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PREFACE.

* AND LET US NOT BE WEARY IN WELL DOING, FOR IN DUE SEARON WE SHALL, REAP IF
'WE FAINT NoT,”

Tzlnaf: following story is one of humble life. The principal per.

sonages introduced to the reader were born in poverty, and were
e according fo Astof Congross, in fhe Year One Thetsmnd Eight Handred litesally inheritors of the curse pronounced wpon tho father of man- -

ard Fifty-five, by H. LONG & BROTHER, in the Clerk's Offico of the District kind, as a punishment for his trangressions. “In the sweat of thy
Court of the United States, for the Southern Distcict of New York, face shalt thou eat bread, till thou return unto the ground.” They
passed through many trials, and met with maﬁy obstacles in the
path of life, and the success and happiness which eventually befel
them, was the reward of a life of patient industry and unwearied
endeavor to do well. This reward of success is also protised by
the lips of Him who pronounced the curse—if indeed a life of honest

labor be a curse, and not rather man’s greatest blessing. .

The author has sedulously endeavored to avoid writing a single
line which can minisier to morbid exeitement. The aim throughout
has been to inenleate a love of truth -and of benevolence, and to
make fiction, founded upon incidents of real life, a vehicle through
which lessons of virtue and religious trust esn be conveyed, and in-
struction blended: with amusement, '

TAWS, RUSSELL & CO,, PRINTERS,

The Watchman, the humble hero of the story, was years gone by,
well known in New York, He has long since passed away to that
bourne from whieh no traveller returns : but there are those still
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living who knew his honest worth, and admired his many virtues. |

Joseph Carter, the humble guardian of the night-—the hard-working,
industrious man—Ilingers in the memory of many, whe, but for his
sterling merit, would have long ago forgotien him. Several of the
other characters are literally pictured from living men and women,
though the names are of course fictitious.

The author believes that every book should bear to its reader the
conviction that its intent was good ; that it was the offspring of an
earnest and gracious wish. IF it does, it will leave blessings where
it goes, in proportion to the strength of ‘that conviction.. Fiction is a
powerful vehicle for good and for evil. The world will read fietion ;
then it is surely the author’s provinee to endeavor, while wandering

in the realms of fancy, or while embellishing in lively colors the.

every-day occurrences of life, to watch carefully that not a thought
shall pass from the brain, and be jotted down by the pen, that can
have a tendency to lead ihe mind of the reader from the path of
duty. Nay, thie is not enough. The constani aim of the author
should be fo pieture virtue as the source of the only true happiness,
even upon earth,and to make vice in all its forms, abhorrent: Then,
however faulty the book may be, whether it meet with suceess or
fail, at least the honest satisfaction will remain that the intention
was good. With the hope that this conviction may fasten itself upon
the mind of the reader, and with the earnest hope that the seriptural
motto which the author has chosen as expressive of the aim of the

work, will be adopted as the motto of the reader through life, the book-

is given to the public. T A M,
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THE WATCHMAN.

CHAPTER L

THE WATOHMAN’S FAMILY,

“Is there for honest poverty,
That hangs its head, and a’ that ¢
. The coward slave! we pass him by
And dare be poor for o’ that. -
For 2’ that, and a’ that, '
Our toil's obseure, and a’ thaf,
The rank is but the guinea’s stamp,

The man’s the gowd for &7 that.” -
Bugns,

Tae faint glimmer of the cold gray dawn of a gloomy Octo-
ber morning was just beginning to light up the broad streets,

~and to penetrate the close lanes and narrow thoroughfares of

New York City, when Joseph Carter quitted his beat and
turned his weary steps homewards ; but the dawn of day had
brought no cheerfulness with it—it rather seemed to make the
chill desolation more palpable—for the snow had fallen heavily
during the 'night, and the chill wind had scattered the dying
leaves from the trees and swept them in ridges across the
streets, and overhead the sky appeared like a dull, leaden
canopy, beneath which the scud was driving furiously before

the wind, It was the beginning of one of, those cheerless days
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that sometimes diversify the usual sweetness of our glorious
autumn, and serve to remind us painfully that winter—cold,
frosty, cheerless winter—is at-hand. Joseph Carter slightly
shivered, as the gloomy aspect of the approaching day was thus
revealed to him; and buttoning his heavy watchman’s coat
still more closely around him, and pulling his cap deeper over
his brow, with his head bent and his face directed towards

the damp and greasy pavement, as though he strove to shut .

out the cheerless prospect, he qmckened his pace towards hiy
home, |
The clock of Trivity Church struck the hour of six as Carter
entered the door of his humble dwelling in Mulberry-street,
and ascending the stairs to the second story—for, poor as the
dwelling was, Joseph did not occupy the whole of it—he
entered a suite of three apartments; and passing into the
innermost room, which was evidently the dormitory of his
family, he proceeded quietly to divest himself of his damp
outer clothing, preparatory to lying himself down to rest.

It was still dark in this-small room ; not the faintest gleam .
of the gray light of morning had as yet penetrated into it—for.

it had no windows, and only received light and air through the
other apartments—and while in the act of undressing, Joseph
stumbled accidentally over a chair, or some other obstacle
which happened to be in the way.

The noise he made was’ slight, nevertheless it was sufficient

to arouse one of the sleepers—and there were already three in -

that, little room. A rustling of the bed-clothes, a gentle sigh
were heard, a pair of little arms were stretched out, and a
long breath was drawn, and presently a childish voice lisped—
“Is that you, papa?”
“Yes, my dear,” replied Joseph,
“ It’s mot time to get wp yet, papa?”
" “Yes, Nelly—it’s a dark morning; but lie still till mamma

wakes ; don’t make any noise”—and the father stooped over.

the bed and kissed the child—it was his youngest child, a little

THE WATCHMAN. 11

girl of five years of age, who had spoken-—and then gently
removing the bed-clothes, he prepared to get into bed, if possi-
ble without disturbing the slumbers of those who already
occupied it ; for, he thought-—— :

“Itis a cold cheerless morning—and 1 know Mary worked
hard yesterday ; so it’s as well that she should sleep on for
another hour.”

His caution was, however, unavailing, The child’s voice had
awakened her mother ; and just as Joseph had snugly arranged
the bed-clothes over hlm his wife asked-—

“Is that you, Joseph ¢ ”

“ Yes, mother.”

“ What o'clock is it ?” ,

“It's past six ; but lie down again wife, and sleep. The morn-
ing’s gloomy, and it will hardly be full day-light before seven

.oclock. But don’t forget to call me at eight o’clock, Mary, for

I've a parcel of goods to take down to pier No. 3, at fen

-o’clock, for My. Blunt.”

“Ill not forget, Joseph,” replied the woman, “IIl have -
breakfast all ready for you before I call.you. So, go to sleep,
for I'm sure you must be tired.”

The woman seemed, tdo, as if ‘she had not yet slept off all
her weariness, for she turned on her side, and drew the bed-
clothes snugly over her; but the thought seemed to come across
her, that it were folly to indulge any longer in bed; and say-

~ ing,—*I may as well rise at once; or, perhaps, I shall over-

sleep myself,” she got out of bed, dressed herself and the chil-
dren, and at once set quietly but busily to work upon the
duties of the day.

Had we not already hinted that Joseph Carter was one of
the City Watchmen, the reader migh{ think it strange to find
him on the point of taking his rest at an hour when most hard- .
working, industrious people are thinking of rising, or have
already risen. OQur story opens at a period prior to the organi-

zation of the present police forece—~when the nightly guardian.
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ship of the city was intrusted to men who labored, at least
some portions of the day, at some other vocation. Joseph
“a carman during the day, and he added to his
limited income by doing duty as a watchman every other night,
It was prefty severe work, this double.duty; but Joseph
Carter was an honest, pious, hard-working, industrious man;
and although he had not been fortunate enough to receive a
good education himself, he felt the benefits that would accrue to
his children from education ; and for their sakes and for the
purpose of providing a few extra comforts for his wife, he
cheerfully gave up three night’s rest during the week.-
Joseph at this period was verging towards middle age ; he
had not married very young; but he had already-been united
- ten years to a woman of his own rank of life, who had. made
him a most excellent wife. She had borne him three children.

William, the eldest, now about nine years of age; Nelly, the

little girl, already alluded to, and another daughter, who, had

she lived, would have been two years old, but she had died

about six months previous; and Joseph and his wife, notwith-
standing their humble station in life—which rendered unceasing
“toil needful for the support of themselves and their children,
thought the loss of this infant the most serious affliction they
had sustained, since they had struggled hand in hand together
through the difficulties and troubles that continually assail the
poor. But, as we have observed already, Joseph was a pious,
exemplary man, and his wife was a patient, amiable woman,

and if not so strong in faith as her husband, she had learnt from’

his teaching to place her trust in Providence, and to believe
that God orders all things for the best.

There had been some tears, and lamentatlons—the natural.

outburst of parental sorrow——when the bereaved parents con-
signed their youngest darling to the cold grave; and then they
turned away and dried their tears, though grief still rested on
their hearts, and said, “The Lord gave and the Lord hath taken
away ; blessed be the name of the Lord;” and as the words
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passed from their lips, they endeavored to school their hearts

to the belief, that their infant had been removed from a world

of sin and sorrow to a realm of efernal joy and B¥ightness,
and that her removal was rather a cause for rejoicing than for

lamentation ; and although they found the task a severe one,

faith prevalled over selfishnéss, and they found peace and hope '
in that belief at last, '
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CHAPTER 11

THE LITTLE VAG-RAN']?.

« And let us not be weary in well-doing, for in due season we shall reap
if we faint not.”—GArATIANS,

Tug children were neatly washed and dressed, and were
seated on low stools, refreshing in their memeory the tasks they
had studied on the previous evening: the breakfast was pre-
pared, and though plain and humble, it was sufficient ; and so
cleanly was everything—so tastefully arranged, that it looked
appetizing enough to tempt even those to eat, who were aceus-
tomed to sit down every morning to a much more luxurious
meal. All was completed ere the clock struck eight; and then
Mrs. Carter, having removed the coff'e-pot from the grate,
awakened her hushand.

“It is eight o’clock, Joseph,” sald she, as she ook him
somewhat rudely by the shoulder; for experience had taught
her that her husband required a good deal of awakening ; and
no wonder, poor man! for he spent no needless hours in idle
repose.

“ And a snowy morning,” said, or rather halfsang the wea-
ried and still sleeping man, who was accustomed occasionally,
when on his beat, to call the hour, and to enlighten those slum-

berers who rested lightly, and were aroused from theii' sleep .

by his shrill call,—as to the state of the weather.

Tt was a goodly old custom, although long fallen into disuse.
We do things more effectively in these utilitarian days. The
police are & great improvement over the “ Charleys” of olden
times ; but the poetry of the watchman, with his quaint attire;
his coat of many capes ;—his lantern and rattle, and his stoop-
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ing, shuffling gait—has gone. It was extinguished by the
organization of a regular poliee-force as the poetry of travel-
ling disappeared when the iron horse and the rapid & super
ceded the lumbering, clumsy, jolting, yet withal, picturesque
stage-coach.

Mrs. Carter smiled. “ He is dreaming,” she said. “ Poor
fellow! no doubt, he is weary. It seems a shame to wake him
up so soon. Suppose 1 keep his breakfast warm, and let him
sleep till nine o’clock ;”——but she recollected that Joseph had
told her that he had a load of goods to deliver at one of* the

_ plers at ten o’clock, and she knew that he prided himself, and

was esteemed by his employers, for his punctuality ; and

- again, she shook him roughly by the arm.

“Aye; lean on me—lean heavy, little one,” muttered Jo-
seph. “I'm able to bear your light weight, poor little thing !
~out on such a night as thls' but I'll find ye a shelter till
morning.”

“Joseph Carter, Joseph,” sereamed his wife, wake up. I's
eight” o’clock, past, and breakfast is all ready ; the coffee will

" be getting cold.”

“Oh! ah!” said Joseph, starting up and rubbing his eyes.
“Bless me! it hardly seems that I've been asleep ten minutes
but go in, wife; glvq the children their breakfast, and il be
with ye dlreetly

Mrs. Carter left the bed-room, and poured out the children’s
breakfasts, and in five minutes the little family group was ren-
dered complete by the appearance of the husband and father,
who had in that short space of time arranged his humble toilet,
and prepared himself for the labors of the day.

“For what we are going to receive, the Lord make us thank-
ful,” said Joseph, reverently, as he seated himself at the frugal-
board ; and then he commenced a vigorous attack upon the food
set out before him, eating with an appetite such as only the sons
and daughters of toil can know.

#1 had a hard job to rouse you, Joseph,” said his wife, by

l




16 THE WATCHMAN,

way of conversation, as she poured her hushand out a cup of

e steaming fragrance of which filled the apartment

eagreenble and invigorating perfume. ¥ You talked in

your sleep as if you were speaking to a child: what were you
dreaming of—eh 2 S

“1 don’t know that I was dreaming, Mary,” answered the
husband. I sleep too sound to dream much ; but I suppose I
must have been thinking of the little boy I found sleeping, poor
thing ! all in the snow, on a door-step opposite Trinity Church,
The poor fellow had cried himself to sleep, for the traces of
tears were plainly seen upon his face. Lucky I found him.
He'd have been dead with the cold before morning.” ‘

"« And what did you do with him ?” asked Mrs, Carter, her
curiosity and sympathy strongly awakened.

“ Why, it was midnight when I found him, and I could not
leave my beat to bring him home ; besides, I knew that you
would all be in bed and asleep : so I led him to a public-house
in Cedar-street, and gave him something to eat, and gave the
landlord a quarter to give him a bed, and promised to call and
see about him tu-day. 1 shall go as soon as I come back from
the pier.” ' S

“But did you not ascertain who he was, or what brought -
him there on such a night and at such an hour? How old is~
he ?55 . : . .

'« About five or six years, I should judge, to look at him; but
I did not think to ask.” . |

“Did he seem to be a decent child? the child of respecta- -
ble parents? How was he dressed ?” )

“ Why, wife, | can hardly say. Wis clothes were all drag-
gled and wet with the sleet ; they looked whole ; but poor and
very scant.” : o | ‘
~ “And you did not find out who were his parents, nor how
he came to be lost ?—for lost, I suppose, he has been.”

“1 had. little time for talking; and the poor thing was so
wearied, and shivering so with the cold—his teeth were chat-
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tering in his head—that I did not ask him many questions: but
he said he had neither father nor mother ; and he was half
starved, too ; his little face was pinched, and he ate.the bread
and butter the landlord gave him, as if he hadn’t tasted food

during the whole day. 1 don’t believe he kad,” added Joseph,
emphatically, ' : .

“ Poor little fellow !" sighed Mrs, Carter,

“I shall call and see him to-day, and ascertain, if T can, all
about him, and try to send him home, where his Home is—and,
in the evening, I will tell you more about him. . It’s my turn in,
to-night,” , o

“I shall be all curiosity to hear,” rejoined Mrs. Carter.

The meal was finished, and Joseph rose from his seat at the
table. “ Come, Billy~come, Nelly,” said he, addressing the
children, as he put on his overcoat, prepamtdry to going 011ﬁ;
“get ready for school, dears. Billy, I shall expect you’ll read
me that geography lesson to-night, when I come home y——and,
Nelly, I must hear you repeat that little piece of poetry you
learnt last week.” : ’

“ Yes, papa,” exclaimed both the children in a breath; as they
came to receive the customary kiss; and away they ran through
the snow to the school near by, while J oseph hastened to his

~employer’s store in South-street ; and Mrs. Carter, having put

aside the breakfast-things, and arranged the necessary aflairs of
the littlo houschold, set herself busily to work at her needle R
for she added her mite to the scanty incomeé of the family by
taking in sewing from the dry-goods stores. '
Joseph Carter hastened to the store of Mr. Blunt, an emi-
nent shipping-merchant in South-street, and, having .taken a
load of goods on his cart, pioceeded to the pier to get them
shipped : this job done, he bethought him of his little protegé
of the previous night, and on his way back diverged fromi the
direct route to make a call at the public-house in Cedar.street.
“ Well, Mr. Howsen, how does the little boy get on that I

left here last night 2" he asked of the publican, who was stand-
ing at his door,
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“ Oh, quite spry and lively like, and a cating like anything ;

my old woman gave him his breakfast this morning, and to see

how he went into the bread and butter !—’seems to me he's
been a’most starved !” - '

“ Ah! may-be, may-be—poor thing ! but, has he told Mrs,
Howsen where he came from, or how he got to be out in
such a night as last night was?”

“Noj we can get nothing out of him. I guess, Carter, you’ll
have to deliver him up to some magistrate, who will either find
his friends, if he ha.s any ; or provide for him some way or
other,”

“T11 have a talk with him first myself)” said Joseph, ahtrhtmg
from his cart, and entering the house;—*and, Mr. Howsen,
draw me a mug of ale; for I'm all of a heat——-I’ve had a heavy
load to deliver at the pier this morning.”

The ale was drawn, and while Joseph seated himself in the
little bar-room, the landlord went in search of the child, and re-
turned in a few monoents, leading him by the hand.

He certainly looked to be a less pitiable object than he had
appeared the night before; for his clothes had been dried and
smoothed, and his tangled hair combed, and his face washed :
but still, setting aside his destitute condition and his childish
age, there was little in him to excite interest.” He had told the
landlady of the hotel that his name was Henry Selby, but had
refused to answer any other questions. It was evident from
his meagre, bony frame, and his pinched features, that he had
been inured to a life of semi-starvation ; and from the marks
of weals and bruises upon his arms and shoulders, it was easy
to infer -that he had been subjected to ill-usage. His little
bare feet were covered with scratches, and though well enough
formed, they presented unmistakable marks of his having been
unused to wear shoes, His hair (had he been the offspring
of decent personages) might have been styled auburn; and, if
regularly smoothed and well kept, would have added grace to
his appearance ; for it was silky and abundant, and hung over
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his shoulders in natural curls; but now it required a stretch of
the imagination, not to call it red; and its tangled masses, in
spite of the kindly efforts of, the landlady to train them into
order, dangled elf-like over his brow, and by no means added
to the effect of a_set of gaunt features, aged in appearance be-
yond his years, and a complexion freekled by exposure until it
had become perfectly mottled.

“Here he is,” said the landlord; “and a pretty specimen
of human natur’ to look at, ain’t he? Nobody is likely to
adopt him, I guess, let em be ever so much in want of a boy
to bring up. If I were you, Joseph, I'd take him off, and give

. him a few cents; I'll add a few more to ’em. He’s had a good
- breakfast ; set him down somewhere or other, and let -him

go to his old trade of begging or street-sweeping, or stealing, I
shouldn’t wonder, You’ve done your duty by him, and that’s -
all that any body can be expected to do these hard times.”

Joseph had taken no notice of these remarks from the land-
lord 5 but calling the forlorn little object to him, had com-
menced questioning, him, but at first without producing much
more result than had the questioning of the landlord and his
wife.

“What is your name, my dear 2’ he asked.

“Henry Selby.”

“ How old are you?”

“I don’t know.”

“ Where are your parents?”

No reply., The child gazed vacantly in the face of the
querist,.

“I miean who is your father or your mother?”
Still the child made no reply for some moments, until the
question being repeated, he answered—

“1 don’t know——I ain’t got any! other boys as I know has
but I ain’t got any, »

“But you must have lived with somebody A little boy
like you muist have had some one to take care of you, however
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badly. Tell me now-—who have you.been living with? and
how came you to be out in the streets in the snow last night?”
«] used to live with an old woman; but I ain’t lived with
anybody a good long while.”
“ And where did you live?”
"« At the Points.”
“« And how came you to leave the old woman you say you
used to live with 2” .
Again the child was silent, until the question having been
twice repeated, he looked up in Carter’s face, and said—

«]f I tell you why, you won't take me back again to her?” '

1 don’t know ; that will depend upon circumstances. You
know you must have somebody to take charge of you.”

“Then I shan's tell you,” said the child, who possessed &
readiness of speech and a precocity beyond his years.

« Well, Henry, if you don’t tell me I shall have to take you
to & Justice, who will perhaps send you to prison as a little
vagrant, and how will you like that?” *

« would sooner go to prison than go back to Mother Ship-
ley,” said the boy passionately, bursting into tears as he
spoke. “They can only flog me there, and they will give me
plenty to eat. Jem Wilton told me so, and he’s been in pri-
son many a time.” :

Joseph Carter felt that he had gainéd a point in eliciting-

even this burst of passionate fecling from the child, and he
hastened to follow it up by saying in a soothing tone of voice—

% Come, come, my dear, don’t cry ; tell me why you left the
old woman, Mother Shipley, as you call her; and if you had
good reason for it, you shan’t go back again.”

«] ran away because she beat me ; see here (pointing to the
weals and bruizes upon his shoulders,) it's a long time ago
now, and the marks pain me yet."”

“ Poor thing 1” said the compassionate cartman, as he exam-
ined the marks of cruelty ; “ why did she beat you thus?”

“ Because I was hungry and took some rags and sold ’erd to
get money to buy something to eat.” S
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“But don’t you know that it is wrong to steal, even if we
are hungry 1”7 ' :

“ No—Mother-Shipley used to steal, and I used to steal for
her, and so did other boys and girls. The rags was mine as
much as they was her’s. I gathered ’em for her.”

“Poor child! you have been trained in a sad school; how

. do you know that Mother Shipley is not your mother 2 ”

“ Because she told me so; she wasn’t my mother any more

_ than she was the other boys’ and gals’ mother,”

“And since you ran away what have you been doing for a
living 77 :

% Nothing,” replied the child, doggedly.

“ Nothing ! but you must have done something ; how did
you get food and lodging, if you did nothing?”

“Sometimes I begged, and gentlemen would give me & cent,
and sometimes I swept crossings; but the weather was t00
fine for me to get much sweeping. And when I seed ahy
thing arid nobody seed me, I stole it and sold it.”

“And where have you been lodging since you ran away
from the old woman 7" ' -

“Ihave been lying about in places. I used to sleep under a
door-step down by the Battery ; and yesterday it snowed, and
I swept crossings all day, but I only got two cents, for the big
boys and gals pushed me away, and at last they took my two
cents from me ; and-when I went to the doorway to sleep, it :
was wet and the rain was dripping through, and I was shaking
with the cold ; and so I walked up Broadway, erying, till you

“found me." I cried cos I hadn’t had anything to cat all day.”

“I guess you won’t make anything of that young 'un; he’s

a reg’lar hard case ; better send him away about his business,”
said the landlord, o

“ No—I won’t do that just yet, at. any rate,” replied J oseph.

~“I'must go back to the store; Il leave the poor thing here

awhile, until I think what can be done,”
Ifi was ‘Wiirzh the greatest reluctance that the landlord and
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landlady of the tavern would allow the child to remain any
longer ; but Joseph at last ‘prevailed upon them, prowmising to
call ‘and take him away in the course of the day; and having
gained his end, he went back to South-street.

