could I
seo thy deare smile but once to beam on this sad, tear-wette
face, my sore anguish would be lightened, There is a white
rose in her hair—oh, that precious hair! breakmg out in
shining filaments under her grave-cap!

“Thou rememberest ye cross, with white stones, thou didst
gend her from England, 'That same cross is in her hand.
Oh, ye waxen fingers soe slender |~oh, ye whole of my dar-
ling l—my darling! my dead! my living! my mortal! my
angel onel I write in ye agonie that must surelie have
veiled ye spirit of Mary, when her most divine Son did lie in
all ye cerements w’h eyes look last upon, and w’h eyes loathe
with unavailing bitterness. '

“T often say, what came she for,—she that was so different
from all ye children of earth that ever I have seen? Not
unawares have we received an angel. From ye first hath she
been a mysterie to me. She never was alone but she was

)




366 THE LOVER'S TRIALS.

smiling upwards at something in ye air. When we spoke
not to her she answered, making an unearthlie feeling to run
through alle.my veins. On whoever came to us she pro-
nounced judgment soé wise that we trembled, and were con-
strained to walk uprightly before her. She was like a vase
of chrystal. Ye wicked feared to encounter her as if she

were some great judge with unlimited power. Truly, how

should I thank God with trembling, that He hath entrusted
me with a pearl from among His crown-jewels. Yes, I will
be resigned. Perhaps ye same angels who talked with her
are near .me now,

%0 heaven! I thought I saw a smile on her lips, but
’twas only fantasy, Sometimes I think ye cross moves—I
go and listen at her Ilps—-—or that ye eyelids open—tis all,
all fantasy I”

With the solemn service of the English Church the pre-
cious body was consigned to dust. Ruth returned home
with them, She trimmed the portrait of the child with flow-
ers instead of crape, and gathered up the relics the dear fin-
gers had made holy. Onece, long after, Mrs. Aldrich gave
Ruth the key of the casket containing the caul, telling hez
if it was changed or broken she need not speak. Ruth gave
a mournfal glance and was silent, but her eyes swam in
tears.
~ The death of Imogene, the little New-E Dncrland Token, as
she was called, gave sorrow to the whole city. Cotton Ma-
ther, overlooking all scruples, attended the funeral; so did
all the clergymen, even from the adjacent towns. Her life
was the theme for sermons, of poems; and babes were hushed
to sleep by sweet stories of the holy little New England
child, who was so innocent the angels came to play with her.
A celebrated English artist, then sojourning in Boston, ob-
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tained her picture, a remarkably accurate likeness, and
copied it with the beautiful eyes uplifted, and airy, almost
unpalpable forms of winged seraphs floating above and

" around her,

A(,cording to the records of her life, this was not a case of
precocious intellect, mor of forced religious training. I
never taught her,” said her father, “but instead took lessons
from her. She was always cheerful, gentle, playful, but
heaven seemed to have entrusted her with a singular and su-

perior power. I shall know why, when I meet her up
there " '
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Chapter Sixnty-fifih,

Lavpy Anxe's Coxression, WHICH EXPLAINS ALL MysrEaizs.

TeE jail was more comfortless than ever. Sir Edmund
occupied the room in which Sir John had. been so lately im-
prisoned. Let me describe it. Fourteen by twenty, walls
unplastered, window-holes crossed by rough iron bars, two
wooden bedsteads and five or six shake-downs (piled against
~one side of the wall in the daytime), floor of rough stone

partly, gartly the ground, a fireplace, black-jawed and given.

~ to smoking, a few stools, a few chairs, and one rickety bench
. that answered for a table, completed the inventory.

Not a luxurious lodging, this, for one whose brow had
~ been fanned by the airs of affluence. Not a pleasant ex-
change, these foul wooden stools, for couches of silken vel-

vet—or the discolored walls and blackened spider-hangings

for tapestry, paintings, and statuary. Add to this the groans
of the sick—of whom there were a few, uncared for, unat-
tended to—the noisome smells of neglected offal within and
without, and it will readily be believed that the governor
and his secretary were discontented with their lodgings.

To add insult to injury, Captain Bill had been placed
among them. This psuedo wine-merchant and redoubtable
thief was not a welcome- addition to their company by any
means, especially as he attempted familiarity.