Fortunately for Joseph—at least he thought it fortunate on
that day, for his thoughts were running, in spite of his work,
upon the forlorn, pitiable object he had left at the tavem-——there
was not a great deal for him to do: so he was free to leave—
yet still, as he bent his steps in the direction of the tavern, he
could not decide what it was best for him to do.

Sofnetimes he thonght that he was foolish to trouble himself
any longer about the child, “There are hundreds, perhaps
thousands, as badly off as he, in the city,” he ‘thonght, half
aloud. *“1I have aided him, poor thing ! and given him a night’s
lodging, and for once have provided him with & full meal. I
have done my part. If everybody was to do as much for
others, there would soon be an end of this distress. 1 have a
family of my own to support, and have to work hard enough
to support them. I think Howsen gave the best advice ‘when
he recommended me to send him adrift again but yet, I have
children of my own, and supposing anything should happenito
me, or to their mother, and they were left-—my poor little
Nelly might become like this poor stray waif of humanity ;

~and if spirits, after death, are permitted to look down, and see
what is going on in the sphere they have left, and watch over
those whom they have loved here.below, how happy should I
be, how grateful to the man or woman who would rescue w0y
child from the path of vice! this poor fellow is doubtless an
orphan ; perhaps his parents are watching me.’

He had reached the corner of Cedar-street, and was ahout to
turn down ; for a moment he hesitated, and then hurried along
further up Broadway. I will go and see Justice Slocomb, at
any rate,” said he; “ perhaps he will advise me how to act.”

A. few minutes’ walk brought him to the residence of the
Justice, in Park Row; and he stopped and knocked at the
door.
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| “1Is the Justice at home?” he asked of the servant ; and hay-
ing been answered in the affirmative, he gave his name, and was
admitted.

“Well, Carter,” said the Justice, to whom he was known

“what is it you want ? are you applying for a renewal of your,-
appointment as city watchman, I am well satisfied with your
conduct, and it has already been decided that you shall be
ratained.”

] tharik you, sir,? said J oseph; “but I did not call on that
business. I heard of that yesterday, and am very grateful for
the good opinion that the gentlemen of the Board entertain of
me. I called, sir, respecting'a poor child whom I found last
night, starvmv‘wmh cold and hunger in Broadway. He hasno

parents, sir, and no home; and I was thinking, pelhaps you .
could advise me what to do about him.”

“ Why—where is he, Carter 77
“I got him shelter at Howsen’s, in Cedar-street, last mght

sir; and he is there now. I gave him his supper last night,
.and Mrs, Howsen gave him his breakfast this morning ; and
now they advise me to send him adrifi I thought I would take

 the liberty of calling upon you, and asking your advice. Per-

haps you can tell me what had best be done 2

. “ Indeed, Carter,” replied the Justice, %1 think Howsen’s ad-
vice was good, I don’t see that we can do anything in this
;&Ee;, You see, if we did, we should soon have our hands
(i

“ And must the poor boy be cast adrift again, to starve or
thieve—to go from one vice to another, til he meets a pre-
mature grave?”

“I fear there is no remedy, Carter. As to starving, there’s
no fear of that: these little vagabonds are always rea)dy with
some pitiful story or other; but I warrant me, they always pick
up enough to eat and dmnk even if they thieve for it.”

“But is not that a dreadful thing to ‘contemplate, Mz, Slo-

comb:l, There surely should be more- provision for these
cases. ' ‘ .




‘94 -~ THE WATCHMAN.

“The thing is impossible whilst they are so numerous.
When the case is very urgent, and the. party strongly recom-
mended, we do what we can ; but.we cannot attend to all.”

% But this poor child, sir,” pleaded the watchman-—

¢Ig just in the position of hundreds of other poor childr en—
neither better nor worse,” interrupted the Justice. “The city
cannot provide for all the poor and destitute, 1 canmot, of

course, provide for every beggar child that is picked up in the
streets, and I don’t suppose you, with your scant means, and
having children of your own, would care to adopt such a child
as he you describe, and make him a companion and an
. instructor in vice and crime to your own children?” -

Joseph Carter did not reply to this speech ; ’out 'blddmg the
Justice good day, he left the house.

“ A strange man, and yet an honest, kind- hearted trust-
worthy fellow that Joseph Carter)” said the J ustice, as he
watched the retreating form of the cartman from the window.
«.He has, however, strange ideas of benevolence. If he were a
rich man, he would be one of those singular beings who pride
themselves upon their philanthropy ; but the idea is preposter-
ous, for a man in his position to take up the cause of every
little vagrant urchin he picks up in the street.”

As Joseph walked away, he keptrevolving in his mmd what
hiad best be done with regard to the little boy .  “Isee,” said
he to himself, ¢ that no one will take interest in him, and yet I
camnot bear the thought of sending him adrift again, Still I
can’t support him—nor would Mary choose to have him about
the house, mingling with our children, if I could.”

Still the thought seemed to cling to him, that he was an
outeast, thrown by Providence in his way; he did not know
how to act, and in this dilemma, instead of going to Cedar-
street, as he had 1ntended he turned off in the direction of his
own house—for it was near the dinner hour—and he knew that
his wife would be expecting him,

PDuring dinner, Joseph continued very thoughtﬁll hlS W1f'e
feared he was ill, and at length asked him the question,
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“ No, Mary, no,” he replied, “Iam well enouorh thank God.
But I was thinking, as I looked at our Oh]ldiel'l how thankful
we ought to be that we are enabled by our joint labors to pro-
vide them food, and clothing, and lodging and schooling, and
what a shocking thing it would be if it should please God to
take us from them before they are able to provide for them-
selves. 'They might be redueed to starvation, Mary, and be
led into temptations of every kind—into vice and crime,”

“Lor! Joseph,” exclaimed his wife, “how strangely you
talk. I declare you make my flesh ereep to hear you, What
could put such thoughts into your head ?”

“The thought, Mary, of the sad condition of the poor little
creature I told you of this morning. He might perhaps, for
anythmg we know, have been the child of pavents who thought
as much of him as we do of our darlings; and now what is he?
Mary, let us pray that our children be preserved from temp-
tation.”

“Ah! poor thmw’ " rejoined Mary Carter, “it is pitiful to
think there is so much distress in the world. We are only
very poor people, Joseph, and yet we have enough to support
us in comfort; there are thousands and tens of thousands
worse off than we, 'What does the hymn say?

“ Not more than others we deserve,
Yet God has given us more”

We ought to.be thankfal.” _

“So we ought—more thankful than we are; and yet Mary, it
always appears to me to be a selfish sort of thankfulness that
leads us to rejoice that we are better off’ than others, quxte as
good in the szght of God as we,”

There was a silence of some ‘minutes; both Joseph Carter
and his wife; were absorbed in the thouﬂrhts that this conversa-
tion had gwkn birth to, E

At length Joseph, looking earnestly af his wife, observed—

“ We had one more child, our youngest darling, who Lias becn
2
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removed from us—as we believe, wisely removed—and yet
‘Ma.ry, we could have wished the babe to have lived. Wehave
to work hard; but we have found and still should find suffi -
cient food for our family, however large.”

«]trust and believe that we should, Joseph; but how
strangely you talk to-day. I don’t like to hear you speak so.
Surely you must be ill, or downcast in mind.” ‘ _

-« No, Mary, I told you I am well as ever | was; but I was
thinking, that for a time, at least, one more mouth in our family
to feed, would make no difference. I can’t bear the ides of
sending that poor child adrift again. It scems to me that he
has been delivered into my hands, to snatch him from the dan-
gers which threaten him, and that 1 should be committing a sin
to east him off.” -

“Joseph!” said his wife, in a tone of remonstrance and
alarm, “ you cannot surely know what you are saying. If it
should be the will of heaven that we should have more mouths:
of our own family to feed, Providence would provide us with-
the means ; but it is not expected that such as we can provide
for the children of others. And then think, husband! the idea
of bringing such a child into our family, as a companion to our
children, even if we could afford it.” -

g is that of which | am thinking, Mary. There lies the
difficulty ; but suppose, just for a day or two, we give the poor
boy shelter? He must otherwise be sent into the streets

. x 1 )
again; and he is young—a mere infant—he .ean’t be con-

firmed in any sinful courses as yet; a little training mmight
make something out of him still. In the meanwhile I will speak
to Mr. Blunt; he is a good, kind-hearted gentleman, and will
‘advise me what to do; but to-night, Mary, at all events, sooner
than cast the poor stray waif adrift, let me fetch him home.”

“But his eclothing, Joseph! Are you sure he is clean?”
remonstrated the wife.

“ Well, as to that, Mary, I wouldn’s like to say too muc_:h 3
but you can wash him well, and Billy’s clothing will fit him.
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You can give him the jacket and trowsers Billy has laid aside,
because theyare too small. This little fellow is much thinner
than our Billy, although he is as tall, perhaps.” |

“I wouldu’t put him to sleep with my children, any way,”

- answered Mrs, Carter,

- “Then, Mary, we could make him up a bed on the floor, in
the corner,” persisted the husband.

“And he might use bad words, and Billy would learn
them,” remonstrated the wife. ‘ :

“ We must correct him if he does: but I will warn him

- he doesn’t seem to be deficient in sense; indeed, he has more

sense than most children of his age. Poor thing! he has
beén obliged to use his wits to manage to live, while more for-
tunate children were playing,” :

_ Mrs. Carter continued her remonstrances and objections for
some time longer; but she saw that her husband was resolved,
and besides, he pleaded so earnestly, reminding her that her
own children might yet stand in need of a helping hand from

- strangers, and spoke of the cruel usage that the child had evi

dently met with, with so much feeling, that the woman’s and
mother’s heart at length softened, and Mrs. Carter consented
to- give shelter fo the poor outcast, for a day or two, until
Joseph and his friends could devise some other means of
providing for him, '

Having thus gained his point, Joseph started off to Cedar-
street, and told the landlord of the tavern that he had come
for the child. '

“I'm right glad of it,” said he; “to tell the truth, I had
begun to think that you had left him on our hands, and we
should have packed himeoff to-night, I can tell you. Such a .
mischievons little vagabond I never came across in all my days
—and as to eating, why he eats as much as a boy of twice his
age ; he would eat a body out of house and home, if you'd lei
him have all he craves for. But what are you going to do
with him, Mr., Carter? If you are going to drop him, take ey

L
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advice, and drop him where he' won't easily find his way inte
this neighborhood again—for depend upon if, if you don’t
you'll have him prowling around your beat; and I can tell you,
he can’t come here any more. There’s sixpence, child,” he
continued—addressing the boy, and presenting him with the
coin—* and now be off with this gentleman, and don’t come
back no more, or else it will be worse for you. Be thankful
that you've fared so well.”

“No fear,” said Joseph; “I'in 2 going to take him home
with me for the present. You'll be glad to go home with me,
won't you, my dear? * added he, addressing the child.

The little fellow for the first time gave him a grateful and
confiding look, and placing his small hand in his, cowered close
to his side, as if frightened at the tavern-keeper. He did not
speak, but the pleading look and the soft [pressure of that little
hand were more eloguent than words.

“ Whew-w-w ! whistled the landlord, while Mrs. Howsen
lifted her hands in surprise, and exclaimed, “ Laws me! to
~ think of taking home a beggar’s brat into the buzzom of an

honest family. Well, that comes of having children. Thank

God ! I never had no children.”

The watchman did not reply, further than to ask if there
was anything more to pay for the food and shelter the child
had had.

“ Why no,” replied the landlord ;  for the matter f that,
the little vagabond’s welcome to what he’s had; I don’t want
to take pay for such a trifle; but I tell ye what, J oseph Carter,
I wish you joy of your barfram

Joseph led the child to his house in Mulberry-street, and
presented him to his wife.

The good woman had certainly not been prepossessed in the
little boy’s favor by the description her husband had given of
hiro ; and when she saw him, her prejudice seemed to rise anew,

* Gracious, Joseph!™ she cried, * What a dirty, beggarly-
looking little creature. And what a wicked-looking eye he’s
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got. I'm half sorry now that I agreed to take him in,
Mr. Blunt, and advise with him abouat him.”
“ ‘\Vhoaoever giveth a cup of cold water to one of my little
ones-—" you know the promise, Mary ?” said Joseph Carter.
And Mary Carter strove to overcoms her antipathy and re.

Bo z‘:ea

‘pugnance, and took the hand of the poor deserted little crea-
- ture. And Joseph, satisfied that his wife’s better foelings once

awakened, she wquld be kind to the poor child, lefs him in her
charge, and went to his work.,  And Mary Carter washed and

~clothed the poor homeless wanderer, and then observing him to

be wearied, laid him down to sleep-—yes, laid him down to sleep
on her own children’s bed !

This was the first introduction of Henry Selby to the homa
f the Watchman—~Joseph Carter,
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CHAPTER Il

JOSEPH CARTER RESOLVES TO KEEP THE CHILD.

% We have a shelter while you have none; part of the little we possess
belongs to youn; for you are poorer than we”—Mapane Corriv,

WaEN Joseph Carter reached ths merchant’s store in South-
street, he found his employer seated iu the countingroom, He
resolved at once to speak to him about the child.

“Can I speak a few words with you, Mr, Blunt ?” he asked
respectfully, advancing to the door of the office.

% Certainly, Joseph; step in and take a seat, What have
you to say *”

“I merely wish for a little advice, sir. You are aware that
I eke out my small income by doing duty as a watchman three
and four nights in the weck alternately.”

“ Ah!” said Mr, Blunt, interrupting him, and misinterpret- |

ing the cause of his address. “And you find the duty too
arduous, No doubt it must be so. And you wish to procure
more steady and remunerative employment: during the day,
and so be enabled to dispense with' this night duty. Well, I'll
think it over and see what I can do for you; at present I see
no opening in my store, but I highly approve of your general
conduct, and am assured of your honesty and industry. 1 will
speak to some of my friends.”

“I thank you, sir, for your kinduess; but I wss not intend-
ing to trouble you about myself. Thank God, I earn good
wages iu my occupation as a cartman, and enjoy good health,
The stipen& I earn as one of the city watchmen 1 set aside for
the purpose of educating my children and procuring such little
extra comforts and luxuries as render my home more agrees.
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ble. My wife, too, though T say it.myself, is an industricus
woman; and as our family is at present but small, and as we
have lost our baby, she has considerable time on her hands,
and always has plenty of work to do for the stores, So—as
long as God spares us our health, we shall do well enough.
But last night, sir, 1 found a small child, I should think not

more than five ur six vears of age, sitting erying on the step

of ‘a doorway, drenched with the sleet, for it was a hard night,
and shivering with cold, and the poor little tellow  was nearly
famished, as I afterwards found out. I took nmm to Howsen’s
tavern, in Cedar-street, and got his clothing dried and provided
him with some food and a night’s lodging, and tv-aay, after a
good deal of coaxing, I learnt from him that his name is
Henry Selby, and that for some days past he has actually
been living in the streets, sleeping in the open air and trusting
to chance for fod. e would perhaps have died before morn-
ing nad I not discovered him. Te says he nas no parents,
He does not appear even to recollect his parents at all, and
he nas been living in some den in the Five Points, with an old
woraan, whom he calls Mother SBhipley, and who, to judge from -

‘the child’s story, keeps a number of children to beg and steal

for her. He ran away from the 0ld woman because he was
used cruelly, and it must have been hard usage that would
cause so young a child to leave even such a home as that ; in-
deed his little arms and shoulders show ample evidence of the
treatment he has been subjected to. They kept him at the
public-house till this forenoon, when they refused to keep him
any longer, and would have turned him adrifs had I not ‘taken
him home. I cannot blame them for it; for, to tell the truth,
the poor boy has been so neglected and is so ill-favored and

~dirty, that he was not a pleasant inmate; besides, he was no-

thing to them; but I had found him in the streets, and it went
against me to send him back to perish, perhaps. So I have

~ taken the liberty to ask your advice as to what I had best do.”

1t would be difficult for me to decide, Joseph,” replled Mr,
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Blunt, “You had better, perhaps, make the circumstances

known to a magistrate. Fe may be able to advise you better
than L” :

“1 have done so, sir, 1 called upen Justice Slocomb, and
he told me he could do nothing. *There were hundreds of
such cases,’” he said, ‘and it was impossible to attend to them
all.” I thought that was a poor argument why he could attend
to none, but he would not interfere.” ’

“ And so you took the child to your own house 27

“Yes, sir; I had some difficulty in persuading my wife to
allow him to be brought, for, though Mary has a kind heart,
she did not like the idea of such a child as this little boy being
brought as a companion to our own children ; besides, sir, [ am

not in a position to support a strange child. But Mary pro-

mised at last to let him stay a day or two, and I said I would
call and see you about him,” .

Mr. Blunt was a benevolent, pious, and withal a wealthy
man; but the very fact of his being known as such, led to his
being called upon to exercise his charity largely ; besides, he
was immersed “in business, and already was compelled to de-
vote more time than he could wisely spare to philanthropie
objects. e sat silent for some moments after Joseph had done
speaking, and then said :

“You have done a good action, Carter, and I think all the
better of you for your humanity ; but really I scarcely know
what to advise you. If you could find out the woman with
whom the child has been living—perhaps she is his mother
after all—it would perhaps be best to send him back to her. It
is hard to see so much misery and poverty, but it is impossible
to give assistance to all. I have more to do that way now than
I know how to manage. Perhaps you had better make inguiries
about him, and meantime, since you say you have taken him to
your home, let him remain there for a day or two. However
1 will see that you are not taxed for his sapport. Here are:
five dollars for you to spend upon him, and reimburse yourself
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for any expenses you may have incurred, (tendering Joseph a
five dollar bill) and I will speak to Mrs. Blunt. She may
perhaps find him some old clothes of the children’s which I will
have sent to the store, and you can take them home with you
to-morrow.”

“Thank you, Mr. Blunt, T shall be glad of any spare gar-

" ments that you can send the poor fellow, for his own clothes are

a heap of rags and filthy and I need not tell you that my own
children need all I am able to supply them with; but I had

_rather not take the money, sir, indeed [ had. It would be hard

with me if I could not afford the little matter of food that such
a mere baby can consume. I will talk over with-my wife what

- you have said.”

« | appreciate your motives, Joseph,” returned Mr. Blunt ;-
“gtill I had rather you would take the money. No? Well,
be it so, then; but I must assist your generosity so far as to
send you some old clothing for the poor child. And, as I have
said, 1 think it would be advisable for you to seel out this
woman, of whom the child speaks, and ascertain if she is not
some relative. If she be, I see no other alternative than to
send him home again.” . o

Somewhat disappointed, Joseph left the office, and went
.about his duties until evening, when he returned home to enjoy
the rest he needed, for it was his night off duty.

The child had slept soundly during the greater portion of the
afternoon, and when Joseph reached home, had arisen and was
sitting with a clean face and hands, and well-brushed hair, and
attired in tidy and wholesome, although well-worn garments,
before the fire, talking with the other children, who with their
mother were waiting his arrival to join them at the supper-
table. . : :

Joseph was somewhat surprised when he saw the ehild look-
ing so neat and clean. He declared that he should not have
recognized him. Te was still anything but a pretty, or even

an interesting child, and yet, this was owing, perhaps, a good
¥
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deal to his gaunt appearance, so different to the usual aspect
of childhood, for his features were not individually bad, and
the appearance of low cunning which they possessed, and whien

was doubly repulsive in one so young, seemed to have been

imparted to him in consequence of his associations since the
days of his infaney, rather than to have been a natural expres-
sion. And as Joseph looked at him, the thought came into his
mind, “ Would it not be a sinful act to send him back again to

those haunts of vice from which he has been, perhaps, provi-

dentially rescued ?”

The other children came to their father to receive the cus-
tomary kiss; but little Henry sat thoughtful and sullen, and
seemed to take no notice of the arrival of his benefactor,

“ He is a strange child,” whispered Mrs. Carter to her hus.
band, - “ He has hardly spoken a word since he woke up, I
have questioned him; but have hardly been able to obtain an
answer from him. What did Mr. Blunt say 2"

“] will tell you by-and-by, wife,” said Joseph, “ after the
children have gone to bed. Let’s have supper now, for [ am
both tired and hungry.”

e sat down to the table. “ Come, Willy—come,. Nelly,”

said he, speaking to his own children; “come to supper, dears

—and you, too, little Henry Selby—are you hungry 27

“Yes,” said the child. “1 think I am always hungry.”

“ Come, then ; that is a disease that readily adinits of cure,
when one has the proper medicine to take. Come, and seat
yourself beside Willy there.”

The child sullenly took the chair pointed out to hlm, and,
without waiting, or asking permission, seized hold of a huge
piece of bread, and proceeded to devour it ravenously.

Mrs. Carter looked at her husband. “Did you ever see
such a rude, unmannerly, ungrateful little creature ? ?” she whis-
pered.

“ We must recollect, wife, that be knows no better; he has
never been taught to act otherwise,”
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“But to see him devour his food more like a pig than a chris. -
tian child! why, I declare, he has caten more to-day than
Willy and Nelly together ; and he does not even seem thank-
ful for any kindness that is shown him,”

“ Perhaps our own dear children would have been as rude
and unmannerly,” said ‘Joseph, “ had they had no better care
taken of themr than this poor unfortumate; and as to his feed-
ing so ravenously, recollect how long he has been in nearly a
starving condition.”

“True, husband,” said Mrs, Carter, “Poor fellow! it is
pitifal to see him ; but what can be done with him 77

Nothing more was said till the supper was finished ; and while
his wife cleared away the supper-things, and got the children
ready for bed, Joseph occupied himself with the perusal of the
B.BWSP{'IPBT. ‘

The children knelt at their mother’s knees to say their pray-
ers, and having sald them, kissed their parents, and retired to
their bed. A little bed had been made on the floor for Henry
Selby ; for, although Mrs. Carter had laid the child to.rest on
her children’s bed during the afternoon, she could not overcome
her natural repugnance to permit him to sleep in the same bed
with them during the night.

She endeavor ed to get the child to recite the Lord’s Prayel,
but all her endeavors were vain; he would not utter a word
—either through obstinacy or stupidity. It could hardly have
been the latter, though; for the child, young as he was, was
precocious, and possessed, apparently, far greater acuteness than
is common in children much older than he.

Joseph Carter had laid aside his newspaper, and had sat lis.
tening to Mrs. Carter’s fruitless endeavors to teach the child to
pray. Ile called him to him, and he obeyed the call. He
seemed to take more kindly to him than to auy one else.

“Henry,” said he, gravely, but kindly, “ why do you not do
as Mrs. Carter wishes you 17

“’Cos I don’t want to,” answered the child,
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“Why not?”

“] don’t know—I don’t like to.”

“ Have you never said your prayers?”

** What ?” inquired the child,

“ Have you been never taught to pray ?”

“No.”

“ Do you know what I mean ?2”

113 NO.”

“Have you never heard of God, or of Jesus Christ, or the
Bible?” '

[ NO.”