“Well, governor, so we're all jail-birds together I was his
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first salutation. “ Well, it’s a decided relief to get into good
society. Oh, come man, don’t be uppish. This is no time
to put on airs, especially with relations. Let me condole
with you, most honorable uncle, for notwithstanding I, like
yourself, have the misfortune to be kept at my country’s ex-

_ pense, 1 am your own dear nephew, the run-away son of the

parson, Parris Aldrich. I hope my very much respected
father is well.”

“We have no wish to know you,” replied the governor,
after a glance of haughty contempt. You are a notorious
Hiar, thief, blackguard, and pirate.” '

“ Well, that’s cool! thank you, uncle” was the reply.

“You will desist from using our name with familiarity,”
said the governor, highly exasperated. '

“8hall I chastise thiis fellow, excellency ?” queried the sec-
retary, with knit brows.

“Try it, you puppy ! shouted Captain Bill, springing from
his seat, his athletic arms extended, his hands grappling the
air. “If I am to hang,” he .added, ferociously, “I' should
like the pleasure of twisting your meck first, and putting
your black heart where no embroidery would cover it for
one while, unless they have such luxuries in Aell /”

The secretary had retreated to the farthest corner of the
room, crying that here was a madman, and shouting for the
keeper. There would, undoubtedly, have been trouble but
for the entrance of the jailor, followed by Margaret Aldrich.

“Ha, Maggie!” exclaimed Captain Bill, putting off his
belligerent attitude, “I knew you'd come. I knew you
wouldu't desert your poor devil of a brother in the time o
his trouble.” o

The governor and his secretary looked on in astonishment,
‘Would she recognize him .

Yes, she walked directly towards him, and with tears in
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her eyes and anguish in her voice, she said, “'O Wilfred !
Wilfred ! my father would die 1f' he knew of this.”

“Niece, do we dream?” . queried the governor, sternly.
« Are thy senses gone, girl, that thou caunst stoop to this
felon—this pirate ?”

“ Uncle, he 4¢ my brother,” was the only rep]y; “and
though I fear lost to all virtue, I cannot des.ert him. - For
years I have known this, and striven to save hlm,.and tl.mugh
my prayers and entreaties have been of no avail, I will not
disown him now.” o

“Thére's the girl for my money!” shouted Captain Bill,
and common as the expression was, tears stood in his eyes.

u Yes, now I see how the wretch was libera.ted fro.m ou,l;
dwelling. Girl, 7 disown éhee! Thief, where is my silver ?”

« Where you and I are going pretty soon,—under ground,
composedly replied Captain Bill

On her way from the jail on a subsequent visit, some two

weeks after Tmogene’s death, Margaret was overtaken by one

of Lady Anne’s maids, who gave her a note to her father.

The superscription was in the round, bold hand of Lady

Anne. ‘

Margaret found her father sitting dejectedly by the ﬁx:e-
side. Ruth was reading aloud, and Mrs. Aldrich, very white
and nearly ill, occupied a couch drawn up on the }.iearth.
None of the little family had learned in what connection the
pirate-captain stood to them. It had been carefully kept
from their knowledge, even by the townsmen, who respected
the sacredness of the rector’s great grief. .

Margatet handed her father the note, fearful that its con-

. tents would be prejudicial, It begged him to ‘come !;o her
without delay, as she had something of the utmost impor-
tance to communicate fo him. His hand shook life a leaf

as he read—so many bitter, anguished reminiscences did this |
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handwriting reeall.  He determined to go, however; and as -
svon as he had calined himself sufficiently, he set forth..
The note said three o'clock, It was nearly that hour

- when he stood upon the steps of her mansion. From the

drawing-room he was conducted to a darkened chamber.
Shades were placed before the windows, and Lady Anne lay
upon & couch, almost entirely concealed by a canopy of
thick glittering stuff, which she had caused to be constructed.
Only one hand was in sight, but it was covered with a glove
of delicate white kid. -

At the foot of the bed sat Captain Cameron, who seemed
astonished to meet the rector, His handsome face was
troubled. Neither was he permitted a sight of Lady Anne,
whose studious anxiety was now ias much to hide her face, as
she had before been eager to display its proud beauty.

Pen cannot paint the mingled emotions that assailed the
heart of the minister, as he solemnly took his seat in the
silence of the tomb-like room, and awaited her errand.
‘When he had last seen her he was a happy father; he could
scarcely realize that this woman had embittered his whole
life. He had met her first under the roof of an uncle, with
whom he spent one of his vacations, Ile was then but nine-
teen, with a refined, poetic fuce. She was high-born, beau-
tiful, and notoribus for her coquetry—but she loved the
student, and because he would not return Ler passionate
advances, her unregulated, undisciplined life, was thence-
forth devoted to revenge. Al the past he saw in review as
he sat there, waiting for her ladyship to speak, and last, but

not least, came the conviction, that through harboring her
he had lost Imogene, ' '

The silence was broken.
“1 sent for you both to come and see me,” she said, in a

voice terribly agitated; “but I would not have you see me
- 24 ‘
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for the world, If it will be any satisfaction to you, in view
of the many wrongs I have inflicted, know that I am per-
manently disfigured.” , :

« God keep me from cherishing revenge!” said the minis
tor, after & short struggle for composure. “I am sorty for
you, Lady Anne.” |

«T have given up the world forever,” she resumed j “ Dot
because I'am tired of it, but I could not mingle with those
who have seeh me in other days. I have sent for Captain
. Cameron, as you see, to engage passage with him to Lon-

don ;. there I shall enter a convent, and devote myself to
religion.”
“1t is my unalterable decision,” she added, in reply %o
~ some gentle, Christian remonstrance. A convent will be
my final destination. . But before I shrive myself at.the feet
of some holy father, I must make my confession to you—to
you, against whom I have sinned so deeply”—her voice fal-
tered. The minister bent his head on his hand. Captain
Cameron looked on amazed, and would have gone, but she
commanded him to remain, o
" This humiliation I could not undergo (it has cost me

many a struggle), but for nights I have seen your little .

" child in my dreams, and I could not bear the reproach in
ber face.”

She was weeping, The head was withdrawn for a mo-
ment. The minister still sat with his face hidden,

«T have requested Captain Cameron to remain,” she said,
“becauss what 1 have to say concerns him as well as your-
self. And oh! God grant that thus I may partly expiate

" my sin.”

« Amen !” responded the rector; adding quickly, ¢ may
God for Christ’s sake forgive you I”

« You know, already,” she continued, “ that I caused your

T
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grs;t Ichild to be taken from you. That you traced to me—
ut I returned”—the
but 1 rou itsc; - nilsz:”was a long pause—.“‘anotker child,
The minister lifted himself with a convulsive effort,
:: Wom:an {” he e;claimed, drawing his breath in g'as'ps.
. “ No—it was not your son Wilfred—the children were so
young no one could have fold, especially after a week’s ab-
sence. EYen the mother of the other child, a handsome
G'el‘nfa.n girl in my employ, did not know. F;om that time
to this—now nearly twenty-three years—I have followed the
fortunes of those boys. Your son, or he whom you thought
your son, has proved his lineage. His father was a ruﬂigan ‘
and—you know, of course—Margaret has told you—" ,
There was silence. Then the minister said, as if comin
out (_)f a trance, “I am bewildered—Marg‘é,ret, has t 1d .
nothing : to what do your words tend ¥ e
“It will do no harm to tell you, then,” conﬁnued Lad
Anne. “I am prepared for your harshest censure—it is dey:
serve'zd. He—the babe your wife nuised and loved—whio
ﬁesplsed your authority, and left his home when a lad—he
Czs},) ilizwlgﬂi?fo the lawless pirate and murderer they éali l
“ No—it cannot be!” The minister arose from his seat
a:nd staggered a few paces back and forth. The veins stoodf
hkfe knotted blue cords on his pale temples—drops of an-
guish beaded the veins. “For God’s sake don't torture me.”
?ne said hoarsely; “I can illy bear it now. Tell me Whe;e
1s my son, if he be living %’ o
“ Before you I”
The answer was brief—given in a tear-veiled voice—but

oh! how much it involved! Captain Cameron started to

his feet now, tugning in bewilderment from the couch to the

. almost petrified form of the rector.
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% golemnly affirm, and am willing to tak‘e oath, t‘hat thl;
“man, whom you have all known as Captain Cameron, ::u
who has begged me countless times to clf?a,r the lglgfs eryi
concerning his parentage, is your lawful child and h(?lr. L
have done him no harm, but rather good, though is oW
noble nature hath aided him most.” -

«T cannot realize this great blessing, my d(?aI‘ sir " Bex;
claimed the young shipmaster tremulously, overjoyed. 3 u
oh! if I am not in a too happy dream, I thank God for a
father " ‘ N

« And T for.a son |” sobbed the rector, df‘alhng within

n’s arms, completely overpowered.
Y"‘r}fﬁ n;?oved hm,ld wag invisible for a.time—there wai}a
sound of soft weeping under the curtains. Doubtles;, h‘uz
tears that streamed down the disfiguring chgnnels 0 tn.:x
face were the first drops of true penitence that had ever fallen
her eyes. .
frozt lenggl the voice said again, “ Have. you argr questions
to ask ? I could not blame you for doubting me.”