“Henry, you were almost starved with cold and hunger, when
I found you last night, erying so piteously on the door-step.
Who was it directed me to find you-—and so, perhaps, to
save your life; for you would have died from exposure before
morning ?” ‘

“I don’t know, It wasn’t Mother Shipley, I know,” replied
the child. ' '

“No. It was God who directed my steps that way at that

© time. Are you not thankful that He sent me to provide you
with food and shelter 2"

“1 don’t know ; I never saw Him.” :

“Are you not thankful that you have had a good supper, an
have o room to go to, instead of being out in the cold, sleeping
on a door-step this night 27

“Yes,” said the child, after a pause—still, as though he did
not rightly understand what he was saying. . o

“Well, it is to God you must be thankful, not to me. e
sent me and put it into my heart to assist you; and perhaps
little Henry, He means to do yet something more for yon, if,
you will strive to deserve it.” '

“1 don’t know Him—I never seen Him,” said the child.
“ He don’t live at the Pints,” :

“He lives everywhere,” answered Joseph—¢ though, poor
ignorant child, I fear you are right in saying, that in that abode
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of wretchedness and sin e is little known.” But aware that
it wis useless at the present time to attempt to reason with the
child, he contented himself with saying— |

“ Now, Henry, listen to me. You saw Willy and little
Nelly knecling at their mother’s knee, thanking the good God,
for the blessings they enjoy ; for He sends blessings to them as
well as to you and everybody. Now, like a good little boy,
kneel down beside me, and repeat after me the words I utter,
and then you shall go to bed and have o nice sleep ; and in the
morning you shall have a good warm breakfast.” '

“ And as much bread as I like,” inguired the child.

“Yes, as much as ever you can eat. Now kneel down, like
a good boy.”

The child knelt, and with difficulty repeated after Joseph the
Lord’s Prayer. - o

“That is so far well, for a beginning,” said Joseph, when he .

- had concluded. “ Now kiss me, and go to bed; and recollect

it is God who will take care of you during the night.”

The child did as he was requested, and was sound asleep
almost, as soon as he had lain himself down.

“ Something may yet be done with that poor, forsaken crea
ture, by means of kindness, I can see that,” said Joseph to his
wife, when, from thé child’s slow, regular breathing, he found he
slept. Poor thing ! Ifeel my heart yearn towards him. I should
be sorry indeed to send him back to his wretched home again.”

“ What did Mr, Blunt say ? 7 asked Mrs, Carter.

% He said, like Mr. Slocomb, only in a more kind manner,
that he did not see what could be done for the poor fellow.
He advised me to try and find out where the old woman of
whom he speaks lives, and to see whether sho ishis mother or a re-
lative ; and if he be, advises me to send him home to her again.”

“ And shall you do so? It seems a pity; but I don’t see
what else can be done, If the magistrates can do nothing, and
a rick man like Mr, Blunt, who you say is so good and charita-
ble, can do nothing, I don’t see how poor folks like us, who
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have enough to do to support and educate our own children,
can be expected to do anything.”

“ Mary, Mr. Blunt has scores of objects already upon whom
to exercise his benevolence, Ile cannot be expected to do all,
‘Whatever we may do for this poor outcast now cannot be any
great burthen to us, and by-and-by we may be able to find
some one who will relieve us of him.”

“ But, Joseph! Surely you don’t think of adopting such a
child as that. Think of the example to your own children,
It would be wrong—sinful—for us to keep him in the house.”

“ And still more sinful, Mary, in my opinion, for us to turn
him away-—unless we were confident that he could find some
one to care for him, better than he has hitherto been cared for.
However, we will say no more about it to-night, Mr, Blunt
has promised to get his wife to send him some clothing to-
morrow, and he did request me to accept a five dollar bill, to
defray any expenses we might have incurred in his behalf, So
you see, Mary, that he is not selfish, and that he did not expect
him to become chargeable to us alone. 1 would not accept the
money, but I shall take the clothing. ' To-morrow, if [ can find
time, I will endeavor to seek out this woman ; and whenIhave
seen her, shall be better able to judge what had best be done.
Meanwhile we must give the poor little wanderer shelter. See
how calmly he sleeps, wife. Poor libtle fellow ! I warrant me
that's the best bed he ever slept in.’

“1 do pity the poor child, from my heart,” was Mrs. Carter’s
reply; “ and shall be willing for him to remain until something
can be done for him ; but, Joseph, you know he would not be
a fitting companion for our children, even if there were no
other objections to our maintaining him ?”

Joseph Carter did not reply to this. “ Let’s to bed, wife,” -

he said. 1 feel very tired. I'm right glad that I haven’t to
go out to night.”

In the course of half an hour all the inmates of that humble
yet peaceful habitation wero wrapped in slumber.

THE WATOCHMAN.

' CHAPTER, IV,

THE FIVE POINTB.

«If in the vale of humble life,
The vietims sad of Fortune's strife,
Friendless and low, we ineet together,

Then sir, your hand,imy fiiend and brother. ”
Burxs,

Joserr CarteEr had various jobs to do on the following
morning, which he could not afford to put aside for the purpose
of carrying out his intentions of the previous evening ; but after
dinner he found he had a little leisure time on his hands, and
instead of devoting it to sleep, preparatory to his night vigil,
as was his wont, he resolved to seek to discover the woman
whom little Hlenry Selby had called Mother Shipley. He called
the child to him, and questioned him further relative to the
locality of his former abode; but so fearful the poor little crea-
ture seemed of being sent back again to his persecutor, that
he relapsed into his former taciturnity and sullenness, and it
was with difficulty Joseph could gather anything from him.
By dint, however, of kindness, and promises that he would take
care he should not be ill-treated, he at length learned that the
old woman lived in the classical neighborhood called Cow
Bay, and thither he wended his way in search of her.

The Five Points at the period of which we write, was a
dangerous neighborhood to enter, even during broad daylight ;

_ but strong in the knowledge of his good purpose, Joseph

resolved to venture.

When arrived there, it was still with difficulty that he dis-
covered the woman of whom he was in search, Some of the
wretched beings whom alone he found, and from whom alone

- he could make inquiry, mocked and jeered him, Somd threate
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ened him, and bade him decamp ; some thought he was seeking
to make an arrest, and gave him false information; some

asked him for drink, as the only bribe by which he could gain -
his object, and some promised to guide him if he would inform

them for what purpose he had come amongst them. This
Joseph would not do, and it was an hour before he could dis-
- cover Mother Shipley’s abode; and when he did discover it,
and entered its gloomy, crumbling walls, his heart almos$ mis-
gave him, strong, bold man as he was; for it seemed to be
one of the very strongholds of wretchedness beyond concep-

tion, and crime that slunk here in security from discovery.

He had a family at home, and he felt how easily he might be
. murdered here, without even a probability that his fate would
ever be known, He were safer, he thought, amongst a horde

of savages, in some distant land, than here, scarcely a stone’s’

. throw from Broadway, with its pride and wealth and beauty,
Through dark, dark passages, into which the light of day ap-

peared never to have penetrated, the atmosphere of which was -

pregnant with foul miasma, and the walls slimy with mildew—
up rickety, creaking, dangerous staircases, the landings of
which were occupied by halfnude men and women, whose
countenances gleamed with ferocity, and were so swollen and

disfigured with disease, vice, drunkenness and bestiality, that

they had lost every trace of the “human form divine,”” and
who scowled at him as ‘he passed, like wild beasts, eager to
meke him their prey;—again through more dark passages

which opened into rooms, the doors of which stood off their

hinges, and from which issued sounds of drunken merriment
and shrieks of pain, and hideous laughter, and oaths fearful to
listen to, and that made his blood curdle and his hair stand on
end—higher and higher still, amidst like gloomy, hideous
sights, he went on his way, until the lad whom, at last, he had
bribed to show him Mother Shipley’s room, pointed to a door,
the panels of which were broken, and told him that there she
lived. “But,” added the urchin, with a laugh, “she’ll most

- and sunk her head on her loathsome pillow,
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like be dlunk by fhis time, and I guess, whatever you are
arter, you won’t get much out of her.”

Joseph Carter gave the lad the sixpence he had promised
him, and endeavoring to swallow his feelings of disgust, entered
the wretched apartment. It was occupied by some half-dozen

children, chiefly girls, the counterparts of Henry Selby (in regard

to their miserable wo-begone aspect) on the night he was
picked up by the watchman, They were busy sorting rags
and refuse of every description, which they had gathered in the
streets, and which sent forth a stench so deathlike, that it
almost overpowered the visitor, ‘These children were indulg-
ing in lewd jokes, and swearing and guarreling after a fashion
that sickened Joscph-to hear, and they did not spare their
jokes upon him-when he entered. On heaps of rags and other
waste materials which appeared to have been sorted and stowed
in the corners of the room, were stretched three females, appa-
rently sleeping away the fumes of drunkenness ; for they merely
raised their sleepy, watery eyes as they heard his tread, and
muttering some unintelligible words, composed themselves to
sleep again.  The oldest and ugliest, and most wrinkled of
these libels of their sex and of bumanity was pomted out to
Joseph, as the person of whom he was in search. -

“[s your name Shipley, my good woman?” he asked,
endeavoring to suppress the feeling of disgust that he felt.

“What do you waut to know for ¥° she demanded.

¢ I have reasons, which you will learn hereafter; but [ mean
you no harm ; so you need not be afraid to tell me.”
© “Give us something to drink, then.”

“You cannot get drink now; and you have had too much
already.”

“Then, sorra a bit will ye know anything, till ye plant a
quarter for some drink, by-and by ;" and the hag turned round

“I will give you the quarter you ask, if you will answer me
one or two questmns, hone.stly ”
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“'Will ye ?—then hand it along.”

“Stay ; you must take my word, and veply to my questions, |

- first,”
“ And then you will cheat me out of the money ?”

-“No; I promise you that I will not; and again [ tell you

that I SEOI\ to do you no harm,”

“Well, then, they call me Mother Shlpley, because of all
these childher that I looks after; but that ain’t my right name,”
said the hag, with a frightful leer. “Now, what good have ye
got by learnmg that'l”

“That is one thing that I wished to know ; but you must an-
swer me more questions yet. Have you a clnld here they call
Henry Selby 27

“Noj; he used to be here but it’s weeks since the young
imp of Satan ran away. He s dead, for anything I know or
care ;—drowned himself, maybe, becanse I guv him a bating,
the vagabond. He was a good riddance, for he was the, worst
of all this set, and they be all young imps of the d—1.”

“Then you have no desire to see him again "

“ Haven’t 1?2—By me sowl, if I catch hold of him, I'll tear

his hair out of his head ;—look here—he threw a stool at me,
afore he cut off, and knocked me down,—or he wouldn’t have
gone away so easily ;7 and she showed the mark of a severe
contusion on her brow., “ Wouldn’t I like to skin the young
villain?” and she clutched the air with her skinny fingers, as if
" in anticipation of the punishment she intended to inflict upon
the child, if ever she got him into her clutches again,

“You are not the mother of the child—that is, of Henry
Selby 27

“Me! do Ilook like as if I was the little wreteh’s mother ?
His mother killed herself with drink, after her husband was
hanged. Ha! ha! do ye hear that?--But why do ye ax me ?
sorra another question PIll answer.”

Joseph Carter had heard enough ; he felt a sensation of un.
utterable horror and disgust as he gazed upon the bestial
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wretch"hing before him. e threw her the quarter-dollaf he
had promised, and turned to leave the room.

The old hag clutched the coin, and shouted, © T\Tow for
drink—drink—drink—till me brain’s distracted, and Belzecbub
takes possession of me!”

* As Joseph was hurrying away from this frightful scene, he

turned and said, “I would ask you one more question : What
do you employ these children in, and how came they under
your care?” -

“Go and find out,” was the reply. “I shan’t answer another
question, to plaze ye. Ye'd better get away as quickly as ye
Ca[’l.” .

So Joseph thought ; and finding he could get no further infor-
mation, he hastened down the stairs,~-hig ears greeted by
shouts and blasphemous imprecations, as he descended. He

~ did not feel safe until he had reached the open street, and he

seemed to feel a relief, as though from suffocation, when he
snuffed the comparatively purer alr——-foul as that was. He has-
tened inté Broadway., “That child, with \y consent, shall
never be sent back to this horrible abode,”” he said to himself,
“if T have to support him myself.”

He went to the store of his employer. The bundle of cloth-
ing had been sent, as had been promised, and he carried it home
with him to his wife,

He then related to her what he had seen, and reiterated the
ebservation :—that he could not send the chilgd back again to that
abode of sin and misery.

“ But, Josceph,” said his wife, ¢ what are we to do with a

- child, who has Dbeen brought up in such a place, and amongst

such wretches? 1ask you, can he be_a fitting companion for
our children 2—a fit inmate of our house? Poor as it is, it is
decont,”

“He is not—not now, at least, but we can strive to make
him so, Mary. What happiness 1t would be, if we could rescue
him from the life of shame and infamy to which he seemed
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doomed ; perhaps Providence has ordained that it shall be so.
At all events, we must support him for awhile, until I can look

about and find what can be done in his behalf. I will speak to

Mr. Blunt again.’

Mrs. Carter was fain to acqulebce ; indeed she sincerely
pitied the poor helpless child. It was only her love for her
own children and her fears lest they would be contaminated by
the presence and companionship of this child of vice and crime,
that-led her to be so reluctant to give him shelter, She felt,
and so did her husband, that they wercnot in a position to
support the offspring of strangers unknown to them, and, per-
haps, indeed most likely of debauched and depraved characters.
Joseph had not told his wife what the old woman had said of
the fate of the child’s parents. e did not think it necessary,
for it might not be true ; but she agreed with her husband that
they could not conscientiously send the child back, Nay,
common humanity, setting aside christian charity, forbade it.

And so Henry Selby became an inmate of Joseph Carter’s
family. Day after day, for some time, Joseph and his wife
talked over various plans by means of which they could get
quit of what they felt to be a grievous burthen; but they
could arrive at no conclusion. Henry continued to reside with
~ them, and in time ecame to be considered as one of the family,
* or, at least, as one whom it was a duty and a pleasure to teach
and to endeavor to train up in the paths of virtue and religion ;
- but they found the task, indeed, a difficult one. The chlld was
~ deceitful and treacherous, given to falsehood and to theft and
as mischievous as he well could be; and still it was a satis-
. faction to them to perceive that a gradual, though sensible im-
.- provement took place in his character and disposition, and
! he was soon taught to abstain from foul language. Moreover,
it was singular to mark the change that took place in his per-
sonal appearance. From being slovenly to a degree, he be-
came really tasteful in his attire and person, and indeed
showed so decided a passion for dress and finery that Josepn
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feared that this was an inherent foible in his charaster. He
was no longer the ugly, ungainly child he had appeared when
first he was rescued from the streets; his form had filled out
to the roundness befitting his years, and his features could no

Jonger be called plain. His hair was red, it is true, but it pro-
- ‘mised to darken as he grew in years; and his clear blue eyes
were certainly a redeeming feature in his face. With better

training, he had almost lost that look of cunning which at first

had imparted such a forbidding aspect to his countenance.

Though not even now a pretty, he was still a neat, nice-look-
ing little boy. '

So months passed away—Joseph Carter being still occupied
in his daily duties as a cartman and in his nightly vigils as a
guardian of the city. All seemed going well with him, and he
had forgotten altogether to speak again to Mr. Blunt with re-
gard to little Henry Selby, when an event occurred which totally
chunged the aspect of affairs.

Ouie night, about six months after Henry Selby had become
an inmate of the house in Mulberry-street, a fire broke out in
Broadway. It .was on a night when it was Joseph Carter’s
turn of duty as a city watchman, He had raised the alarm
and the fire companies had responded to the call. The fire
was mnearly got under, and every one was endeavoring to
save the property that had not been injured by the flames or

by the water, Joseph had entered the building for this pur- -

pose, when a falling ‘peam' struck him on the shoulder and
felled him to the ground. In a condition of intense bodily suf
fering he was removed to his home, nor was his mental anguish
less, for he felt that at least for a Jong time he would be pre-
vented from following bis calling, and he knew that his family
would suffer. Ah! in case of accident, the poor are doubly
injured, for they feel a mental torture that increases their

~ bodily agony, which the rich are spared—the knowledge that

poverty, perhaps destitution, with all its horrors, awaits them
and all those most dear to them,
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It was found that Joseph had received a compound fracture
of the fore-arm, in addition to several severe contusions ; and
- 1t was feared that he had also received some internal ipjury.
He had laid by a little money ; it was very little, still it was
- sufficient to save the family from immediate want; bat this
" was soon expended, and then came grim poverty with its train
of attendant evils. He was told that his situation as watchman
should be kept open for him for a reasonable time; and Mr,
Blunt, who, in his avocation as a cartman, had been his princi-
pal employer, hearing that he was really seriously ill, called to
see him and to offer him assistance. He had probably forgot-
ten the fact of his having been spoken to about the little boy,
for he noticed the three children standing in the room.

“Ah, Joseph!” said he—*have you three children? I
thought you only had two living, I see three here, and two of
about the same age; are they twins? They don’t reseruble
each other at all.” ‘

“One of them is not my child, sir,” said the sick man,
“You recollect my speaking to you of a little boy I found per-
ishing in the street, some months «ince, This ”—pointing to
Henry Selby—*is he.”

“Indecd! Why, he is really a fine child. And have yon
and your wife actually kept this poor child in your family 2 It
was very remiss of me. I had forgotten all about the circum.
stance, But come—IJ must bear my share now, and lighten
you of your burthen, I will take care of this child. He will
not be of any use just yet; but I will send him to school, and
let him live in the kitchen with my servants, until ke is able te
do something for himself, What say you, my dear ?”—address.
ing the child—* will you come and live at my house ?”

“I would rather stay with Uncle Joseph,” he replied—

bursting into tears, and throwing his little arms around his

benefactor’s neck. He had learned of his own accord to
address Carter as Uncle Joseph, and to call Mrs. Carter aunt.
It was the first burst of real feeling the child had ever shown

i
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Both Joseph and his wife had often expressed the opinion that
he was totally devoid of feeling or of gratitude; and they were
both much affected on finding that these sentiments were not
wanting in him. DBut the offer, under the present circum-
stances, was too good a one to be lightly refused, They rea-
soned with the weeping child—and at last, promising that he
should often come to see thern, and perhaps, when Uncle Joseph
got well, eome to live with them again, they prevailed upen
him to consent.

Mr. Blunt sent for him that evening, and he was thencefor-
ward regularly installed as a denizen of his kitchen—he contin-
uing to send him to the school, whither he had for some months
past gone regularly with the Carters’ ¢hildren.

Joseph laid Jong on & bed of sickness: but he was eventually
restored to health and strength, although his shoulder and arm
were always weak afterwards. But here we will leave him
for a time, while we take occasion, in the next chapter, to intro-
duce certain other characters to the notice of our readers.
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CHAPTER V.

THE PAWNBROKER'S SHOP—AN UNEXPECTED MEETING CREATES
AN ENDURING FRIENDSHIP, 50 PRONE ARE THOSE IN MISFOR-
TUNE TO FLOCK TOGETHER, AND TO CLING TO EACH OTHER,

% Misery makes strange bed:fellows,”

Ur and down, through street after street, looking with a
longing eye at the-young men busily employed in the various
stores, and thinking how gladly he wonld now take the hum-
blest employment, how gladly he would become porter, mes-
senger, anything that was honest, if he could only get the
chance! Wondering why, in so large a city, where there was

so much-work done, so much work to do, he could obtain no’
engagement, and feeling sick at heart. and soul, as he saw how -
many there were in the same position as himself, wandered.

Charles Edwards, an emigrant, who, flush with hope, had set
foot in the United States for the first time, some two months
previously-—confident in his own mind that not only would the
services he could perform be readily accepted and well remu-
nerated, but even eagerly sought after. Alas! how had his

hopes fallen. Well he knew those who like himself had had

their bright anticipations destroyed. Ife had seen the well,
known faces, radiant with hope when they first met his eye,
gradually growing despondent and careworn ; he had noticed
the well-brushed and glossy clothing, by degrees, scarcely per-
ceptible at first, but perceptible enough now, growing shabby
and secdy, and the once buoyant, elastic step, assuming a care-
Jess gait, such as characterizes those who have no deﬁmte object
in view. When he bad first set his foot in the city of New
York he had been struck with the number of idle, yet active,
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intelligent-looking young men, cougregated on the Battery,
and he had thought how well off every one must be in this
great city, how careless of labor, when they could thus afford to
spend so many idle hours. But day after day, after his
weary and fruitless round to seek for an engagement, he resorted
to that well-known lounging place to rest his weary limbs, in
the only resting place that he could find without money to pay
for it, except hlS boarding-house, and he did not like to go
thither except at meal times and of an evening, for he wished to
keep up appearances as long as he could; he was already two
or three weeks’ board in debt fo his landlady, and he fancied
she began to look coldly upon him and to mistrust his weekly
excuses, that he was expecting to get a good situation in the
course of a day or two, when it should be his first care to re-
imburse her. It would never do to remain idle at home,
although he was worse than idle when abroad, for his labor, his
weary wanderings, brought him no return, but deeper dejection.
No, to have remained at home, would have been at once {o
betray his hopeless condition to his prying landlady (little was
he aware that she already kmew it;) besides, although each
failure brought him fresh dejection, each new trial gave him
fresh hope ; and he had little now but hope, the Jast remaining
friend of the unfortunate, to sustain him. T

Sill, although he had formed the acquaintance of two or
three of his fellow-sufferers, by meeting with them day after
day on his favorite seat on the Battery ; though each intuitively
knew the condition of the other, and each mutually pitied the
other’s excuses, it was astonishing how they strove to disguise
their position, and told each other how, the next day—yes,
and -the newt day again, they expected to get such and such &
situation, and still kept on telling, though each day passed like
the other, and still saw them at its close seated on the same
seat, and telling a similar story.

Charles Edwards had possessed a watch and chain when he

first arrived in New York, but the watch he no longer wore,
-
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although the chain still did duty, keeping needless guard over
the empty vest-pocket. Among his fellow boarders, although
he did not krow it unsil he had been for some weeks a resident
of the boarding-house, was a young man in a similar position
with himself, And one day at the dibner-table this young
man, whose name was Hartley, asked Charles what was the
hour. Of course, all eyes were directed to the pocket in which
the end of the chain was inserted. Charles blushed and stam-
mered. “I have left it at the watchmalker’s,” he said; “it has
been sadly out of repair lately.”

“ And yon still wear the chain for a shain 1 was the thought- |

less reply, and various jokes were passed, which struck like
daggers upon the feelings of the sensitive young man, He
knew he had told a falsehood, because he lacked moral courage
to tell the truth; he felt that the truth was suspected, and still
he had not the moral courage to avow it It had goue to a
watchdealer’s, if' not a watchmaker’s, who had so ample a sup-

Ply of those articles of utility and ornament, that he might

have supplied the ordinary demand of the city for watches.
How many a biter pang had it cost Charles ¥dward, before
he could muster up courage to enter the precincts of that
strange repository of heterogenous materials, a pawn-broker’s
shop? How many a time, when he thought he “had serewed
his courage to the sticking point,” had his heart failed hith, and
he had deferred the sacrifice till another day? How he fan.
cied that the eyes of all the passers-by were fixed upon him,
‘as he passed apparently carclessly by the * three golden halls,”
on the opposite side of the street, casting a furtive, sidelong
glance at the emblems of the “ Lombards,” and yet striving 1;2
look as though all the “golden balls” in the world were nothing
to him ? and what a sickening sensation arose in his breast as
at last he made the dread resolve, and walking hastily along
the back street in the rear of the shop, he made a suddez
plunge, as he reached the dark, open‘ doorway; and hastily
ascending the stairs, as though the property he wished to pawn,
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to satisfy his present needs, were not his own, and he was
fearful the police were at his heels—he rushed breathlessly
into the narrow dark box, still keeping back from the
counter, ashamed to make known his business. How strange
appeared the shameless carelessness: of the habitués of this
dreadfyl place, to his imagination, who, scorning the secresy of
the boxes, crowded before the counter and teased the busy
shopmen with their incessant demands to be attended to, or
indulged in facetious jokes and pleasantries with each other
and the' clerks 3 and most of these persons lost to the feelings of
shame, were women! and the articles they had brought to
pledge, were what? Worn articles of clothing ! domestic uten-
sils ! household furniture, of so little value that to sell it out
and out, would bring the sellers but a few cents! '

The shop was emptied and refilled several times before
Charlés was seen, in the dark corner where he had ensconced
himself ; but at length, a lesser rush than usual being at the
counter, one of the young men eame o the box.

“What can [ do for you, sir, to-day ?” he asked, to Charles’
surprise, in a respeotful tone, very different to that he had used
when dealing and bantering with the motley crew without,

«1 should like you to oblige me with the loan of fifteen dol-

lars upon this watch, sir,” replied Charles; *1 should only

want it for a short time—for a few days—until 1 get a remit-

_ tance from home; the fact is, I—I—have lost my pocket-book,

and finding myself in a strange hotel, I—” -

“Ah! I see, sir,” answered the shopman, with a glance of
mingled pity and contempt, at the same time taking the watch
in his hand, and in a moment, as if by intuition, ascertaining its
value, “a patent lever, I see—gold cases—good, but old-
fashioned. These watches, sir, are quite. a drug just now—
could show you a case full of them, and sell you the best for
fifteen dollars, Gentlemen do meet with mishaps, sometimes.
Sorry to hear, sir, that you have lost your pocket-book-—hope
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it will not inconvenience you long, Say ten dollars, sir, and I
shali be glad to accolmmodate you.”

“The watch cost me sixty dollars,” replied Charles. “Iam
afraid that ten dollars will hardly be sufficient to meet my
necessities until I hear from my friends, Could'nt you-—’

“Could’nt say another dollar, sir, upon my word, What
name shall Isay 27

Charles still hesitated, He really needed just fifteen dollars ;
but the shopman noticing his hesitation, turned to another cus.
tomer, with his obsequious, “ Now, sir, what can I do for you
to-day 2 7 ' _

Scarcely daring to come out without the money, and well
aware that he could not muster courage to go through a similar
ordeal elsewhere, on that day, Charles hastily said, “1 willtake
the ten dollars. You will take good care of the watch until T
release it 77 .

“The hest possible care, sir. What name shall I say 27

¢ Charles—no—dJames—.""

* Any name and address will do, sir. Gentlemen who have
met with a little mishap, don’t like their real names to appear
on our books. John Jones, Astor House—that will do, sir?!”
and handing Edwards the duplicate and the ten dollars, the
young man laid the watch on a shelf, and hastened to attend
to another customer, and Charles proceeding to the door,
looked hastily around him, until he thought he saw a good
opportunity, and then darting out, mingled with the passing
crowd, striving to look as unconcerned as possible, althongh
his cheeks tingled with shame.

‘However, one little valuable after another went in a similar
way, until the watch-chain was left alone in its glory. It was
a bitter task to part with this; for appearances could then no

- longer be sustained ; ‘but, at length, it was necessary, abio.
lutely necessary to dispose of this too. Charles by this time
had become o far accustomed to the humiliation of these steal-
thy visits, that he sometimes ventured to cast a cautious glance
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around him, and into the adjoining box, On the occasion of
his pledging his chain, he saw that the pawn-broker was en.
gaged in valuing, according to his own estimation, a ruby pin,
which Charles thought he had seen before. He stole a glance
at the owner. It was George Hartley, his fellow-lodger., The
eyes of the young men met ; there was a mutual start—a mu-
tual mantling blush of shame; but neither of them spoke a
word. They received the sum of money offered them by the
pawn-broker, and left the shop together.,

“Bo, Mr. Edwards, I have found you out, and you have
found out me,” said Hartley, afier they had proceeded some dis-
tance, in silence j “but I knew well enough how it was, when
you said your watch was a¢ the watchmaker’s, After all, there
is nothing for either of us to be really ashamed of: T am, like
yourself, looking out for something to do, however humble it
may be; and like you, I suppose, looking out vainly. God
knows what it will come to. The money I have got for my
shirt-pin will just pay my board-bill, and I have nothing else I
can spare to raise more.” -

“ And I, too,” said Charles—*1, too, Mr. Hartley, am
reduced to the last extremity. When I came here from Can.
ada, I thought I could readily obtain employment as a book-
keeper ; now, any employment would be acceptable.”

“ That was the case with me, when I first came here. It was
in the busy season, and, perhaps, I could have obtained some
common situation ; but I had a few dollars, and I scorned any-
thing less than what I considered a respectable engagement. 1
wish I could get the humblest employment now. I wish I was
a mechanic ; they have, at least, a better chance than such as
we, for getting work.”

“ And yet, at our house, there are three or four mechanies
out of work. It seems to me that everything is overdone in
this crowded city,” replied Edwards,

“You say you came from Canada? I came from Ireland—
from Dublin,” said Hartley. ’
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“Yes; I came here from Montreal ; and I am heartily sorry
now that I left it.”

“You were in employment there ?” ’

11 Yes.?’ .

“ Are you a married man?”

“Yes; and have two children—there’s where the shoe

" pinches.” 4

“ How came you then to leave Montreal 2”

“For the same reasons that a good many others leave it,
Because I was not content with the salary I got, which, to tell

the truth, was little enough; and I hoped to better myself
here,” ‘

“ For that reason I left Dﬁ‘blin,” returned Hartley, “I was |

amongst my friends, and could always earn enough to support
myself in a humble way ; but we hear, in Ireland, such wonder-
ful stories told by the emigrants, that it fires us all with a de.
sire to try our fortunes here. 1 hope that mine is an unusual
case of hard fortune,—or there is little truth in the representa-
tions of my countrymen.”

“If we may judge by the numbers we meet, whom we know
to be in a similar predicament with oursclves, ours are by no
means rare instances of mishap,” answered Edwards, 1 tell
you what conclusion I have arrived at: I believe that this is a
good country for laborers, who have been used to ont-door
labor, and who do not cling to cities, but spread themselves far
and wide throughout the country. Such, [ truly believe, can
always be sure of earning a good living, and, perhaps, of event-
ually becoming independent; but everybody, even the Ameri-
cans themselves, crowd to the city, and there isnot,nor cannot;
be, employment for all. The Americans themselves, clerks
mechanics, and laborers, are erowded out and crushed by th;
competition of forcigners.” :

+ ] fear it is so, Thank God! T am unmarried, and have no-
body to care for but myself. When I first stepped on shore, I
had really got into my head that I should be stopped as I W,as

‘wwm%v
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passing along the streets, and asked whether T wanted a situa-
tion? I had resolved not to throw myself away, by accepting

" the first offer that was made, but to look out for one that I

thought would suit me. 1 wish-now J would suit anything at
all that can come to hand.” ,

Charles smiled sadly. “Such is the case with most of us.’
I had a situation of three hundred and fifty dollars a-year in
Montreal, and with that income there, small as it was, I could
live more comfortably than I eould, as I should judge, with five
hundred here ; but, I limited my demands to five hundred dol-
lars to begin with, and after spending a few days in looking
about me, and seeing the city, I thought I would answer some .
of the advertisements I saw in the daily papers. So, I replied
to one which stated that the services of a competent accountant
were wanted in a commission house, where he would be
required to know the business of the Custom-House, and to
make himself generally useful.—¢ A moderate salary,” it added,
¢ would be given at first.’ '

“Thinks I, ¢ That’s just the place for me. I'm thoroughly
acquainted with the routine of Custom-House business, and a
commission house will suit me, until [ am better acquainted
with the way of doing business here. .Five hundred dollars is
a moderate salary enough, and the very mention of the fact,
that a moderate salary only will he given, will prevent there
being too many applicants 3’ for, you see, while looking over the
papers after the advertisers for employeés, I had noticed that
there were a great many advertising for employment, and the
knowledge of this had disconcerted me a little.

“[ went to the place ; it was in Coenties Slip. I got there
before the proprietor arrived, and was somewhat annoyed to
find nearly a dozen applicants alrcady waiting. Presently the
merchant came—a sharp, business-like looking man. He
brushed hastily by us, without noticing us at all, as it seemed,
and retired to the inner office, In a few minutes a boy came
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out. ‘Are you waiting to see Mr. Boyer about the advertise-
ment he put in the Courier and Inquirer 2’ he asked.

“¢Yes—yes,—shouted half a dozen voices at once—rmine
among the rest, _ | :

“¢Then come in, one at a time, ‘cording to order; first
come first served, you know; start fair old fellers ’L—aﬁd
he laughed as if he anticipated some fun, Well, I tol?d you
though I had come so early, I was the last of the bunch: ané
one by one, the applicants went in, leaving we to the’ last,
HOWever,laH were heard; and at last my turn came. I entered
the inner office, and presented my testimonials,

[1 1 .
So you come from Canada, 1 perceive, young man?’ said
Mr. Boyer, | '

“*Yes sir’
“¢ What business have you been employed in there 2’ -

“‘I have been assistant book-keeper in a shipping house, and
have also been employed as a copyist.’ | |

“¢Humph! Are you a native of Canada ?’
“¢ No sir, I am an Englishman.’
“¢ How long have you been away from England 3’

“‘Twelve years sir,” | replied. *
’ plied. ‘I left Engl ; .
& youngster.’ : ngland when ‘l‘flto

“¢Bo I should think, How old are you??
“ ¢ Thirty years.’ ' '

“?And you have been in Canada ? '~

“¢Ten years.

“ ¢ And you hope to benefit your condition 'by coming here ?
Well, I don’t doubt you are right. This is a great countr -
young man, and we are a great people, Everybody can gt
along here, if they are only smart. But you say \
been a copyist—of course you write a good hand 9’

“I wrote a fow sentences on a sheet of paper, !

“‘Very fair that) said Mr. Boyer. ‘Now young mzm;

what sal : . :
rout ’sa ary do you expect, to begin with, supposing I engage

you have
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« <] had three hundred and fifty dollars in Montreal, sir,
said I, “and I think I could manage with five hundred for a
beginning here.’ : ‘
 «¢ Whe-e-ew ! whistled Mr. Boyer, ¢Upon my word, you
are vev“y moderate in your demands, young man. - Five hun-
dred dollars! Why, I can get an experienced hand for less
than that 1’ "

«1 hinted that'I might accept four hundred. i

. %] tell you what it is, young man,’ said Mr.:Boyer, ‘it’s
my opinion you had better go back to Montreal. You must
suppose we Americans have got nothing to do with our money
but to throw it away. [ had fixed on giving two hindred dol-
lars for the first year—or, I might have said two-fifty, for a
competent; experienced man, used to the city trade. Good
morning. I fancy one of the young men who have gone out
wiil suit me. ‘

“] left the office, somewhat crest-fallen, and a young man,
who had been told to wait outside, was recalled, and accepted,
at a salary of two. hundred dollars a-year.

- “Itried one or two others with like ill success, and then I com-
menced advertising—but only to find that 1 was spending my
money to no purpose. 1 did not receive one single answer,
though I advertised half a dozen times, and now 1 am begin-

' ning to despair—though some persons, whom I knew in Mon.

treal, have been fortunate in getting good and remunerative
employment.” . - 1

« T have been fully as unfortunate as yourself,” said Hartley.
« After hunting after -employment in New York until my funds
were getting low, I thought I would try Philadelphia; but i
found that I had only spent my money for the journey thither

in vain. There was less chance for employment there than in

New York—if that be not a paradox-—seeing there seems to be '

none here. . I did, however, nearly get an engagement in Phil-
adelphia. A trunkmaker advertised for a salesman—offering
3% :
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seven dollars a week, I thought that was better than nothing,
and offered my services, and they were accepted,”

“ They were ?” exclaimed Edwards. “How did you lose
the situation? I wish some one would offer me seven dollars
2 week—1I would gladly take it. I see nothing before me but
starvation here—and 1 have no means to go back to Canada.
Besides, I sold off the best part of my furniture, in order to
provide furds to come here, and sent my wife and family into
lodgings. God knows how they are doing. My wife, poor
thing, doesn’t complain ; but I can tell by the tone of her let-
ters that she is Aoping day after day, that I will send her some
money, or send for her and the children to come on here.”

“My services were accepted, as I said,” continued Hartley ;
“but my dear fellow, I only held the sitnation for a few hours.
The proprietor, after instructing me how to keep his books and
make sales, if purchasers should eall, went out, leaving me
alone in the store. The little book-keeping that was to be
done was soon completed, and then I set myself down, kicking
my legs in a chair, and waiting for customers; but none came,
and I therefore had nothing to do. Thinks I, ¢ George Hartley,
you hav'nt got a very lucrative situation, that’s a fact; but
you've got a mighty easy one;’ and so I sat idle till dinner-
time, when \my employer returned—the boss, as they term the
master here.”

“¢ Well, young man,’ said he, ‘how’s trade been to- day—
have you made any sales ?’

“¢ None at all, sir,’ I answered.

“¢Trade ¢ mighty dull—that's a fact,” he replied. ¢ But go
and get your dinuer, and I'll keep shop till you come back, and
be smart, for I haven't had dinner myself yet.’ .

“ Well, I started out to the nearest eating-bouse, and got my-
self something to eat, keeping as much within bounds as was
possible ; and then hastened back to the shop, ‘

““Well, said the boss, ‘you've been preity slick about your
dinner—that’s sartain ; but, mister, what's your name ?

THE WATCHMAN. 50

“¢ George Hartley, sir.’

“c 'Well, George, seeing as there ain’t much doing in the way
of trade—s’pose, in the 'aftemoon you take the plane and just
go over them box-lids there, which, you see, needs smoothing,’
pointing to a heap of lids in one of the corners of the shop, bu-

~ried up in shavings.

] knew as much about a plane as a eat does about a razor }

but still, I thought the job was a sxmple one enouorh and Would '

serve to while away the time ; for I found it precious dull work,
waiting, doing nothing in the shop. So, I set to work ; but, at
the very first motion of the plane, I drove it so deep that I
spoiled the symmetry of one of thelids, Itried another, and sue-
ceeded, as I thought, better; but when [ had finished, and stood
back to see the effect, I was horrified at witnessing the havoc I
had made. The chest-lid looked, for all the world, as if it had
been ploughed in ridges; and while I was still regarding the
destruction I had caused, who should come in but the boss !

“iThat’s right, mister,” said he; ‘I like toks‘ee young men
busy ;—but, Jehoshaphat! what in the name of mischief have

you been doing? Moses! but you've spiled that ’ere chest-lid,
entirely !’

«¢ And another one, too, sir, I fear,’ said T; for I was despe-
rate at the thought of the mischief I had done,and I pulled out
the other lid from the heap of shavings. ’

. “ You should have seen how the old boss stamped and swore,

“¢Youwve done more mischief, mister, said he, ‘than a
hull week’s wages 'll pay for. I guess I sha’n’t want you here
any longer., You can go; but who's gomg to pay for them

*ere spiled kivers?’,

“¢] don’t know, indeed,’ smd I, *I have no money ; beSIdes
I did my best to obey your orders.’

“¢Did I order yon to go and spile my property ¢’ he asked,

~ ““No, sir,’ I replied ; ¢ but you bade me employ myself in
work that I knew nothing about. I never handled a plane be-

r
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fore in my life. I engaged as salesman, not as a journeymans
carpenter.’

“¢ And what need, do you think, have I of a lazy chap hang.
ing on about my store, merely to sell a chance chest or trunk 2
I want a handy chap as can turn himself to anything. I never
saw no good come of you chaps as wasn’s bred up to no trade,
You can go, mister, and be mighty glad youw’ve come off so
cheap. I could make you pay for that ’ere spiled property.’

“‘It’s hard stealing the breeks from a Hielanman,’ thought I,
recollecting the old proverb; but I reflected that I had really
damaged the old man’s property, and so I wens off, without
saying another word; and, that evening, I pledged my watch,
and returned to New York—and here I am.”

“ And here am L” rejoined Edwards, “and I sincerely wish I
was anywhere else in the wide world. Oh'! what a fool I was to
give up a sure situation, however poor, for a mere chance, and
~ such a chance as it has turned out to be.”
~ The two young men walked on, silently and dejectedly, .
towards their lodgings in Greenwich-street. At length, Ed-
wards, more for the sake of breaking the silence than for the
sake of information, said :— A

“ Have.you no friends or relatives in the United States, Mr,
Hartley 2”

“1 believe I have an uncle and an aunt, somewhere or other,
in this country ; but where, I know not. They came over from
Ireland a long time ago, and I have never heard of or from
them since. True, I have not made much inquiry respecting
them ; for I do not anticipate, even if theyare living, that they
are in a position to do me much service.” "

They reached their lodgings without saying anything further,
Both had gone abroad on the same errand, for each had received
a gentle hint from the landlady, that their board for three
weeks was due. The sactifice of the long chérished chain and
the breast-pin, had been the result. The articles had been
kept as long as possible; for their absence was a perpotual
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reminder of the poverty that had now assailed the owners.
We can afford to wear an old coat, an old hat, worn boots,
faded attire; we can dispense with personal adornment when
we do so of our own free will and pleasure, knowing that we
can dress well if we choose; but to those who have been used
to dress respectably ; whose position in life, however. humble,
has compelied them to keep up appearances, the sacrifice, one
after another, of those trifles which they may never be a.b_le to
replace, and which have cost them so much to obtain, inflicts a

_ pang which the wealthy can never know, and can therefore

form no idea of. o

Charles Edwards and George Hartley, were now reduced to
the lowest ebb. They had no better prospect—nay, not so
good a prospect of procuring employment now, than "chey had
had when first they landed in New York, flushed with hope
and eager anticipations; for now their _appearance bégan to
betray their poverty, and who is desirous of giving employ-

| ment to the needy? What merchant will engage a poorly.

dressed clerk when so many well dressed gentlemen are ready
to attend his beck and <all 2 N i :

But for these young men, now when their last dollar was
expended, and all seerned hopeless, better days were yet in store,
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CHAPTER VL

THE PARENTS OF THE DESERTED CHILD-—THE DEATHS ON BOARD
THE EMIGRANT SHIP-—THE KIDNAPPER,

“The p.lague seized them, Tt was the vesult of mismanagement, and
non-attention to the commonest laws of nature. She

to be violuted” will not permit these

Tar HistorY or 1HE Pracus.

Somz years prior to the date of the conversation :fecorded iﬁ
the preceding chapter, Barnard Hartley and his wife had left
Ireland for that eldorado of the West to the Irish people, the

United States of America. Bernard Hartley had for many

years rented a small farm, which his father and grandfather had
rented before him, in King’s County, Leinster, on the banks of
the Shannon. There he and his ancestors had lived happily for
many years, and would have lived happily ‘still, nor thought of
forsaking the soil of Green Erin even for the froer air of Amer-

ica, 1’1ad not the lordly proprietor of the estate of which Bap. -
nard’s small farm was a portion, forsaking the good old exam- -

ple set. him by. his ancestors, and, instead of living as they had
done, in the midst of their tenantry, encouraging them by their

cxample, and looked up to almost reverentially by them
adopted the principles of absentecism, one of the sources of th;
woes of Ireland, and gone to reside in London, leaving his
estates under the arbitrary charge of an agent, who, with the
objeet of increasing the rental, and thereby of udd}ng to his
own per centage, and perhaps, -appropriating something more
let the estates out in portions to “middle men,” as they are’o
termed, who again in their turn, raised the rents of the tenants
beneath them, pressing so severely upon them, that it was with
difficulty they could now exist on the property which for Years

+
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had afforded them not merely a living, but a superabundance,
Barnard Hartley was in the course of a few years reduced
from the position of a comfortable, well-to-do. farmer, to that
of an impoverished laborer, renting the farm, certainly, as of
old; but continually getting poorer and poorer, until want so
stared hinh in the face, and so blank and dismal looked his

~ future, thdt he had taken the liberty of remonstrating with the -

landlord himself. Lord had coolly replied to his letter,
informing hin, that he trusted implicitly to the agent, and left
2ll to his management ; and the agent coming to hear that one
of the tenants had dared to complain of him to.the landlord,
pressed him still more hardly, until Barnard was at last
reduced to penury.  Seeing no promise of redress—no hope
for the future, he had reluctantly resolved to leave the spot
where his earliest breath had been drawn—where his infantile
and boyish years had been passed—where he had courted and

" claimed the hand of the fair Alice Meehan, the belle of the sur-

rounding country——where he had lived and thriven until he had
reached the raiddle term of life—where the bones of his fathers
for many generations had been laid, To leave old Ireland and
seek his fortune, with his wife, and his only remaining child—
for he had lost three, who were buried beneath that loved soil

ke was leaving—in the distant land of America, of which he

had heard such glowing accounts, and where he had often been

- advised to emigrate to, but had until now steadily refused—for

“please God,” said the honest man, “ I will live and die, me-

" gelf, me wife, an’ me child, on the dear old sod on which our ances-

tors have lived for centuries, and benedth which--God rist
them !—their bones lie in peaee, and where, I hope, mine some
day will lie wid Alice’s and the boys’, beside them.” But his
trust had failed him, and at last the sad day had come when he

~ must bid farewell, in all human prospect, forever, t0 his native

land, and seek to earn' the living that was denied to him at
home, on a foreign soil, Barnard Hartley sailed from the por$
of Limerick, for New York, and from that period none of his

[
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friends had heard of him. It was this recollection which had
caused George Hartley to remark to Charles Edwards that he
d.id not believe if kis relatives were living, they were in a posi-
tion to befriend him, and he spoke advisedly ; for to the credit
of the Irish character be it said, they are always prompt to
inform their friends if fortune favors them, and to invite them
to share her gifts. The inference was just, that they were
dead, or in a condition of poverty. ’

The novel-writer has this advantage, shared in by the novel-
reflader—-that he is not always obliged to wait till time lifts the
veil of obscurity, and explains what to the actual mover and
doer in this world is shrouded in darkness. It is as well that
we explain to the reader at once wherefore it was that Barna;d
Hartley and his wife, contrary to the general practice of their
countrymen and women, had never let the folks az Zome know
of t'heir welfare or of their disappointments—they were dead
Their grave was in the depths of the Atlantic. The moanino.r
of the winds borne across the heaving waters of the ocean, ha?l

sung their requiem, and the shrill mournful shriek of the sea. .