The minister lifted his head, turned the manly young face

. before him to the light, pressed back the clustermg‘curls,
"~ and replied in a tone of triumph, “ Not one !. The teatu;es
of his sainted mother convince me. And 1_f it were not her
likeness I look upon, the thrill that springs frctm vein t?
vein, as I hold him to my heart, WOl.ﬂd be SUﬂ"iClent. pr‘c::) .
O Lady Anne! from this time I forglrae you every thingl t

« Wait I” said Lady Anne, impressively ; “1 have. not ye
done. The loss of the little Lady Emily Rauda}lll is yet to
be accounted for. Be seated again, and ]}g\ar me with than}l:—
fulness, for I solemnly assure you, that if the hand of the

Lord were not laid upon me thus, you should never, never .
have listened to these disclosures, As much as I loved you,

I loved your son better—and he—has proved himself incor
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ruptible.  And he shall not, as T have said before, marry a
poor, aud birth-stained girl. Hear me! In the abduction of
the little Emily, her own nurse was my accomplice.”

The rector gave an exclamation of horror, )

“1 know all you would say—that you placed the greatest
confidence in her—but she was heavily bribed. I made her
fortune for her. I look for nothing but your greatest ab-
horrence I” she cried, impulsively ; “for I have long ab-
horred myself—therefore do not be astonished that I tell

~ you these things so calmly. Tt is something T have made .
up my mind to—for I am no longer as one in the world,

To my confessor I shall disclose these long kept secrets, as
I have to you.

“As I said, her nurse was my accomplice, The child
was disguised, hidden—and I waited my time to bring her
- to this country. Finally, I embarked in as much secrecy as

- possible, and escaped detection only by stratagem. The

babe was cared for by a girl in my employ, who went as a
steerage-passenger. During the voyage I saw much of a
pretty little English-woman, who was going to America to
rejoin her husband. She had a babe six months old, of
whom she was very fond, and T was trying to plan how
she might also take charge of the Lady Emily—when, sud-
denly, her infant died.

“You draw away—I do not blame you; but oh! your
suspicions are very, very unjust, if you think I did aught of
harm to that innocent child. No, no! I am guiltless of such
a crime. , '

“I never saw a human being suffer as that woman did,
Her husband would be expecting to see the babe, she said.
It was born three months after he went away ; and how
could she meet him. He would blame her—hate her.
From what she said, I judged he was a cruel man ; and i}




- 376 THE LOVER’S TRIALS,

required but little persuasion to induce her to take the high-

born babe, especially as I told her it was an orphan. That

woman’s name was—Margerie.’ '

~ Captain Cameron kept silent; but his heart bounded, his
eye and his cheek glowed. He cast an expressive glance

towards bis father, who had scarcely taken his eyes from his

face, and who sat close beside him, fondly holding his hand.

“ Margerie proved to be a wicked man. "He had gone to
America, becanse his desperate habits were more than sus-
pected; and for many years he has been a terror to the
coast. Therefore—you know what I would say.”

«“ Ho was not dear Ruth’s father!-—oh, this is too much
happiness for one day !’ cried the captain.

« And is Ruth—is this beautiful child-woman the daugh-
ter of my wife’s best friend ¢’ exclaimed the minister, tears
running, unwiped, along his cheeks. “ What Ruth—Tlittle
Ruth—Lady Emily #”

The gloved hand disappeared once more; then was held
forth again. Within its clasp was a box of green moroceo.

“ You can recognize these jewels,” said Lady Anne; “the
sleeve clasps, the gold pins, and her initials in a little brooch
that confined the sash she wore.”

The minister opened the box nervously. It was A1l as she

had said.
“ And now I have done you justice,” sald Lady Anne.

“ Captain Cameron—nay, I must teach myself to call you

Captain Aldrich—will, I am sure, bear testimony that I have
ever acted towards him the part of a benefactress.”