,bird had been .f'or them a wail, more melancholy than ever
&Eﬁne iro(;:n the lhps of crooners at a wake in their rative land
ey had not lived to see the land of promi i :
ors hastentog. promise to which they
) TII:TQ good ship Margaret, of Limerick, sailed from that port
or New York, having some four hundred emigrants on boal;d,

in the fall of the year 18—. Some years ago, emigrant ships -

were even worse provided than they are now, and that were
needless. It was soon discovered that the Margaret was badl
commanded, badly manned, and badly provisioned, The windg
too, were adverse, blowing strongly from the westward andi
the. vessel consequently made but slow progress on her W;L
while the continual storms, the crowded state of the vessel J;;Z':
th? Want' of proper food being provided, and proper atte::;ltién
being paid to ventilation, and indeed to every general arrange-
ment and discipline, rendered the mortality exceedinglf la,rggre.
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The vessel became waterlogged on the Banks of Newfoundland,
and the crew took to the boats, leaving the hapless, helpless
passengers to themselves, For days they drifted about in.the
fog—fortunately it was not the season for ice, or their doom
might soon have been sealed. Death was busy amoug them,
until their numbers were twice decimated ; and when at last
the survivors of the unfortunate passengers were picked up by
a passing vessel, it was found that they amounted to no more
than three hundred out of the four hundred who had left Lime.
rick, and of these three hundred nearly another hundred died
during the protracted passage made by the vessel whieh res-
cued them to her destined port ; but few more than two- hun-
dred set foot ashore in New York, and of these a good propor-
tion were children and young persons. Death had reaped his
harvest among the matured and the aged, and had spared youth
and childhood. Among those who had died after they had
been removed from the Margaret, were Barnard and Alice
Hartley; but the child had been spared, and was taken charge
of by a young woman who had come from the same loeality in

Treland, and who had promised the dying mother that she would

be while she lived a second mother to the infant. Henry
Hartley, the child of Barnard and Alice Hartley, was scarcely
two years old when his protectors landed with him on the
quay of New York. Faithfully the compassionate young wo-
man fulfilled her trust while she lived ; but- the hardships she
had endured during the voyage had undermined her constitu-
tion. Unable to struggle against poverty in her weakly condi-
tion, she was reduced to the very extreme of distress. Still she
would not forsake the babe; and within a twelvemonth after
her landing she too died in a miserable lodging in the lowest
part of the city, leaving the orphan child to the tender mercies
of strangers. That infant, left thus destitute and friendless, was
the boy Henry Selby, introduced to the reader as found by
the honest watchman, perishing with cold and hunger on the
doorstep in Broadway. : .
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We need scarcely add, that he had been adopted by a vile
old woman, “fho gave him the surname of Selby, and who, at
first, made him the pretext for asking charity. Throughout

the coldest days in winter, scantily clad—throughout the hot- -

test days in summer, exposed to the sun’s ardent rays—amid
rains and storms and frosts, the poor babe was borne, his cries
tnheeded or rather encouraged, in order to elicit charity from
the passers-by, until he grew too old to enact his part, and his
Pretended parent grew too old herself to brave the weather
and then; with several others, he was taught to work and sbeai
for the vile creature who had kidnapped him, receiving in return
scant food and ragged, filthy clothing, and an abundance of ill-
usage, What wonder that Henry Selby should, at the age of
six years, have grown to be the rude, ignorant, repulsive child
he was? What wonder that he knew not anything of the joys
and delights of childhood, of religion, of God ? of naught, but
Vf’hat a natural instinet feaches to the lowest of the brute ;réa,-
tion? What wonder that for so long a time they who had

shown themselves his most generous friends, should deem him -

deficient in gratitude, wanting in every kindly feeling? That
he had at last, when the hour of parting from his sick benefiic-
tor came, flung his arms around his neck and begged to be al-
lowed to remain with him, was howéver proof suflicient that
every human feeling, if deadened, had not been lost in the
child’s breast—that none can sink so low that a tender chord
cannot be reached-—and that however brutalized be the human
heart, some portion of the divine spark will still remain, even
among the most abused and forsaken of God’s creaturesc’
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CHAPTER VIL

CHARLES EDWARDS AND GEORGE HARTLEY AT LENGTH OBTATN
EMPLOYMENT,

« The darkest hour is ever that
Which ushers in the dawn”

W mentioned in a preceding chapter that better days were
in store for Charles Edwards and George Hartley, both of
whom had been so rudely buffeted by the world since they
had been in New York.

One morning, shortly after the conversation we have re-
corded took place, as they walked to their lodgings together
from the pawnbroker’s shop in Chatham-street—they had set;
out, as usual, “the fown before them where to choose,” yet
searcely knowing or caring whither they directed their steps.
‘While passing through Wall-street, looking with a wistful eye
upon the heaps of gold and silver and erisped bundles of bank
bills that lay exposed, as if of no use, in the windows, and
thinking how valuable to them, in their destitute condition,
would be but one of the golden ¢oins in those tempting, glit-

* tering heaps, Edwards was accosted by & friend he had known

in Montreal—one of those fortunate ones, who, as he had re-
marked to his friend, had thriven by coming to New York.
Edwards had more than once called upoﬁ him, and asked his

_assistance, in so far as to help him to employment ; but he had
been but coolly received. The prosperous young man, no .
doubt, thought his ci-devant friend would, if he took too great |
an interest in his welfare, seek to borrow money of him ; and
therefore he wisely took to himself the old adage:

“ He who doth his money lend,
Will loge his money and his friend.”
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and not only elosely buttoned his breeches pocket, but as far
~ he could, without actual rudeness, showed his forrr;er-com an-
ion the ¢old shoulder. ‘ o - gl
. This morning, however, he stopped of his own aceord, as they
drew near each other; perhaps it was because he had on for the
first time a new overcoat which he wished to parade-—for the
weather was growing chilly, and he noticed that Edwards had no
overcoat ab all—(it bad gone the way of the watch, during the
mild weather,) while his frock-coat showed evident marl?s of
wear, and of economy, mingled with unsubdued pride, in the
inked seams, which he innocently hoped nobody would di’scover
though their dull hue was as distinguishable as the sun at noonj
da}y. Or, not to be too uncharitable, we will suppose that this
friend really wished his ancient but impoverished companion
_ ?NGH 3 and hearing that a situation was vacant in a large house
in the city, told him of it, in order that he might make earl
application for it. i v
“Ah, Edwards, how do you do?” was his greeting. “ Why
it’s an age since I have met you. ¥ow do you get on . Any-
thing in view yet 2" . !
“ Nothing,” replied Edwards, disconsolately.
“Nothing ! and you have been here three months and more,
Why, I wasn’t here three weeks before I got empioyment:
You are too bashful, man. - You should have more brass ; ZO

1n everywhere, and tease them until they do something for you,

Why, bless me, if I had shown too much mock-modesty. I
shor%ld now be still wandering the streets, as you are. T};z"tt
reminds me, by-the-bye, I heard yesterday that Wilson & Cc;
the great bankers and brokers, wanted a clerk. In fact the"
?,pplied to me to fake the situation; but I refused, Yoh-seg
it 18 but a junior’s place, and there is little hope of rising in ;
house like that, into which the first merchants in the citngOuld
be glad to get their sons. I have eight handred dollars a-vear
'w:here T am, at Dowlas & Co.’s, the importers, and they vg::m’t
give more thar five or six hundred, at the most.”
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% Do you think there is any chance of my getting the place,
if T apply for it ¢ asked HEdwards,

« Why, I should say not. You will excuse me. Your
appearance, you see: that old hat. My dear fellow, every-
thing in New York depends upon appearance, and more espé-
cially on the appearance of one’s castor, You used to be a
spruce-looking fellow in Montreal, 1 wonder you don’t dress
up a little here. You are getting dreadfully slovenly. ’Pon
my soul, you aré. You should dress better—indeed you
should. What's that; nine o’clock striking? I ought to be
at the office. You must excuse my abruptness, Good-bye.
Recollect the sitnation at Wilson & Co.’s—though there’s no
chance of your getting-it, if you apply for it in that old
beaver.” ‘ ' ‘ o

And the gay clerk hastened away to his employer’s office.

“ What a conceited booby!” exclaimed Hartley, as he
turned round, and watched him going down the street, glancing
at the reflection of his person in the plate-glass windows.
“But it is such fellows as he who manage to get on .in the
world, As he says, ¢ A little brass® in one’s face, and a listle

~ swagger and impudence in one’s manner, go a long way.”

“] knew him in Montreal, when he had scarcely a decent
garment to wear,” replied Edwards, in a disconsolate tone.
| «But what about this situation at Wilson & Co.’s ;3 you will
of course apply for it ?”

“ Noj I .shall only meet with a refusal ; perhaps with
insult. Potters, fool as he is, spoke truly. Appearance is
everything.” | '

“You dow't mean to say that you will let the chance
slip by 27 |

“Ido. I am weary of being refused; weary of trying to
succeed, If, indeed, it were in some smaller house; but af
Wilson & Co’s! No, it would merely be a waste of time,
Jesides running the chance of additional disappointment.”
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“I think you are acting foolishly,” said Hartley;  but, since

you will not apply for the berth, I will.”
“Youl”

“Yes, I.”

“You will be refused.”

“And if I am, I shall be no worse off than T am now, and
shall be satisfied that I have left no stone unturned. I am an

Irishman, Edwards, and I stick to Hlope as my sheet-anchor, tg

the last. But you are resolved not to make application? You
have the first vight to do so, you know.”
“I am resolved not to apply there. Did not Potters say he

knew Ishould fail? Has not he himself declined fo accept the
situation ¢ ”’

“8o he says! perhaps he. never had the chance, I shall t-ry,
at all events, if you will not.”

“I shall not.”

“ Then, good morning. We shall meet at dmner-tlme and
I will tell you how things, turn out.”

Hartley parted with his friend at the top of the street, and
went direct to Wilson & Co.’s, while Edwards pursued his
customary useless morning walk ; and at the dinner hour they
~ met again at the boarding-house.

“ Well,” said Edwards, when they had retired after dmner
to the httle chamber they occupied in common :  how did you
succeed at Wilson & Co s 2—A flat refusal to engage you, of
course?”

“No, by no means. I was recelved very kindly ; had a
long talk with one of the partners, and am to call to-morrow
morning.”

“You don’t mean to say you are engaged? What a fool 1
have been !”

“ Not exactly engaged: but I am to write a letter, to show
my handwriting and style, and to deliver it this afternoon,
and to-morrow I am fo call and see Mr. Wilson again.”

“You are fortunate so far,” said Edwards- “but it will :
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come to nothing. It is merely a waste of time. What did
they say to you??

“T went in, and fortunately happened to speak to-young Mr.
Wilson, *¢1 understand sir, said I, *that you are in want of a

junjor clerk ?’-
- «¢We were thinking of engaging one,” said he; ‘but we

“have not advertised, nor don’t intend to. Iow did you learn

that we wanted to engage any one %’

“¢] met a young man, who is employed in the house of
Dowlas & Co., sir, and he said such was the ease.

“t Ah,’ said the gentleman, ‘Y recollect now. I was saying
something of the kind to Mr. Dowlas, yesterday, and 1 asked
him if he knew of a young man he could recommend. The
clerk must have heard our conversation. So you have applied
for the place, eh?’ and, as I thought, he Iooked_ rather suspi-
ciously at me.

“¢ Yes, sir,” I replied. :

“¢What are your qualifications? Wheré have you been
engaged ? Who were you with last? and why have you left

~ your situation ?’ he asked, all in a breath.

“¢T have never been in any situation in this city, sir, I
answered. ‘I am from Dublin, and have been now nearly
four months seeking, in vain, for employment.’

- “¢Indeed !’ said he; and again he gave me a searching -
glance, as though he would look me through. ¢I should think
that an honest and capable young man, well recommended,

need not be for four months vainly seeking employment here.”

. «¢Ah! sir) Tsaid, ¢ you have never known, and can never
know the difficulties that the friendless stranger, without means,
has to contend with, in this city. I would have been happy to
have accepted the humblest honest occupation, if I could have
obtained it.’

«¢] like that expression, ¢ honest occupation, said he—*but
I fear you will be hardly qualified to fill the place we want &
young man for. You have testimonials, of course ?’
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#¢ From Dublin, sir.’

“¢ From Dublin? None from any one in the city ¢’

“¢How can I have, when I have never had any occupation
here, sir,’ I said.

“ <True, he replied; ‘but I fear testimonials from Dublin
will not be of much value. However, let me see them.’

“] showed him letters from Hackett & Sons, of Dubhn
and he carefully perused them—scrutinizing the handwriting
closely.

% These testimonials speak well of you, young man,’ said he,

“and I happen to know Mr. Hackett. This is his handwriting
and signaturce,” (The Wilsons are from Dublin, I hear.) ¢If,
from further examination, I find you are equal to what Mr.
Hackett has said, I may be able to do something for you. Now
_go home, and write me a letter—short, oneise, and to the pur-
pose. Write just as well as you can, both with regard to style
and handwriting ; bring the letter here this afternoon, and
leave it ; and to-morrow morning, at ten o’clock, precisely, call
here, and I will talk with you further

“I thanked him, came home, and now I am going to Wute
my letter.” :

“You are fortunate in more ways than one. I was foolish,
in not applying myself,” said Edwards; “ but perhaps I
should have bheen rejected. The fact that this gentleman is
acquainted with your late employers in Ireland, will go farin
your favor,” :

“1 hope so,” answered Hartley, as he seb to work to write,

-and Edwards taking his bat, strolled out again, to trudge the
dreary streets.

Hartley delivered his letter, and full of hope that hlS appli- -

cation would be successful, he returned home, and gave himself
a holiday for the remainder of the day, mueh to the annoyance
of his landlady, who, not knowing anything of his prospeots,
imagined he was growing idle, and expressed her opinion to the
housemaid, that that chap Hartley was gettmg lazy, and she re-
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solved in her own mind, that if he did not pay his next week’s
board, regular, he should tramp. “S8he wouldn’t put up with
no such idlers in her house, she wouldn’t.”

Edwards came home at suppet-time, unsuccessful as usual;
and both retired to rest af the usual hour—ten o clock—mwhen
all lights were put out. -

On the following morning, Hartley, whose anxiety respect-
ing the fate of his letter, kept him from sleeping, rose early,
and the two friends did not meet until after dinner, when they
both again found themselves in the chamber.

“Well, Hartley,” said Edwards, “how have you succeeded 2
what was the fate of the lester upon which you built such
hopes 27

“[ am engaged as assistant book-keeper at Messrs, Wilson &

.Co.’s Banking-House,” replied Hartley.

“You don't say so *—Engaged ! exclaimed Edwards,
“ Engaged, Charles ; and [ am to go there to-morrow mora-
ing-” R
“You are fortunate, George. I might have had the chance;
but I wilfully refused to avail myself of it. Neveﬁtheless,
wish you joy. Now, let me hear how you got on.”

“ Well,” said Iartley, “ I called at ten o’clock at the office.
I was waiting opposite at nine, and I saw Mr, Wilson go in;—
but he said ten o’clock, and I'was determined to be punctual o
his hour, not mine. As the clock of Trinity Church struck ten,
I.entered the office, and asked if Mr. Wllson was within,

“although I well knew he was there.

“¢Yes,” was the reply.

%¢'Will you tell him Mr, Hartley has called ?’ I said. One
of the eclerks went in and delivered my message, while the
others, oceasionally glancing at me, whispered together, 1have

~ no doubt they were wondering what so shabbily dressed a fel-

low as I, conld want with Mr. Wilson, Presently the clerk

returned and said, that’ Mr. Wilson requested me to step into

his private room.
4
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“1 went in,

“¢Mr. Hartley, said he, ‘I am well pleased with your
letter, and I have resolved, on the strength of that and my old
friend Hackett’s recommendation, to give you a trial.  You can
take your place at the desk-to-morrow. By-the-by, we have
said nothing with regard to salary. What salary do you
expect 2’

“I answered that I would leave the amount of salary to him.

“¢No,’ said he; ‘that is one of your old country notions,
We don't do thmcrs in that way here. Name some certain sum,
and T will then say whether I deem it a just remuneration for
the services I expect of you,

“I was in a quandary, Charles, I can tell you. I was fedr-
ful of naming too little, and equally fearful of naming a sum
that he would think too much, I thought of the respectability
of the house, and at last said,

“¢ Will five hundred dollars a-year suit you, sir 2’

“¢ Are you a married man, Mr, Hartley 2’ he asked.

“¢ No, sir,” said L ,

“¢‘I am sorry for that,” he replied. *We would sooner that

‘ali our clerks were married men. We have more faith in their

steadiness, Had you been a married man, I should have offered
- you seven hundred dollars to begin with ; bat I think six hun-
" dred is sufficient for all the reasonable expenses of a young man
in your position—five is too little: and, furthermore, if you
behave yourself well, and give satisfuction at the end of the
year, you will receive a compliment on the occasion of our
making up our accounts at Christmas. We give that to all our

clerks :—but take my advice, Mr. Hartley; get married as

soon as possible. You will find it better in every respect, and
- a saving, believe me, in the end.”

“1 promised to take the advice so kindly given, especially as
I lost 2 good hundred dollars a-year through my single blessed-
ness, That’s the whole of my story. You see, it was to some
purpose we met Potters yesterday; though, by right, you
should have got the situation, Charles,”
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“By no, means, I was foolish, in not making the applica-
tion, I grant; but, perhaps after all, I should have not sue-
ceeded as well as you. Six hundred dollars a-year' do you
say qn

“Yes, six hundred! Is it not a munificent sum?”

%1t is, What would I give for half that, for the sake of my
poor wife and family 27

“ And if you had obtained it, the salary would have been
seven hundred.”

“« Well, well, I am glad you have got it, George. Let me
hope, since you have succeeded, that something may be in
store for me.” _ : .

The conversation ceased, and the next morning Hartley went
to his new situation, and through him Edwards was not long
before he obtained employment. A member of ‘the wealthy
house of Oliver & Co., wholesale drnggists, called at Messrs.
Wilsons, on business, and happening to mention in Hartley’s
hearing, that he was in want of a young man, as an assistant in
Lis establishment, Hartley took the liberty of recommending

“his friend. The result was that Charles Edwards was pres-

ently engaged, at a salary of five hundred dollars a-year.
He shortly afterwards brought his family to New York, and .

" here for the present, we shall leave the two young men, while -

we return to the watchman whom we left, just rising from a
sick bed. ‘ :
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CHAPTER VIIiL

)
HENRY SELBY’S DEPARTURE ¥ROM MR. BLUNT'S HOUSE.

« Ye whose clay-cold heads and lukewarm hearts can argue down, or

mask your passions, tell me what trespass it is that man shotld have
them ¢ " STERNE'S SINTIMENTAL JOURNEY.

Avrroven Joseph Carter was again enabled to perform the ‘

duties of a watchman and attend to his employment as a cart-
man during the day, he had received so much injury from the
accident at the fire, that he was never afterwards the healthy,
vigorous man he had been. Still for some years he followed
his usual course of life—the only difference being that he was
sometimes corhpelled to remain at home, instead of going out
with his cart, after he had had to perform night duty. His
wife very much wished him to send in his resignation to the
Corporation, and to attend solely to his daily avocations ; bub
the office of watchman was a tolerably remunerative one, and
as we have heretofore observed, Joseph had an object in view
in retaining it, namely: the setting aside the money thus
earned, for the purpose of educating his children. '

After this fashion things proceeded until Carfer’s son was
thirteen, and his daughter Ellen nine years of age, when think-
ing it was time to put his boy to learn some vocation, and find-
ing that his little.fund was amply sufficient to enable him to
continue his daughter at school for some years longer, he
resolved on the expiration of the term then pending, to resign
his humble official duties, Henry Selby still remained at
Mr. Blunt’s. At first, as the worthy merchant had anticipated,
he was of very little use. As Mr. Blunt’s cock-maid used to
suy,  the little brat was neither fit for use nor ornament.”-—
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But he was sent regularly to school until he was ten years old,
when he was employed in such offices about the house and
garden of his employer as suited his tender years.

He frequently called to see the watchman to whom he was
so much indebted for rescuing him, in all human probability,
from a career of wretchedness and vice, and perhaps from an
early and ignominious end. He ever showed gratitude to the
watchman, after the first occasion of his having made such a
demonstration, when he was about leaving his benefactor’s
house to go home with Mr. Blunt ; but to him alone was this
feeling exhibited. He was a tolerably good hoy—setting 2side
his oceasional mischievous pranks in the kitchen—which, per-
haps, had he been other than what he was, would séarcely have
been noticed to his detriment; but towards Mr. Blunt himself
and the members of his family, he maintained a stolid be-
havior, which was by no means calculated to make him &
favorite. Mr. Blunt was often urged -to discard him, by his

friends ; and though he turned a deaf ear to this advice, he fre-

quently lectured the lad seriously—urging upon him the pro.
priety of his being grateful for the benefits he was receiving,
and of his showing a cheerful countenance when called upon to
render any service, and also ineuleating pretty strongly the

~virtue of obedience 3 the result of this was that he grew seem-

ingly more hardened than ever. He did what he was told to
do ; but not as if it were a.pleasure to him to do it—rather as

~ if it were an unpleasant task, which, the sooner it was got over,

the better. To one only being besides Joseph Carter, did he
appear really attached, and that one was Ellen, the cartman’s
daughter. Tler he appeared to love with all the ardor of child- |
ish affection,. and upon her, on the occasion of his visits to the
family in Mulberry-street, he bestowed all the little trifles and
trinkets he was enabled to procure, with the small amount of
pocket-money which fell 1o his share. |
And the little girl was grateful for this attachment, and
would take his part, when her mother would remark to her

:
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husband, that she believed the child to have come of the vilest
of parents, for he appeared deficient in all those qualities which
render childhood amiable,

'

“Heury Selby is so often’ teased, dear mother, about being

ungrateful and sullen,” the child would say, “ that 1t is no won-
der he is s0 to those who torment hiwm; but I am sure he is
grateful to papa. e always looks so pleased when he comes

into the house and finds him at home; and how kind he is to’

me. See, to-day he brought me this work-box, bought out
of his own money, and he hasn’t much to spend. If people
would let him alone, and not always be telling him how good
he ought to be, he would be cheerful with every body, 1 be-
lieve.”

And Henry, it would appear, possessed somethmﬂ' of the
same feeling himself, for he would remark to the housemaid,
who was his only confidant in Mr. Blunt’s establishment, and
who would sometimes remonstrate with him herself on the
subject :—

“If they would only let me alone and not be tellmg me to
laugh whether I like or no, p’raps I should please ’em better ;
“ut Mr. Blunt is always scolding and lecturing me; and El-
wood (Mr. Blunt’s son,) always speaks to me as if I was a beg-
gar in the streets ; and Mrs, Blunt—I know she hates, me—and
I won't try to please ’em any better. I don’t want to stay
here at all ; I'm almost big enough to go to sea, and I want to

go to seaj I don’t want to grow up to be Mr. Blunt’s nor no-

body else’s servant.”

- #8till you should be thankful to Mr, Blunt for what he has

done for you-—sending you to school, and taking care of yon,
and all that,” the housemaid would reply.

“And so Iam; p'raps some day Mr.,Blunt will see [ am :
but, I can’t be always telling of him so.”

“ But how much more comfortable you are here than you
would be aboard ship, where they beats the boys about and
sends ’em up the great high masts, and keeps ’em up all night
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in the cold and rain—better to be 2 servant, o slave, than that
Henry,” the gn‘l would argue. *

“No it ain’t, and I won’t stay fo be blought up to be a ser-
vant neither,” the boy would reply. “I can’t go and be no
trade that I should like, because 1 haven’t got any body to take
care of me whilst I'm learning it; but I can go to sea, and

.. praps some day be captain of a ship of my own. I've

seen captains down at Mr. Blunt’s office, and ['ve heard ’em say
that they once was only boys aboard ships.”"

The servant always found it was useless to argue the point;
besides, she did not believe the child was in earnest, and though
she was more partial to him than any one else belonging to the
household, she was more than half inclined to think, herself]
that he was an ungrateful little fellow, whom it would be diffi-
cult to make anything of. :

During these four years a greaf change had taken place in
the boy’s appearance; his form had filled out and he had
grown tall, very tall for his age, and. his light red hair had
become several shades darker, and might now very fairly pass
for dark aubure. His complexion was remarkably fair and
clear ; the tan and freckles which had disfigured it had disap-
peared altogether ; his features, though not regular, were of a
bold, manly cast; and his limbs were well moulded; he pro-
mised to become, if not a handsome, a very personable man,
His progress at school had been rapid, and much as he was
disliked at -his home, he was a favorite with his teachers, who
said anything could be done with him with gentle treatment,
and who held him up as a model to the other boys.

One night Mr, Blunt gave an entertainment at his house, and
for the first timé Hemy Belby was ordered to attend the table.
He obeyed, although evidently with a reluctance, which elicited
two or three severe reproofs from the merchant, Elwood
Blunt was at the table; he had never liked the boy, whe had
always been g sort of « butt” to him, and noticing his dislike
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of the oceupation, he took occasion to give him several orders

a particularly imperious manner.
‘When be was dismissed from the room, the chambermaid

noticed that he was more than usually discomposed, and she -

kindly asked him what was the matter,
“1 won’t stay here any longer, that I won’t,” was his pas-

sionate response, “Mr, Blunt has been scolding me before all |

the strange company ; and Elwood thinks he can treat mo like
a nigger slave, because his father has kept me so lorig. [ wish
Mr. Carter hadn’t never found me, then I should have died.”

“ Don’t say so, Henry,” said the girl. “I am a servant, you
see, and you don’t hear me complain, Servants must learn to
obey orders.” '

“You are a woman,” was the boy’s reply. “I shall be a
man, if I live—and men ha’nt no right to be servents, and I
won't be.” '

“Well, I'm sure !” exclaimed the kind-hearted, well-meaning
housemaid—vexed, in spite of herself, at the boy’s impertinent
response—* I'm afraid, Henry, you won's come to no good.”

% Not if I stay heve, 'm sure I shan’t,” was the reply, as the
boy brushed out of the kitchen, and went up stairs to his bed-
ToOM.

In a few moments he returned, and advancing to the cham-
bermaid, said ;— J

¢ Sarah, you have always been kind to me when nobody else
has. If soon you should find me gone, don’s think badly of
me. And if Mr, Blunt should call me ungrateful, and you
should hear him, tell him what I told you to-night, that I hoped
he would live to alter his opinien.”

“Why, what, docs the boy mean?” asked the astonzshed
servant maid.

“I mean what I say. You will understand it soon enough,”

he answered; and, without waiting for a reply, hurried from
the room.

- %] can’t understand that boy,” said the housemaid to herself,
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when he had left. ¢ Sometimes I do think his heart is in the
right place; and yet he is a strange child.” -

An hour afterwards, just as the family of the Watchman
were about retiring to rest—it was Carter’s night on duty, and

" he was from home—there came a loud knock at the door,

which was opened by Mrs. Carter ; and to the surprise and
consternation of all, Henry Selby entered, with a bundle in his
hand. : ‘

“Why, goodness ! Henry., What brings you here at this
hour?” said Mrs, Carter. ‘ '

“To bid you good-bye for a long time,” was the boy’s
reply.

“To bid us good-bye! Why, where are you going ?”

“To sea.” ‘

“To sea!” exclaimed Mrs, Carter.

“Tosea!” exclaimed Ellen. “ Why, Henry, what are you
going to sea for? Don't go-~you'll be drowned, sure.”
- “Twish I was going with you,” said William Carter, from
beneath the bed-clothes—for he was already undressedw—“ I
should like to go to sea, only mother won’t let me.’

“Hold your silly tongue, child,” said Mrs, Carter to her .
son. And then addressing Henry, she continued :—

“ What has put this foolish whim into your head, Henry?
Does Mr, Blunt know you are going % ”

14 No ”

“ Nor my husband ?2”

% No; nobody knows, but the mate of a ship—who promised

- to take me on board, one day last week, when I was down at

Mr. Blunt’s store.”

“ And you are going away without Mr. Blunt’s permission,
and without bidding Joseph good-bye! who has been so kind
to yow. Oh, Henry! I fear you are a wicked boy.” ,

“ Mama,” said Ellen, in her sweet, childish accents, “Idon’t

think Henry means to be wicked. Do you Henry?” she

added—-—addressmg him, and taking his hand m‘ hers.
4*
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“No, Nelly—and they will all know that by-and-bye”—he
replied. Then speaking to Mrs. Carter, he continned—

“ Aunt, I do wish to see Uncle Joseph before 1 go, very
much—and I will see him if I can—but I called here to-night
because I knew he was away, on watch. I was afraid he would
send me back to Mr. Blunt. But, tell him I thank him for all
his kindness to me, and that I shall never forget him, nor you;
nor you, Nelly "—and he threw his arms around the little girl’s
neck, and kissing her, burst into a flood of passionate tears.

Mrs. Carter was softened by this display of childish feeling
—for Henry was still but a child of ten years old, though tall
and stout enough to appear fourteen. ‘

“I think you are doing very wrong,” she said, “bub you

will not take my advice. I am afraid Mr. Blunt, and Joseph

too, will think very badly of you” = |

“I can’t—help—it. I've tried to—but—I can’t help it,” he
replied, still sobbing., *Good-bye—good-bye, Nelly,” And
he rushed from the room. ' -

Tears stood in Mrs, Carter’s eyes, and little Nelly was
weeping bitterly ; but after a time they retired to rest.

Shortly after Henry Selby had left the house, Joseph Carter
saw a lad on the opposite side of the street, gazing earnestly
at him. He had a bundle in his hand, and the Watchman
naturally suspected that he was some young thief, who was
scrutinizing him—and he struck his club on the pavement, and
started in pursuit.
" A handkerchief was waved towards him, and then the boy
fled down the street at full speed, and turning down a by-street,
was soon lost to his pursuer. a ‘

Meanwhile, another watchman had come up, responding to
the signal of his comrade.

“ What is the matter, Carter 27 he asked.

“Why,” replied Joseph, “I fancy some young vagrant has

been thieving, for I saw aboy on the opposite side of the street

with & large bundle in his hand, and I'm sure he had no hust
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ness out at this time of night; he couldn’t be a-going of any
errand after ten o'clock, and the young rascal, whoever he was,
ran away when 1 called to him, and had the impudence to
flaung his handkerchief at me.” '

“ Which way has he gone?”
. “Down Liberty-street; but he ran like a colt when I pur-

' sued him, and before this is half a mile of.”

- The guardian of the night returned to his beat, and J oseph
met with no farther interruption that night,

When he returned home in the morning his wifs told him of
the visit she had had on the previous evening;

“That explains it,” said Joseph. “It was Henry, poor fel-
low, who waved his handkerchief at me. I do wish he had
spoken to me; he needn’t have been afraid of my sending him
bacl, if he didn’t want to go, though, perhaps, I should have
done wrong in not detaining him; I thought he was some young
thief.” ‘ -

“Let us hope he has had no occasion to leave Mr. Blunt so
suddenly,” said Mrs, Carter, her rooted distrust of the boy re-
turning in full force. “Perhaps, husband, your suspicions
were correct,”

“Oh, mamma ! ” said Ellen, * Henry Selby a thief! I'm
sure he ain’t, mamma.” :

“You wrong that boy, wife,” replied Joseph, “He is a
strange child, but I would stake my life upon his honesty—aye,
and his gratitude too. He is misunderstood.”

“So ke seems to fancy, child as he is,” returned Mrs. Carter,
¥ Pray God you may be correct in your opinions, hushand,”
~ “Nelly and I will place faith in him until we are satisfied he
is unworthy, won’t we, Nelly?” said J oseph, addressing his
daughter, '

“Yes, papa; I don’t think Henry is very ﬁ?icked,” said the

artless child, o '
“Well,” resumed Joseph, “I shall see Mr. Blunt in the

course of the day, and then I shall perhaps héar some explana.
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tion of what now appears mysterious. Perhaps, after all, the
boy has not gone, It may have been only a childish whim.”

The wearied watchman sat down to his breakfast, for it was
now summer-time, and his family had risen when he came off
his beat. And then he took a few hours rest; after which he
proceeded to Mr. Blunt’s store.

The first exclamation from Mr. Blunt when he saw Joseph
enter was—

“So, Joseph, that boy Selby’s off.”

“Indeed, sir!?” said Joseph, who thought it best to know
nothing of the matter. ¢

s ch he started off last night, it appears; and from a let
ter, written in a great, round, school-boy’s hand, which he left
in his bedroom addressed to me, he tells me that he has gone
to ses on board the Sea Gull, which sailed this morning at
daylight for the East Indies, He tells me in the letter that he
thanks me for my kindness to him, and says he shall never
forget it, and that some day he hopes to prove his gratitude,
but that he has long resolved to go to sea. That is all the
explanation of his conduct that he gives. I'm afraid, J oseph
he’s a bad boy.” : (R

“ Let us not judge him harshly, sir. May be he’ll sturn out
a bright man, He didn’t take anything away with him thaﬂ
wasn’t his own, sir?”

“No, Carter, not a pin’s worth. My wife would have it

that he had stolen something, and strict search was made, but
he has taken nothing but what is his own. Even the best suit,
that I got him, and that he put on yesterday for the first time
to wait at table in, was left. He especially stated that he had
left it because he thought he had no right to consider it as his
own. I thought of bringing him up as a house-servant, but
really the boy has such independent notions, that perhaps it is
best that he should rough it a little. A sea voyage will bring
him to his senses, Still I believe the child, wretched as was
his condition when you first found him, is honest.”
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“ Let us be thankful for that, sir,” said Joseph, « He might

~ have grown up to be a thief had he been left to his own evil

courses, That thought, sir; repays me amply for my trouble : s
and I do hope and think that he will turn out better than most
people seem to fancy.”

“I hope he may, Joseph,” answered Mr. Blunt, in a some-
what doubtful tone, and thus the conversation ended.

The merchant entered his oﬁice, and the cartman Went to his
work.

In a fortnight from the period of Henry Belby’s departure,

he was almost forgotten by all except the Watehman and his
little daughter Ellen,
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CHAPTER IX,

NO MAN IS INDEPENDENT, HOWEVER WEALTHY, WHOSE EXPENSES
EXCEED HIS INCOME—THE POOR MAN IS RICH WHO LIVES
WITHIK IT8 BOUNDS,.

« Argent! Argentl-sans tol tout est sterile
La vertu sans Argent, n’est qu'un meuble inutile”

Georek HarrLey went gladly to his new situation; at first, all
seemed to him couleur de'rose. e had been introduced, shortly
after his engagement, to a young lady whom he married within
six weeks from the introduction; and having rented a small
cottage in the suburbs of the city, he felt himself comparatively
independent. Besides this, he had the satisfaction of being
fnstrumental in procuring a situation for his late companion,
Charles Edwards—not a very lucrative one, it is true, but at

any rate sufficiently remunerative to enable him to bring his’

wife and family from Canada, and support them comfortably
until something better should turn up: it was that of assistant
book-keeper at the establishment of & wine-merchant named
Oliver, who was a customer of the firm with which George
Hartley was connected. , _

The first quarter, however, had barely elapsed, before I-Ia.rJt-
ley found that although to him, who had lived in Ireland, six
hundred dollars a-year sounded large, one hundred and fifty
doliars went but very little way towards defraying the expenses
of a family for three months in New York, even if there were no
children, especially if any pretensions to what is termed respec-
tability were made. Rents were higher, clothing was more ex-
pensive, and more often required renewing ; food and fuel were
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dearer, alld‘greater style was considered necessiry than he had
been accustomed to, - He discovered that New York was the
mostexpensivecity in the world to live in, and that there was a .
continuous strife among those moving in the same social sphereto
outshine each other, and to appear to have the most means at
commiand, The furniture that might have suited a merchant
in Dublin was not good enough for a.clerk in New York, and
an European lady of fortune could go'abroad less expensively

~attired than his wife could do in'that city. He either had not

the moral courage to practice self-denial, or he was too easy a
husband to resist the importunities and complainings of his
wife so soon after marriage, and ere the honeymoon was
bardly expired. And he soon discovered that she was fond of
ornament and show ; and the resnlt was, that at the expiration
of half a year, having completely decorated his house with new
furniture, on credit, and having been straitened to redeem from
the pawnbroker’s the few articles of value he had pledged, he
found himself in debt to nearly the amount of a year’s salary,
the payment of which, if his prospects did not brighten, would

‘necessarily entail upon him the most rigid, nay painful, economy

for years to come,
As to Edwards—a married man likewise, and with two chil-

dren, to support—nhis expenses far outran his income ; like too

many other men on small salaries, by some means or other
unknown to the steady and industrious, he found very little
difficalty in running into debt, and he was soon worse off in
reality than when he was destitute of employment at his lodg-
ings in Greenwich-street. Over-expenditure, caused by extra-
vagance, had rendered both young men as miserably poor as
they had been when first introduced to the reader.

“ My dear,” said Mrs, Hartley to her husband, as he sat one
¢vening making up his accounts, about six months after he had

~goue to his situation; “ My dear, the Thompsons have been

getting new curtains for their front parlor windows, and Mrs.

!
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Ellis has the sweetest new cashmere shawl I ever set eyes
upon.”

“Indeed, my dear,” was the reply of George, who still went
on with hxs accounts.

Mrs. Hartley sat silently for a while; but it was evident
from her fidgetiness, that she had not told her husband this
piece of feminine intelligence to rest satisfied with a slmple
“indeed!”

“ Ellen,” said George, at length looking up from his papers,
“1 wish the next time you go out you would tell Mr, Riley to

send in the coals I ordered; he will be forgetting the order, .

and I see they are likely to be very high this winter.”

“ Really, George,” replied Mrs, Hartley, “I am ashamed to
go out with the shabby shawl I had in spring.”

“In the summer, my dear,” interrupted her husband, “ You
know 1 bought you the shawl after we were married; and that
was in June; 3 I should think it ought to last you at any rate
this winter.” :

“1 think, George,” returned Mrs. Hartley, « you like to see
me dressed more shabbily than the neighbors; I declare | am
quite a sight when I go out. I met Mrs, Ellis and Mrs. Thomp-
son one day last week in Broadway, coming out of Stewart’s;
and after I had bowed to them, I saw them whispering together,
and I'm sure it was about my dowdy appearance they were
talking.” '

“ And if they were, talking does no harm »

“ Oh! no—that is just like one of your unfeeling speeches—
¢ talking does no harm —folks can make as much fun as they
please of your wife.”

“I don’t see, Ellen, that they can do either you or I any
great harm by making fun of us, as you eall it. You know as
well as I that we must practice economy, and that of the strict-
est, or get irretrievably in debt.”

“ And be meaner than our neighbors, and become the laugh
ing-stock of the street 2"
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“Yes, if they choose to laugh.” J

“ And you don’t mean to get new curtains for the parlor th:s
winter ¢ 7

“ No, Ellen ; you know as well as I that the furniture we
have now is not paid for, nor do 1 know when it will be,
would. be madness for me Wlth my small salary to run more
deeply into debt.”

“1 am sure, for Mrs. Ellis told me, that Thompson hasn’t
over eight hundred dollars a-year, George, and yet their house
is better furnished than ours.’ _

“ There is some difference, Ellen, between six hundred and
eight hundred dollars a-year. In salaries so small as mine two
hundred dollars is a very material increase; besides, the
Thompsons’ .and the Ellis’s have been a long time married, and
they have not been put to the expense of purchasing a large
quantity of furniture all at’ once as we have. There’s Jane’s
month up to-day, and I find when I’ve paid her her wages and
such little bills as must be settled immediately, I shan’t have
one cent of my six mounths’ salary left; not a penny to go to
satisfy Wilson for the furniture. I don’t know what he’ll say.”

“Well, we may do without the curtains, though ours are so
shabby that I am ashamed of them but, George, you know I
must have a new shawl.”

“ My dear, you cannot have one just now, that’s certam,
said Hartley. ‘

“Then 1 ean’t go out with Mrs, Ellis as I promised to next
week. Iknow what she'll say.”

“l don’t know why you can’t, Ellen. Ellis is in the same
office with me. Heis the book-keeper and knows exactly how

- much my salary is, and the eircumstances under which I en.

gaged. Iis wife knows as well as you that I can’t afford to
buy expensive articles. I think the shame would lie in their
knowing that we were careless about getting into debt.”

Mrs, Hartley sat sulkily for a few minutes, during which
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period her hushand called up the servant-girl and pald her her
month’s wages,

«1 think Jane could have waited for her money at least,
when you know how useful a few dollars would be to me just
now, George; buf it’s just like you. You take pleasure in
denying your wife every little indulgence. I was going to ask
you to hire a piano, but I might as well ask the man in the
moon.”

“A piano, Ellen! why, what are you talking about??” ex-
claimed the astonished husband ; * why, you don’t play ! ”

“It’s time that I was taking lessons, Mr. Hartley ; besides, _

& house looks so beggarly without a piano; one can’t ask one’s
friends to play. There’s hardly one of our acquaintances but
has a piano-forte in the house. I suppose you don’t mean
either, to give a party in return for Mrs Ellis’s, You are re-
solved to annoy me every way you can.” ‘

“Ellen, you are talking nonsense, Give a party! hire a

piano, to stand useless in our parlor! Why you must be out
of your senses; haven't I told you that I have not a penny in
the world to ca.ll my own until the next quarter’s salary is due ?
I'beg of you, if you cannot talk more reasonably, to be silent.
I am tired of hearing such absurdity.”

Words might have waxed high, had not further colloquy
been mterrupted by a ring at the door-bell, and the entrance of
the servant-girl, who said that Mr. Edwards had called.

“How annoying,” said Mrs. Hartley, sotto voce. “ What
can he want here at this time of night ?

“Yes,” answered her husband, “ very annoying” for ne1ther
were in a mood to entertain visitors, “ Show Mr., Edwards in,
Jane.”

“Ah! Edwards,” he exclaimed, as the young man entered,
“I'm glad to see you. Sit down—-—what’s new 2"’

“ Nothing that I am aware of)” replied Edwards, rather

moadily.
Mrs. Hartley, after exchanging a few words of conversation

@ " ,
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with the young man, rose and left the room, She was in np -

‘mood to do the hostess agreeably, and she wished her husband

to perceive it, so she retired to nurse her wrath.,

“ Hartley,” said Edwards, as soon as the door was closed,
“can you lend me ten dollars till next week, I am in especial
need of it; that in fact is what has brought me here to-night.”

“1 cannot, indeed, Edwards, I have not half that sum in the
world. I am sorry—I should wish to oblige you if I could,”

Edwards looked disappointed, and as if he thought that his

. friend could lend him the money if he chose. He did not, in

fact, care to disguise his dlsp]easure, and after makmg a few
careless remarks, he rose to leave.

Hartley felt distressed both at his inability to refuse his
friend, of whom he thought highly ; and also at the idea that
he should think he had purposely refused his assistance, for he
perceived what was passing in Edwards’ mind, ,

“Shall you be at the store at ten o’clock to-morrow ?” he
asked, . :

“ Yes,” veplied Edwards.

“Then I will see what I can do. I can, perhaps, borrow the
money for you.”

Edwards’ countenance brightened. “Ten o’clock 2" he repeat-
ed. “Yes, if you call at ten, not later, it will do.”

“You will of course repay the money when you proimise,
because you know I shall have to borrow if, and of course
shall be expected to repay it punctually 2

“I will repay it as I have promised ; but for Heaven’s sake,
Hartley, don’t be later than ten o’clock.” .

“Not if I can help it,” answered Hartley, and Hdwards
shook his hand and took his leave,

There was something so strange in the young man’s deport-
ment ; he was so gloomy and morose; so different from his
usual bearing, that IHartley could not help observing it. But
he had been so annoyed during the evening, in consequence of
the little quarre] he had had with his wife, that he soon forgot
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all about his friend, and after sitting a short time waiting in
vain for Mrs. Hartley's return, he went to bed, probably to be
regaled with a cortain lecture before he slept. Whatever
occurred in that private sanctuary, we lmow not; but the next
morning Mrs. Hartley was all smiles and good humor, and
George, on his way to the office, called in at a dry goods store,

with the proprietor of which he was adquainted, and ordered .

some shawls to be sent to his house for his wife to choose ong
from. Of course, to be charged to his account.

Hartley reached the office at eight o’clock, and remembering
his promise of the preceding night to Edwards, he succeeded in
borrowing the money of Ellis, and then saying that he had
some business of importance to attend to, he was about to quit
the office and proceed tothe store where Edwards was employed,
when one of the members of the firm entered, and walking
straight to his desk, requested him as the least busy of the
clerks to copy some letters for him.

Hartley, of course, was obliged to comply, and he was thus
detained till noon, when having half an hour’s leisure, he took
his hat and hastened to the store,

“ls Mr, Edwards within ?” he asked of the proprietor.

“ No, sir, Mr., Edwards is not within; he has left,” said the
person addressed, abruptly, and then recognizing Hartley, he
added, “ Ah! Mr. Hartley, you ave just the man I wanted to

'

see. 1 engaged Mr. Edwards upon your recommendation,

thinking that your knowledge of his character was satisfactory,
and believing you to be trustworthy, in consequence of your
being in the employ of the highly respectable firm of Messrs,
Wilson. I am very sorry to inform you sir, that I, and I
fope you likewise, have been deceived in Edwards, He has
deceived me—robbed me, sir—I have turned him adrift, and
he may be thankful he is not now in the Tombs.”