“You have, Lady Anne-—you have,” cried the youngH
man, forgettmg all the vows he had registered against her,

and pressing the fingers of ‘the little gloved hand.
“I could not neglect him,” she continued to the rector,
“hard as my heart seemed towards you, and capable of doing
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you unlimited mischief as I felt myself. Nor did I entirely
forget Ruth; but—must I confess it #—I hated her saintli-
ness. The beautiful uniformity of her character was a living
gospel—a steady rebuke to me; and when she was in dis-
grace, I exulted. Despise me if you will—but oh! remem- -
ber, it is not the proud, baleful Lady Anne who speaks to
you now, but a sad,-erring, repentant woman, whom God
has delivered from a bondage that was leading ouly to
despair. I cannot see, from this stand-point, how I have
ever endured the suffering my complicated machinations
have brought upon myself. Oh, how much easier had I
lived if I had only done right !”

There was a sob or two as she finished the sentence. The
minister, in his mild way, tried to soothe the unhappy spirit.
For a long while he talked; nor would he leave her until
she professed to feel comparative peace.
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(lﬁiwntzr Finty-givth.

In waice Lapy Emmiy. Ranpars surprants Rura Mag-
GERLE.

Two happier men never passed over the threshold of a
pleasant home, than the minister and his newly recovered
son. Even the death of their angel Imogene, and the cir-
cumstances leading to it, seemed now a divine providence to
the mind of the minister.

But how to address Ruth!

For some time the matter was debated; and at last they
agreed to treat her with the deference her rank exacted for
some time, without informing her of her new standing and
peculiar dignity.

“She will be more astonished than she hath astonished
me,” said the minister; *for it always did astonish me that
she, amid such surroundings, should be so gentle, refined,
and ladylike. Poor child! she hath suffered much. T have
the means of recompense, at least in a small degree. The
fortune of her father has just been declared in England. So
many and contrary heirs have claimed it, that the will has
been disputed several times. Now it is to revert to me, as
the nearest of kin, unless the missing child be found. Surely,
in the midst of my afflictions, God Aas remembered mercy !”

They entered. Tea was on the table, and Mrs. Aldrich
expecting them.. Ruth’s eye kindled as she saw who accom-
panied the minister. .
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“I have brought a friend who I am sure is welcoms,” said
the rector, controlling his emotion; yet, nevertheless, looking
a little wild. Then, turning to Ruth, he said: “ Your lady-
ship is looking uncommonly well this evening.”

This would do for a jest—so Ruth thought, wondering, by
the way; for he had left them in exfreme depression, and
was not in the habit of speaking lightly. But when he
exclaimed again, with that peculiar smile and almost distant
mannet— :

“ Will your ladyship deign to sup with us #"—she was 8o
much astonished that it confused her, especially as the young
shipmaster hardly took his eyes from her face, but seemed
to answer that half mocking smile.

Mrs. Aldrich noticed the peculiar manner of address; for
a moment it occurred to her that the death of Imogene had
affected his brain.

“ Will you pass these sweetmeats to her ladyship I asked
the minister, this time smiling; but the sensitive girl burst
into tears, and hastily rising, left the table.

“Ruth-—dear child! forgive me!” said the minister,
springing forward and passing his arm about her. ¢ See, my
daughter—my Imogene’s most loved friend—I have some-
thing that belonged to thee when theu wast a little babe, ”

“To me—to me—these beautiful things?”

She lifted the trinkets wonderingly.

- “ And now, my wife, come here; I have something to tell
thee. This is no Jonger Ruth Margerie, but the Lady Emily
Randall, and my adopted daughter; while this, thank God, -
is my long-lost son !” ) o

Sitting there, with an arm around each of the bewildered
women, he told the wonderful story. Ruth could nof at
first believe it. - She started back—fearful, amazed, aghast,
at the peifidy of which, for the first time, she had heard.
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Trembling, wondering, tearful, grateful, she was led into
another room, for her_nerves were unsettled, and she longed
to convince herself that she had not really changed into some-
body else, which puzzle it needed a little reflection to solve.

To be sure, it had run to the very limits of the city by
the next day. At an early hour, Mistress Bean, Mistress
Comstock, and Gammer Scates formed themselves into an
investigating committee, pretty much as some ladies do now-
a-days, and waited upon the minister, to be convinced—
‘which they very shortly were.

. “To think,” cried Mistress Bean, lifting hand and eyes in
astonishment, “that I 'should have been taking care of a
born lady all this time! Dear, dear! I wish I bad done my
duty by thee better, my lady.” ,

To this selfish wish, Ruth (I am unwilling to relinquish
that sweet name) made a gentle and suitable reply.