“ Mr. Oliver,” stammered Hartley, “I am shocked, and as

much astonished as yourselfl You wrong me by insinuating

that I must have known Edwards to have been undeserving,
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You know that I told you how I became aequainted with him,

at the time you engaged him. I did not vouch to his good
‘character, although 1 said, as 1 believed up to this moment, that

I thought him' honest and in every way trustworthy. I have
called now to lend him money which he sought to borrow of
e last night : but I had it not then in my house. I promised
to be here at ten o’clock this morning, but I have been unavoid-
ably detained.” ' :
“ Excuse me, Mr. Hartley,” rephed the merchant. I was
amoyed at the idea of being swindled, as I find I have been,
by a young man whom I wished to befriend; and I spoke
harshly, without thinking of what I was saying. It is true that
you told me how your acquaintance with Edwards came about.
But you say he wished you to be here at ten o’clock. May I

inquire the amount of the sum he wished to borrow from you ?”

“Ten dollars, only,” answered Hartley.

“Ten dollars, at ten o’clock! T umph—the scoundrel.
Could he have obtained that sum at that hour, 1 should still
have been ignorant of his roguery, and he might have gone on
still robbing me with impurity. He was desired by me to
put some cash in the safe last night before leaving the store,
it being too late to take it to the bank, and he did so before I
left, taking the key of the safe with me. He must have ab.’
stracted the ten dollars I found missing when I came af ten
o'clock this morning, at that time, and was in hepes to have
got it from you, so that when he was told to count it and take
it to the bank this morning, the tale would be correct. Asit
was, [ might have been deceived and Liave thought that T had
myself been mistaken, had I not noticed his disturbed manner.
I said nothing : but dispatched him to the bank as if I suspected
nothing wrong, and while he was away closely examined his
hooks, My principal book keeper has been ill for some weeks
past, and his duties have devolved upon Edwards. [ found

- that ever since the period of his first taking hold of them, he

has been robbing me. Every entry is falsified, and accounts
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remain uncredited, which to my certain knowledge are paid.
I challenged him with the fraud when he returned, and he then
tremblingly confessed his guilt. I was on the point of sending
for anofficer and having him arrested ; buthe pleaded earnestly,
said it was his first direlection from the path of honesty—I
hope. it is——and unwilling to ruin the young man forever, 1
perhaps foolishly, allowed him to go away unmolested, having
first exacted a promise from him that he would remain at his
lodgings, so that I could find him if I wished., I don’t suppose
ke will do so, though I shall think better of him, if he does,
The amount is not a very great deal, or I could not afford to be
thus, perhaps, improperly lenient,”

“May I ask what is the amount, sir?” asked the astonished
Hartley.

“] cannot say exactly ; but some two or three hundred
dollars; I should hope three hundred dollars would cover it,
But what a young man in his position could have done with
even that sum ; what he could have done with the ten dollars
he abstracted last night, T cannot conceive, unless he gambles,
At what hour do you say he called upon you last evening ?”’

% About nine o’clock.”

“ And I left the store at five o’clock ; the money must have

been squandered between six o’clock, when the store was closed,
-and eight,”

“ Have you noticed that he has been dissipated of late, sir? '3*”

asked Hartley,

“ No, [ can’t say that I have but I have remarked that he
was gayer in his attire than the emoluments of his situation
justified ; in fact, that he is inclined to be extravagant; but
1 thought, perhaps, he might have had other means besides his
salary at his command. A remittance from home, or some-
thing of that kind. Ile has told me that his friends are well
off, and his letters of recommendation are good. He has been
living beyond his income from the perlod of his first engage.
ment, [ have no doubt. Mr. Hartley, you are a young man:
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Jet me give you a piece of advice, and I hope you will profit by
it. Never on-any account get into debt, or live beyond yqur
income.” -

Never live beyond your income! Never get into debt!
How that simple yet judicious advice smote upon the heart of
George Hartley! Well he knew and sorcly he felt, that he
had already, though scarcely six months in his employrthent,
sunk himself so deeply in debt, that he saw no means of extri-
cation, and vainly he wished now that he had withstood the
foolish desire to appear as well off, and to have as showy a
house as his neighbors, without regard to the peculiarities of
his position compared with theirs, Te confessed to himself
that he had really lost in comfort what he had gained in show,
and that he would have been much happier, much easier in his
mind, if his parlors contained more humble furniture, and his’
pockets more money, e had not, as péor Edwards hod done,
given way to temptation ; but he felt that he had put himself
in the way of doing so, and that already the chivalric principles
of honor in which he had been educated, and which had sup-
ported him in his hour of trouble, if not wrecked, were sensibly
weakened. He thought of Jdwards, and shuddered as he
thought what he himself might have become,

His first impulse was to eall upon his unfortunate and guilty

~ companion, and ascertain from his own lips how deeply he had

committed himself; but cooler reflection at his desk, con-
vinced him of the inadvisability of thus acting. Perhaps Mrs.
Edwards was unaware of the evil courses of her husband, and
he did not wish to excite her suspicions. Nevertheless, he
wrote a fetter to Edwards, stating the cause of his detention,
and relating to him the couversation he had held with his
cmployer; andhe furthermore said that if he (Edwards) thought

- proper to call upon him, he should be glad to see him, That

evening he calmly and quietly informed his wife of his resolve
to retrench his expenditure; he showed her plainly that it was
mpossible for them to go on as they had been doing. He
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fully explained his position and circumstances to her ; and she,
being really very fond of her husband, listened patiently and
promised to aid him. He then felt that he should have had the
moral courage to do this before ; that the fault of reckless ex-
travagance lay at his door, for he had in the first instance, urged
by his fondness for his young wife, ta‘ught her to be extrava.
gant in her desires, by foolishly. making her presents that he
could not afford; and she, unused to calculating her expenditure,
unacquainted with the real value of money, and imagining that
a larger sum than she needed to spend at one time, would afford
an indefinite future supply, had looked upon his salary of $600,
as if it were five times that amount.

But fortune is fickle in her favors, as the reader will perceive
hereafter, and even now, at the moment when the cloud hung-
* heaviest over Hartley’s head ; now while he was scheming and

"devising means how he should manage to extricate himself

from the labyrinth of debt in which his own folly had involved

him, she was ready to heap her gifts upon him.

“There is o tide in the affairs of men, which, if taken at the
flood, leads on to fortune,” says the immortal bard of Avon;
and when Hartley had engaged himself with Messrs. Wilson,
he had, unknowingly to himself, drifted into that flood. He
had-thought it first an elegible situation, and then he had

become discontented with it, and almost wished he had become

connected with some less wealthy firm; for be had little hope
of rising there to a superior post, at least for' years, since the
upper clerks were all of long standing, and, in most instances,
connected by family or friends with the principals. He often
wondered how he had obtained the situation at all, when
so many men, having means of subsequently pushing them
forward, would have been glad to have seized upon it as a step-
ping stone for their qwn sons—and he recollected that Edwards
might have applied for and obtained it. To be sure he had
refused to make .application of his own free will, still he
(Hartley) felt in a manner grateful to Edwards, since it was
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through his acquaintance with him, that he had heard of

" the opening. And this indistinet feeling of gratitude it was,

which still led him to. take 4 strong interest in the unfortunate
Foung man.

On the evening of the second day after Hartley had dis-
patched his letter to Edwards’ residence, and when he had
almost given up the expectation that he would reply to it, he

“was disturbed from the perusal of a volume he had borrowed

from a fellow-clerk, by the ringing of the door-bell. Some-
thing intuitively told him that it was Edwards who had rung ;
and without giving the servant time to answer the ring, he arose
and opened the door himself He had Judged rightly ; it was
Edwards, :

“ Hartley 1 .

- “FEdwards!” each exclaimed in a breath ; and the former
took the latier Ly the hand, and halfpulled, half led him into
the hall. _ :

“Come in Edwards—come in. We have just ﬁmshed tea ;
but Ellen will order some to be brought up. I have beeu
expecting you to call these last two evenings,” said Hartley,
when he had closed the street door.

“ No—No—" was the reply., “I had rather not see Mrs.
Hartley. She knows nothing of What has occwrred—of my

~ having left my sitnation 27

o« N o—nothing.”

“Still, I would rather not meet her now. Hartley, I should
like to speak with you alone. I could not face fer.” |

Hartley stepped into the parlor, :

“Elen,” said he, “]| have some business to transact with |
Mr. Edwards, \’Ve will go up stairs, where we shall be alone,
and if any one should call, say that I am engaged.”

Then taking a ca.ndlestmk in his hand, he retir ed and led the
way up stairs, followed by Edwards,

They entered a private room, and Hartley having closed the
door, deblred his unhappy fmend to be seated.
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Hartley was greatly shocked at the change which two or
three days had made in Edwards’ appearance. Iis face was
pale and haggard, his eyes wild ; and he feared, from his looks,
that he had been attempting to drown the stinging reproaches
of his conscience in drink, He was confirmed in his suspicion
when Edwards again spoke, for his utterance was thick, and he
scarcely appeared to know what he was saying.

At first he hesitated and hung his head, shamefacedly, before
the penetrating but pitying gaze of his friend : but after some
moments, he assumed a tone of forced bravado, and said :—

«“So, Hartley, you know all. Old Oliver has told you all
the evil of me he could, I suppose? If you had heen true to
your promise this would not have happened.”

“]t might not have happened so soon, Charles,” said Hart-
ley, somewhat severely, for he was indignant at the tone of
hardihood and the reckless demeanor of Edwards—*“but he did
tell me all, as I hinted to you in my letter, and had it not hap-
pened as it has done, it might have been eventually much
.worse for you., Charles, you speak disparagingly of Mr. Oli-

ver. You must be aware that most men would have caused

you to be arrested, and you would have been rumed forever,”
« As well have been arrested and sent to jail as a thief—yes,
a thief/—I am a thief, ain’t [ 2—as to be sent off to starve, [
have eaten nothing to-day.”
“ But you have been drinking, Charles. Drinking deeply, I
fear?” )
«“ And if I have? - Drink is the only thing to banish reﬂec—
tion.”
“But your family, Charles—think of your family ; your
wife andjchildren. Does your wife know ofe—of this ¢ ” |
“She knows I have Jeft my situation ; that is all. 7 did not
~ tell her that: but for twenty-four hours I did not go home—
 and Mary went to the store, to learn what had become of me.,
They told her I had left.”
“You say you have not eaten anything to-day ; surely, you
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are not yet reduced to such miscry ? Your fa,mﬂy is provided
with food 77 :

“Yes, for the present. I don’t know how long it will be 50,
though ; but I feel no want of food. I kave been drinking, and
I shall drink myself to death,, George, I am desperate !”

Hartley saw how much he was excited, and forebore to

- speak any 1onger to him in the deprecatmg tone he had hitherto

done.

“ You must not talk thus, Charles,” said he, “Think of
your wife and family. You owe a duty to them, What will
become of them, if you give yourself over to despair 2”

“Iknow not. Any way they will share my disgrace. Old

Oliver means to prosecute, of course. [ promised not to leave

the city, and I won’t. He may cause me to be arrested when
he pleases; the sooner the better,”

“I think the course he has taken onght to lead you to infer
otherwise, Charles. Mr, Oliver is known to be a good and

“benevolent man. He will not harm you if you do not injure

yourself. - By all means remain here as you promised him ;

but Charles, promise me this; abstain from drlnkmg, or you
will go body and soul to ruin.”

“ And what would you have me do ?” asked Edwards—his

~assumed bravado suddenly forsaking him, and, as is often the
- case in maudlin drunkenness—his demeanor assuming an oppo-
- site phase, he burst into tears.

“ Go home to your famﬂy, and remain there for the pre-
sent,”

“ And tell my mf’e whfu; has happened % Never! I would
c'{rown myself in the Hudson first.” I never could face her
again.” |

“You need not tell her all ; she may never hear of your

disgrace, if by your conduct you do not compel others to reveal
it to her.”

“ And what am [ to do a home ? How am I to support
my family? Am I to see them starve before oy eyes? No,”

l
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he exclaimed with sudden enérgy, “1 will quit them forever
first, and leave them to find out how I have disgraced thern,
when I am gone.” ' .

« Charles,” said Hartley, “ this is childish, You don’t know
what you are saying. Poor as | am, I will not see your family
want food; 1 will see Mr. Oliver again, and talk with him,
Let him know through me that you are repentant, and perhaps
something may be done.”

Edwards did not reply ; but sat, 1oc’kmar himself to and fro
in his chair, the image of despair.

Hartley allowed him o remain quiet for some minntes, and
_ then said, persuasively :—

“Tell me, Charles,—You know I wish you well,—what has
been the cause of your conduct 2—spealk out boldly. I will not
reproach you. [ have been foolishly extravagant myself, and I
feel it now: but, surely, there has been some other cause to
lead you to the unhappy course you have been pursning ?”

“ | have been gambling, George. I never intended to wrong
Mr. Oliver of a penny. When I first abstracted money, it was
to endeavor to win back what 1 had lost, and then to replace
what | had taken ; but I lost again and again: others won, but
I never did; and so it went on—on——onmuntll | grew reckless
—yet still I hoped to retrieve myself. On the afternoon of the
day that I asked you to lend me ten dollars, I took that sum
from the safe for the purpose of trying a new move, by which
I felt sure I should win, perhaps all I had lost, back again; but
still T lost. ITad I obtained the money by ten o’clock the
next morning, Mr. Oliver would have suspected nothmg, and 1
might yet have succeeded—I feel sure I should; for the trick
was shown me by one who assured me that it must, in the main,
be successful ; but you failed me, and all was blown, and my
character blasted forever.” ‘

“ Charles, believe me, it is better as it is. You wouldn't
have won ; and had you gone on plundering Mr. Oliver, you
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must have been found out at last, and it would then, perkaps,
have gone harder with you.”

“ Tt cou{d not.” ‘

“1t could, Charles, ten-fold ! Promise me now that you will
go home; stay—I will take my hat, and walk with you to your
house ; and make me & solemn promise that you will abstain

~ from drink, and keep away from your evil companions,—and

to-morrow I will see Mr. Oliver. WIill you promise this ?”
“I will, George; I will go home with you: but iny wife
must know nothing that has occurred, beyond the fact that I
have left my situation. She is already aware of that, you
know.” -

“Of course not,” replied Hartley. “It is better she should
not know.” |

They left the housd together and Hartley stepped in 1:0 Ed
wards’ lodgings for a few moments, entering into conversation
with Mrs. Edwards, and endeavoring to speak cheerfully. But
he perceived that she suspected that something serious was the
matter. The poor woman had evidently been weeping, for her
eyes were red and swollen ; but she strove to appear cheerful,

and Hartley spoke. hopef’ully of Edwards’ soon getting another

situation, Edwards was now sober, and after sitting halfan.
hour, George rose to take leave. He beckoned Edwards to the
door, and again exacting the promise he had required previously,
he shook hire by the hand, and returned to his own house.




THE WATCHMAN,

CHAPTER X,

HENRY SELBY ENTERS A SECOND TIME INTO THE WORLD'B
STRIFE, ON HIS OWN ACCOUNT.

“’ Tis said we venturous die hard
When we leave the shore ;
Our friends may mourn, lest we return
To bless their sight no more.
But this is all a notion
Bold Jack can’t understand ;
Some die upen the ocean,
And some upon dry land.”
Dispixn.

Hexry SeLry, after having waved his adieu to his benefactor,

the honest watchman, made the best of his way to the pier, -

where he had been directed to go by the mate, who had pro-
mised to take him on board the Sea Gull : he had some difficulty
in finding the vessel ; but he at length distovered her, and got
sufely on board, To his astonishment, he found her decks appa-
vently deserted, and all as still as death on board of her; and
yet he had been told that she was to sail at daybreak that
worning.  He began to fear that he had been misinformed, and
. was halfinclined to leave her and go on shore again; for he an-

ticipated from what he had told the housemaid iy Mr. Bluint’s
farily, and Mrs. Carter, that search would be maide for him in
the morning: but as he was groping his way along the lum-
bered-up deck, he stumbled over a sleeping form, wrapped up
in 2 heavy watch-coat, and he heard a gruff voice exclaim with
an oath |— ‘

“You had better go below into the folk’sle, and sleep the
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liquor off ye, than be tramping about the ship’s decks this way.
You’'ll be none too ready, I warrant, to turn out when the pilot
comes on board, to haul the ship into the stream,

It was the ship-keeper who had spoken, who was thus per-
forming his duty, after a fashion more agreeable to himself
than it would probably have been satisfactory to his employers,
had they seen him. ¥e had imagined the boy to be one of
the crew who had mostly come aboard in a state of drunken-
ness, and who were sleeping off the fumes of the liquor in the
forecastle, '

Henry took the hint, and groping his way to the forecastle,
descended, and stumbling over several stupefied sleepers, at last
discovered a vacant spot where he stretched himself, and with

, the freedom from thought or care which characterizes boyhood,

was soon, notwithstanding the novelty of his situation, sound
asleep—nor did he awake until he was aroused by one of the
officers of the ship, who had entered the forecastle, and was
half persuading and half bullying the still stupefied seamen to
go on deck. Henry ascended the ladder with the rest, and to
his astonishment, he found that the vessel had been already
hauled into the stream, the officers not choosing to arouse the
seamen until there was no opportunity remaining for them to
get on shore again.  Soon a boat came alongside with three or
four more sailors, who could not be found until the last
moment, and who were, in general, hoisted up the side in a
state of .bestial intoxication. These new comers were
tumbled below, and those who had been ordered up from the
forecastle, were directed to go aloft and loose the sails, while the
pilot’s erew hove up the anchor which had been dropped in the
streant. o :

Henry stood staring about him like one bewildered, until
he was observed by one of the mates, who ordered him to go
aloft and loose the mainroyal. Still he stood irresolute, being
in fact totally ignorant of the nature of the order.

“ Come, aloft with you, youngster 1 " said the mate, “ What
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the is the boy staring at? Away alofy, a.nd loose the
main- roya] I tell you! Come, stir your stumps.”

The boy stood stock still, looking vacantly at the oﬂicer.

“ Are you deaf?” g:hundel ed the Toate.

“No sir,” replied Henry.

“Then why don’t you do as you ave ordered? 11l see pres- -

ently if a rope’s-end won't quicken you!” :

“ Please sir,” said Henry, “I don’t know what you mean, "

“The -L-——- you don’t! Haven’t you been at sea before? ”

“ No sir.

“No, eh 2 Then what were you sent on.board for? Come,
stir out of this, A\m_y into the pllots boat alongside! We
don’t want you here,’ :

“ A gentleman, who said he was the mate, told me to come
on board, sir,” said the boy, frightened at the bullying of the
officer, and still fearful he would be sent on shore again.

“Ie did, did he? Well, then I suppose you must stay;
though I can’t see the use of lumbering up the ship with such
a set of useless green-horns. Here, you see that stick up
aloft, crossing the mast there above the rest? That’s the main-
royal yard, and the sail bent to it, is the mainroyal. Now
jump aloft, like a flash of lightning, and loose the sail, or you’ll
have a rope’s-end laid on your back in less than no time, Off
with you now, at once!”

Frightened at the threatening gestures of the man, the boy
sprung into the rigging with the agility of a cat, and was soon
on the royal yard——for he was active enongh,—and though he
felt a little fear, he found no difficulty in ascending the shrouds;
but loosening the royal was another matter. He had but a
very indistinet idea of the duty he was required to perform ;
but seeing the' seaman below him untying the sails, as he
thought, he set himself to work, at the same time clinging des-
perately to the yard as he swung by the foot-rope—ifor his
head began to feel dizzy with the motions of the ship and the
immense height from which he looked down upon the water.
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‘The topsails and top-gallant sails were loosed and sheeted
home. The boy seut up to the fore-royal yard had loosed the
sail, and sung out to those below to “sheet-home,” and then the
officer who had sent the boy aloft, and who had for some time
been busily engaged, was addressed by the captain, who was

standing on the poop :-—

“ Mr. Thomas, > said he, * what’s the reason, sir, you don’t
set the main-royal ? Is any one aloft, loosening it ?”

«] sent a boy aloft a quarter of an hour ago,” replied the
officer.  “I thought the sail had been set. ” Then shouting to
the lad, he exclaimed :—

“ What do you mean, you young vagabond, by hanging
aloft theve, and not loosening the sail? Why, by thunder, if
the infernal young scamp hasnt SO

He ceased speaking suddenly, and fell to the deck, the sail

falling right on his head, and knocking the breath out of his
Jbody. Henry had loosened the royal, with a vengeance. Ie

had not untied the gaskets, but the seizings which bound the
sail to the yard, and down it came, still tightly rolled up, on
the unfortunate mate. Forfunately but one end had struck
him, and he was not serjously hurt; but the captain was in a
towering rage.

“ Come down here, you young imp of darkness—come down
here,” he shouted to the trembling boy, who frightened at the
mischief he had done, hastened down from aloft,

“ Come aft here, you sir,” said the captain, seizing hold of a
rope 3 “I'll teach you to play pranks en board my ship. You've
half-killed the second mate, you young scoundrel ;” and as the
boy came aft he belabored his shoulders with the rope’s-end.

“Oh, sir! oh! don’t—oh don’t! I couldn’t help it, sir,
indeed I couldn’t; the gentleman told me to loose the sail, sir,
Oh! pray don’t, sn',; he eried, as he writhed under the torture
inflicted by the rope’s-end, until he reached the quarter-deck.

“Who are you, and what brought you on board. It’s a
shame the shlppmg masters should be allowed to play such
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scoundrelly tricks. However, you've bad a flogging that'll
teach you not to play such a trick again in a hurry, and you
shall trundle ashore with the pilot; so gather your duds toge-
ther as quick as possxble or I'll send you off without them.”

“ Please, sir, the mate told me to come aboard,” said Henry,
whimpering.

“The mate, eh; whlch mate was it picked up such a vaga-
bond as you?’

“I don’t know ; it was the mate, sir,”

The chief mate, who had been occupied in overlooklncf the
fishing of the anchor, now came aft, .

“Mr.. Jones,” said the captain, “this boy says the mate
shipped him. He seems half'a fool. Is it you he means?”

The mate looked at the boy.

“Yes, sir,” he said; *this is the lad I was speaking to you
about yesterday. He was sometimes in Mr. Blunt's store;
you might have seen him there. He-wants to go to sea—and,
as you were expressing a wish to get another lad, I engaged
him, I believe, however, the young fellow has run away.”

“ Why, he seems to be half a fool,”” said the captain; “he
has just cast the main-royal adrift, and it fell on the second
mate’s head ; fortunately not with its whole weight, or it would
have broken his neck.”

“He’s the smartest lad I ever saw,” said the mate: “you'd
-say so if you had noticed him in the store.”