“« Well, 'm sure I did as well: by thee as I knew how,
cosset,” said Mistress Comstock; then adding: “Oh, dear
me!” turned very red. _

Her hand was caught by Ruth, who bent forward and
kissed it, thereby causing a twinge of jealousy to stir the
heart of Dame Bean. : \

4 Surely, she should be the same1” eried the independent
Gammer Scates. “ Why shouldn’t she? 'What is the differ-
ence of a little money and a title to one’s name? Ruth will
be Ruth all her life—that I know-—and she couldn’t be
better,” she added bluntly. -

And now, reader, I suppose thou art ready to ask me all
manner of well-meant, but gossippy questions; which allow
me to answer beforehand, by placing before thee a very
minute account, by one Mrs, Lamb’s “own special corre-
spondent”—after which expect to hear no more from me at
present.
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({antcr Sisty-seventh,

LETTEI?. FROM GODFREY LAMB, BOOKSELLER, To H1s WIFE Iy
Lorpow,

My Famr Lapig:

.It seems almost laughable when I think that mayhap
manie of these letters will go with me, and thou wilt have
t¥1e- pleasure of reading the same with thy Lamb- méekly
sitting as thine opposite. I have ‘everie aay new astonish-
ments and new surprises, so that if I do not make haste to
go from this enchanted land, I know not what may happen
to ;myself. And T am very sure T have told thee nothing
quite so strange as that I have to tell thee on this sheet.

- .It seemeth, then, that ye Lady Bellamont, by reason of a
visitation from God (small-pox—1I dared not tell thee till ‘ye
danger was over), hath been brought to her right mind, and
!Ja.t}E made a strange and terrible confession, though result-
ng in good to her own soul, it is to be hoped, also to ye'
souls of others.

I will not here enter into minute rticulars, which I must
say I loathe too much to write down, but which will escape
in the breath of air with which I tell thee on my return,
Suffice it; that our gallant Captain Cameron hath proved fo
be ye son of ye Reverend Parris Aldrich; and, greatest won-
dfar of all, yo sweet little maid Ruth is really a lady by
birth,—ye Lady Emily Randall. If thou dost remember, I
told thee of the sad loss that befell ye reverend gentlem;n
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" in his earlier days; well, it turneth out that ye maid Ruth
is ye lost little lady, so there is great rejoicing, as much as
is consistent to ye recent death they have had in their
midst,

I know not that I shall rlghtly/descrlbe ye weddmg

“Wedding1” criest thou.

Yes, verilie] Ye Lady Anne hath made ye young cap-
tain her heir, so that he had a fit fortune to be married with.
" In consequence they had a verie great time at ye house of
ye Reverend Cotton Mather, he desiring, almost insisting,
that ye wedding should be solemnized there ; and it was also
. Ruth’s choice. I must call- her still by that prettie name,
And such a companie as was gathered! Ye verie best of
yeland. Dr. Cotton Mather was never so jolly or so jovial.
Ye bride was dressed (can I remember) in satin, a lace veil,
and beautiful pearls, familie pearls, verie costlie. Ye saintly
look she hath not lost, but, I think, is rather gained on her.

Among the companie were all that I have before spoken
to thee about; all the humble folk, also, among whom Ruth
hath been, even to long, lean Ben ye fiddler, and a genius
whom we call Catchcod, Duke of Marma, who 'recited,
amid much laughing, some original lines, which were hardly
fine enough to send thee.

Ye good old father Comstock, of whose ﬁddhncr and
psalmody I wrote thee, was not able to be there on account
of illness, from which he will likely never recover. He is a
good old man,

Meantime, ye governor hath nearly made his - escape
twice, and they watch him closely, both him and his secre-
tary. Ye poor miscrable pirate, when told how affairs was,
took sullen and lost all hope. He made certain confessions
as to ye whereabouts of buried treasures, and hath not
spokén since. It is said he depended upon ye governor and
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his connections to get him clear. He Will now be sent to
England to be hanged. N

They say that one time ye governor escaped quite a dis-
tance in a womanish disguise, but having passed two senti-
nels, ye third looked rather narrow at ye shoes, which were

too clumsy for a woman, and so detected him,

And now on parting, let me tell thee (pen parting) that
we too must surelie return and live in this pleasant countrie,
—far more pleasant in manie respects than England, which-
believe me, thou wilt not long regret. That is ye intention
of ye captain.

I.do not think there is'a happier couple in ye wide
world than Captain Aldrich and his beautiful wife, whom he
still persisteth in calling Ruth,

So, my darling, no more at present from thy

Lawms,
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