“ Well, he may be,” returned the captain; *but he has just
given us a strange specimen of his smartness. However, since
it is as you say, I suppose we must keep hlm on board,” And
‘then addressing the boy, he said—

“ Be off with you, sir, and get hold of a chain hook, and help
" haul the chain along that you see the men stowing into the
locker ; and let me see you make no more blunders, or Tll
flog you till I see your back-bone.”

Glad to get away, Henry hastened to perform the duty
assigned to him; end taking a chain hook, was soon busily
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employed, although he was still sobbing, and writhing with the
pain of the blows he had received. '

In the hurry and bustle of getting the vessel clear off to sea,
he was soon forgotten ; and during the remainder of the day
he was busied in such little duties as he was able to perform,
assisting the erew in clearing the decks of the stores of all

kinds that always lumber up a merchant vessel when it firss

4

leaves port.
Night at length came on; the crews were divided mto
watches ; the first watch, from eight o’clock till midnight, being

~ under the charge of the second mate. The vessel had cleared

the land and was steering a south-westerly course; the wind
had arisen, and it blew so strong that it had been found neces-
sary to take in the top-gallant-sails and put a single reef in the
topsails, and, although the sea was not very rough, it was suf
ficiently so to cause the ship to pitch uneasily as she cut her

. way through the water, and carcened over with the wind

strong abeam. ,

Henry Selby had been placed by the first officer in his watch,
and consequently, he should have been in his bunk ; but the boy
had but a very indistinet idea of the duties he was to perform,
or of the general routine on board a vessel at sea.r As dark-
ness came on, he began to feel fully, for the first time, the utter
loneliness of his situation, placed as he was among rude stran-
gers, on board a ship bound he knew not whither, and desti-
tute -of even the necessary clothing to protect him from the
inclemency of the weather on the new element where his lot
had been cast. The nausea of sea-sickness, too; came over him,
and he felt alike physically and mentally depressed. He
thought of the snug lodgings he had had at Mr, Blunt's, and he
couid not hanish an unpleasant reflection from his mind as to
whether he had not done a foolish action in thus leaving his.
home. He was wet with the spray which dashed over the
bows of the vessel and flew aft in drenching showers, and -
chilled to the bone with the keen north-easterly wind, and he
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crept for shelter into the cook’s galley. 'While he was shiver.
ing there, the captain happened to go forward, and catching a
glimpse of the lad in the shadow of the galley, he stopped
short and caught hold of him by the collar of his jacket.
“Who is this skulking here?” he called out to the second
mate. “Look out, sir, that all your watch is upon deck, I
will have no idlers on board my ship.” Then perceiving the
boy, he continued, ¢ Oh, it's the youngster I was speaking to
this morning. Now look you here, boy. What the

the mate shxpped you for, I don’t know! However, now you're
here, you'll have to do your duty. Out of this at once, and
never let me catch you skulking again! D’ye hear?”

“Yes sir,” exclaimed the trembling boy.

“I don’t think he’s in my watch, * said the second mate, 1n
a surly tone of voice. “ At least I know I never meant him to
be; the first mate broughﬁ him aboard, and to my mind he
should have him. He ain’t of no use, any way.”

“ Whose watch are you in, hoy ?” asked the captain,

“1 think the mate told me I'was to be in his watch, sir,*
replied Henry,

“Then how is it you are on deck ? I want every one to be
on deck and wide awake, when it’s their duty to be so, and I
won’t have any of the watch-below, on deck, at all, except they
are ealled upon for extra duty: If I eate h them on deck, I’ll
keep them. there.”

The boy made no reply. ATe scarcely knew the captain’s
meaning.

“ Why don’t you speak’l” said the captain, ¢ Don’t you
know it’s your watch below ?”

“I don’t knew what you mean, sir,”

“1 believe the boy’s a born fool, ” said the captain,

“Or a rogue, ” muttered the mate, who still felt sore from
the accident which had befallen him through Henry’s igno-
rance in unbending the main-royal, and letting it fall on desk,

“Hark ye!” continued the captain, addressing the lad;
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“you're in the ﬁrqt mate’s watch, and you ought to be below

~sleeping now. It's near * four bells, and at twelve the watch '11
_ be called, and you'll have enough of the deck,”

“It%s of no consequence, sir,” said Henry, thinking that he
should conciliate the captmn by appearing willing to do extra
duty.

“ Don’t reply to me, boy,” answered the ca.ptain. “Go
below, at once; take off those wet clothes and turn in till your
watch is called.”

“I haven’t got any dry clothes to put on,” said Henry.

“The d you haven’s! 'What did you come to sea for,
without your kit?” ‘

“I don’t know, sir, I didn’t think of it, and I had no money

‘ to get any.”

The second mate sneered, and the captain muttered to hlm-
self, and then added aloud :

“Come aft to the cabin with me, boy, A pretty fellow you
are to come to sea in this way, ain’t you? Bub I suppose I
must ﬁnd you something to wear, or yow’ll be stiff before
morning.”

Henry steadied himself as well as he could along the decks,
and descended with the captain into the cabin, and the latter
went t0 the slop-chest and brought out a couple ‘of flannel
shirts, a pair of wollen trowsers and a pea-jacket, and together
with a Scotch cap, presented them to the boy.

“Now away into the forecastle with you,” he said, “and
put some dry clothing on, and then turn in. Do you feel
sick 27 he added, noticing that the boy looked ill.

“Yes, sir, a httle 7 gasped Henry.

“Alittle! 1 should say a good deal, by the looks of you.

Here, swallow this,” giving him a tumbler of brandy and

water, “and go and turn in, and sleep till morning. I'll tell the
mate not to disturb you. But mind, after this, I expect you'll
do your duty,”

“I'll try, sir,” said the boy, who felt considerably reviveﬂ,
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after drinking the brandy and water ; and thanking the captain,
he went forward, shifted his wet clothing, and was soon fast
asleep. ,

In the morning he was again summoned to the cabin, and
the captain, in the presence of the chief mate, questioned him
further respecting his position on shore, and the reason of his
wishing to go to sea; and the boy’s replies were so prompt
and spirited, that he began to entertain a better opinion of
him, o

“So you wish to see the world, and be a man,do you?”
he said, after listening to Henry’s account of himself. Well,
my lad, you’ve chosen a rough school to learn in; but if you
behave yourself and learn to be a good seaman, you’ll get along.
I was once as friendless as you, and now I am captain and part

owner of this vessel, You may be captain of a ship some day,
if you mind what you’re about.”

“ Please, sir, will you tell me where the ship’s going ? ” asked -

Henry, as he was about leaving the cabin,

The captain and mate both laughed. “ Why, youngster,”
said the former, “ do you mean to say you don’t know where
We are bound 77

“No sir,” :

“Upon my word, you've cast yourself adrift to seek your
fortune, after a most careless fashion. Well, we're bound to
Calcutta. You know where Calcutta is?” !

“It is the capital city of British India, and is situated a con-
siderable distance from the mouth of the Hooghly river, one
of the branches of the Ganges,” said the boy, quite glibly,
proud to display the knowledge he had acquired at school.

“Youw'll do,” said the captain—“only learn your duty on
board my ship, as well as you appear to have learnt your les-
sons at school, and we shall get on very well. Now go on

deck and get your breakfast, and then the mate will set you to
work,
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Henry left the cabin, and after he had gone, the capteun
observed to the mate—

“The boy appears smart and willing enough. I was half
inclined to send him ashore with the pilot yesterday ; but |
think better of him than I did,”

“1 noticed -that he was a sha.rp lad, at Mr. Blunt’s office,”
returned the mate. “The poor fellow was taken all aback with
the novelty of his position at first; but I guess he’ll make a
sailor, ”

The steward announced that the cabin-breakfast was ready,
and thé captain and mate sat down to the table, and the con-
versation soon turned upon matters relatmg to the duties of
the ship. '
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CHAPTER XI.

A DARE CLOUI 18 GATHERING OVER THE PROSPECTE OF THE
WATCHMAN. N

The power Supreme, whose mighty scheme
These woes of mine fulfil;

Here, firm I rest—~they must ba best,
Beeause they are thy will.”

.

Bunns,

“Carrzr, ” said Mr. Blunt, one day, abouﬁ three monthse
after Henry Selby had gone to sea, “step into my office, while
you are waiting for those goods to be packed. 1 wish to spealcz

with you.”

Joseph entered the private office with his employer,
) “I want to speak to you, Carter,” continued Mr. Blunt
about your boy. Let me see—how old is he now 2 ’
“Going on for fourteen, sir, replied Joseph.

_“What do you think of doing with him? Have you pub
him to learn any trade yet %" |

€ pos ' 3 ' ,
No sir; and sometimes, T think I have done wrong in

keeping him so long at school, considering my position in life
but I did wish my boy to be a scholar, sir, seeing that I hadn’;
much education myself, except what I picked up, as I may sa

after | was a grown man. But now the boy—who is a cutzﬂ
good lad—has got too high notious, I'm afraid. My Wife’:;
brother, who is ‘a shoe-maker, doing a good business, in a
small way, offered to take him and teach him his trade;- but
he don’t seem to funey the idea, and I'm afiaid his m,dther
backs him up in his proud notions; and yet I’

: n m not in & posi.
tion to place him in an office, or have him'tang p

ht a profession,”
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«T was on a committee at the distriet school which your son
attends, last week, Carter,” said Mr. Blunt, “and I was much
pleased with the appearance of the 1ad, and making inquiry, I
heard an excellent character of him from his teachers. Now
T in want of a boy in my office, to go of errands and do any
little odd jobs that may be reguired of him, and perhaps, some-

" times to assist at the books, if he shows himself smart and dili- -

gont, 1 was thinking of offering to take your son. William
is his mame, isn’t it? What do you say ?—are you willing
e should make the trial 27 '

« O, sir,” said Joseph, “nothing could have pleased me
better, and I'm sure Willy Il be ready to jump out of his skin
for joy, when I tell him of it. It’s just the situation he’s long-
ing for—though I never encouraged him in his fancies—and
my wife will be delighted.”

“The salary will be very little, recollect, Carter. Ishall give
him only fifty dolars'for the first year—because, you know, for
some time to come, he will be of little service; but if, after a
year’s trial, we agree together, and 1 find the lad turns out as I
hope and believe he will, I shall give him a sufficient salary to
support and clothe himself entirely, and maybe to help the
family into the bargain.” .

“ Thank you, sir—thank you,” said Joseph., “If, Mr. Blunt,
you had kindly offered to take the boy upon trial, for a year,
paying him no salary, I should have gladly accepted the offer,
although, to & poor man like me, fifty dollars is a good deal.
At any rate, it will pay for Willy’s board, sir, and 1 do hope you
will be satisfied with him, ” ‘ ‘

“ 'Well, then, Carter, you can send him to me on Monday
next. You are still employed as & watchman?”

“ Yes, sir. 1 did think of giving it up last election, and my
wife strongly urged me to do so; but the Board expressed
themselves satisfied, and raised the salary a trifle, so I thoughs
I'd stay on another term,” ,

“You are an industrious man, Carter,” said Mr. Blunt, smil-
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. ing; “take care you don’t overwork yourself, though. Good
morning. I see the goods are ready to be carted.. Don’t for-
get to send your son to me on Monday,” _

“Be sure I wont, sir,” said Joseph, as he left the office,
“ Good morning, sir, and many thanks.”

It was a happy tine when Joseph got home that evening,
and told his family that Mr, Blunt had promised to take Willy,
and, as the honest cartman expressed himself, “ make a mer-
chant of him,”" Bright anticipations of the future flitted before
Mrs., Carter’s mental vision, and Willy himself, with the san-
guine spirit of youth, commenced building chatecus en Espagne,
of fairy brightness, such as youth have always built at some
happy period of their lives, but the fleeting fabrics of which
have seldom become matexialized. It was Saturday night,
and Willy received much wholesome advice, and many admo-
nitions, with regard to his future career; and when the boy
had at length gone to bed, late as was the hour Joseph went to
his desk and took out a parcel containing his hard-earned sav .
ings, and abstracted therefrom sufficient to buy the boy an
entire new suit of readymade clothing, with the double object
of surprising him on the morrow, and rendering him presenta-
ble at the merchant’s office on Monday. :

And on the Monday the boy went to South-street, and wa
duly installed in his new situation, where for the present we
shall leave him, while we return to other matters.

Shortly after the oceurrence of these events, J oseph, while-

engaged one night in his watchman’s duties, heard a signal call-
ing for assistance from one of his comrades, and he immediately
hurried in the direction whence the sound proceeded. He soon
reached the spot, which was in Liberty.street, and he found
there was a skirmish going on between two guardians of the
night and a party of young men, who appeared to have but
just emerged from a basement drinking-saloon hear by. Joseph
threw himself into the melee, and a violent struggle ensued,
during which the party fled, with the exception of two who

} THE WATCHMAN, 115

appeared t0.be the leaders, and who, other watchmen having
been attracted to the scene, were at length overpowered.

The complaint was then listened to. It was givenby the
keeper of the saloon, who charged the young men with having

_created an uproar in his place, and broken the glasses, at the

same time refusing to pay the damages, and offering to fight it
out in the street. '

It was very evident to Joseph and his comrades that the two
young men who had been arrested belonged to what are called
the uppet classes of society, as well from their httire as fmfn
their appearance, notwithstanding the state of infoxication in
which they were. Those who had effected their escape, were,
on the contrary, valgar frequenters of these night-saloons, and
spongers upon the liberality of the men whom they had left to
struggle alone with the watchmen. ‘

« By Jove!” said the taller and stouter of the two, look-
ing round upon his captors, ¢ you fought like heroes—upon the
honor of a gentleman. Now, are ye veritable Charlies—that
much abused, well basted set? Why, I've floored a dozen of
your kidney in London before now. Come,let’s drown all
animosity by drinking a glass of the landlord’s wine together.
Brave men should bear no malice.”

 “Yes! a glass of wine. I move an adjournment to the

cider-cellar, my lords and gentlemen!” exclaimed the other,
who was the most deeply intoxicated of the two, and who was
embracing the watchman who had him in charge, by clasping
both his arms around his neck.

“You'll take a glass of water in the station-house, and learn
to be contented with that to-night, I fancy,” said one of the
watchmen. Then addressing the keeper of the saloon, he asked
if he meant to press the charge.

“ Not if the gentlemen pay for the damage they have done,”
said the man, ¢ I’dﬁm sorry to be hard upon a gentleman
when he gets, once in a while, ‘upon a bust,” ”

“ Where are the base caitiffs who fled in the hour of danger?
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Where are the trembling cowards who forsdok their master,
when yon—moon—-which shone~-Jast night—round—round—
What is it George? Why don’t yok prompt me?” stammered
the taller of the men, addressing his companion,

“My name is Norval on the Gr-Gram-pilan—hills,” said the
one addressed. * These gen-gen-tlemen invite us—to drink—
a glass of—wine—Put it to the vote—Ayes—Noes. The ayes
~—have it—by Jove!” was the reply. :

“I wonder if they have much money about them, ” said one
of the watchmen, _

“Money—who says money—base trash, ¢Ie who steals
my purse,”” again stammered the taller man, at the same time
pulling a purse apparently well filled with gold, out of his
. trousers-pocket and shaking it in the air.,

“ We had better, for security’s sake, take them to the station-
house,” said Joseph. * They will surely be robbed else. They
have not only a large amount of money, but valuable jewelry
upon their persons, and watches in their fobs,”

But the landlord of the drinking-saloon and the other watch.
men now thought otherwise. Their opinions had undergone
considerable change since they had discovered the quality and
condition of the captives, '

The Jandlord said that for his part, he wished the gentlemen
no harm, if' so be they were gentlemen. He had been mis-
taken in them, seeing them in the company of the vagabonds
who had got away, whom he knew well. The gentlemen were
welcome to stay all night in his saloon, if they pleased. e

was sure they’d be more comfortable there than in the station- -

house—Tlet alone the disgrace of the arrest—and with the
object of bringing the watchmen into his opinions, he generously
offered to treat them all round to ¢ somethlno' warm,” at his
OWN expense, :

One or two seemed inclined to capitulate, and to a,ceept the
landlord’s proffered hospitality, and release the strangers,
placing them under his charge. Others, however, well i imagin
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ing that the worthy landlord had an eye to the golden bait -
which had been so recklessly exposed, thought that they had
an equal right to share in the spoil. Joseph perceived this,
and noticed the landlord and his comrades whispering together,
and glancing significantly towards the two men—for they had
now descended again into the saloon. IHe resolved that if he
could prevent it, they should not be robbed, and insisted upon
their being taken to the station-house.

Mistaking his- motive, the taller of the two gent]emen,

resisted strenuously this argument, and swore he would not go

to the station-house alive, Another row ensued, and the
neighborhood being aroused, Joseph was enabled to carry his
point, in spite of his comrades and the keeper of the saloon,
who ground their teeth with rage, as they saw their expeetefi
prey dragged from them, i
As it was, more wine was drunk by the gentlemen, and when
at last, it was resolved, by the order of a magistrate, who had
been attracted to the spot by the noise, to carry them to the
City Hall, they were in a condition of complete insensibilii;y,
and had to be borne in the arms of their captors, :
On the way, Joseph saw one of the watchmen draw the watch
from the fob of the taller of the intoxicated men, and when
they Teached the City Hall, and an examination was made of
the articles in their possession, in order that they might be
kept safely until they were sober, Carter, who by the order of
the clerk was conducting the search, mentioned carelessly, as
though he had not suspected the real object of the purloiner,—
“That appears to be all they have in their posssession,
except the watch which you, Higsby, took from one of them, to
prevent it slipping out of his fob. That’ll be sir,” turning to
the clerk, “two gold watches, with chains and seals: ; one eye-
glass; one dlamond breast-pin; a purse, containing thirty-five

five dollar gold-pieces and English sovereigns; and a pocket-

book, with papers, and one Bank of England note, for £100,”
The man addressed as Higsby, pulled the watch from }I.l
, a

il




118 THE WATOHMAN

pocket and placed it on the desk, with the remainder of the
articles enumerated. He well understood Joseph’s thoughts;

although the latter had endeavored to make Aim think that he

believed he had really taken charge of the watch to prevent its
being lost. He scowled savagely at him as he moved from
- the desk, and from that moment Joseph Carter had made an
implacable enemy.

On the following morning, the two gentlemen, perfectly
sobered, were brought privately before a magistrate, and in
the presence of the watchmen who had brought them to the
City Hall station-house, their property was restored to them,
and they received a mild reproof from: the Justice for their
conduct, :

“ And now gentlemen,” said the magistrate, “have you there
all the property that you believe to have been in your pos.
session last night?”

“ Every thing, I believe—at least so far as I can recollect *—
said the younger and shorter of the two. ¢ As to the money,
I neither know what amount I had about me when I left niy
hotel, nor what amount I spent; but I dare say it's all right.
You will have no objection, sir, to my presenting these men
with five dollars a-piece, for their trouble.

The Justice made no objection to this, and a gold piece was
placed in each of the watchmen’s hands,

“ And you, sir,” said the magistrate, addressing the elder of
the two gentlemen, “ do you find all your property correcs?”

“There is missing,” said the gentleman, “an agate breast.
pin, which I would not lose for fifty times its vaiue. It has
been an heir-loom in my father’s family for generations, ITow-
ever, it is gone, and all I can do, is to offer a large reward for
its recovery. It must have been torn out during the struggle
last night, and dropped in the street. I don’t suppose it has
been stolen or taken intentionally, since I see my-. friend

has his diamond pin, which is intrinsically of much greater.

value, *
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“1 am sorry for your misfortune, sir,” said the Justice, who
was noted for his urbanity and politeness to gentlemen, arthough
he was reported to make up for it by his excessive severity
towards poor, miserable wretches who had the ill luex to be
brought before him. “I am sorry for your misfortune,” he
repeated, & and would advise you to cause an advertisemént to
be inserted in the daily papers immediately, If you offer a
reward above the real value of the article lost, I think there is
little doubt that it will be returned.”

“[ hope so,” returned the gentleman, “I would freely give
a reward of ten times its value, to have it restored to me.”

« And now, gentlemen, you are at liberty to go. If you like
to give me your names ?

“ Why ”

“ Never mind—never mind,” said the obliging magistrate,
“It may not be pleasant; and in that case—"

“Oh yes, ” replied one of the gentlemen, haughtily, “
have no objection to give you our names—none at all.  'Why
should we? ILet me see; My name’s Smith, and my friend’s
name is Jones, Qur friends, Messrs. Brown and Robinson,
will be waiting-breakfast. for us, sir; so we will wish you good
morning ’—and the two companions smiled at each other, as
though they had perpetrated a capital joke, although evidently
the justice did not understand the gist of it ; for he politely
bowed them. ount, saying :—

“I wish you a very good morning, Mr. Smith, a,nd you also,
Mr. Jones, and trust you will suffer no inconvenience from
your exposure and incaréeration. ~ If I knew where I could
find you, gentlemen, I would make it my business to call and
inquire after your healths—humph!”

“ Where you could find us, sir? Wae shall be happy to see
you, I'm sure, Where do we live, War—Jones, I mean?
Let me see. Ah! the Washington Hotel—Messrs, Smith
and Jones, at the Washington Hotel, sir, will be happy to see
you, at any time you can find them there;”” and so saying, and
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laughing at their own wit, they were about leaving the room,
when the landlord of the saloon interrupted them, and asked
the justice whether he was not to be paid for the damage done
to his establishment. :

Further remark was however prevented by one of the gen.
tlemen tossing him a couple of gold pieces, with which he re.
tired, perfectly satisfied, and not without reason, since the
damage so Joudly spoken of amounted only to the breakage of
some half-dozen glass tumblers; and the quantity of wine drank,
or at any rate, paid for, more than doubly repaid the loss
sustained : the barkeeper would have been glad to have met

“with similar damage every night. ' '

Hardly had the two strangers quitted the justice.room, the
watchmen still remaining, when Higsby stepped up to the

. magistrate and whispered in his ear:—

“ Mr, Crawley, I should like to speak with you alone for a
minute or two. I think I know something of the pin the gen-
tleman spoke of. 'We may manage to secure the reward, Mr,
Crawley.”

«“ Hey—what do you say—secure the reward ? " Walt il

2 reward is offered. e has not advertised yet.”
+ % Nao, sir, I know that : but about this matter. Can I speak
with you alone, or not 2" ,

“Speak with me, Higsby? Oh! certainly. Alone do you
say. Yes, | will dismiss the men? You can go,” he said, ad-
dressing the assembied guardians of the night. “I fancy you
have made a good night’s work of it. No objection to such a
windfall in the shape of two tipsy men every night, eh 27

“ No, sir,” answered one or two of the men, as they left the
room, and shortly Higsby and the justice were alone.

“ What about this pin, Higsby 7 said the justice, who had
reasons for treating this man with greater favor than his com-
rades of the many-caped coat, and lantern.

] think I know where it can be found.”

“Youdo! Where? You haven't gotit?2”
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# No—Dbut-—* and he bent- his lips to the ear of the justice,

-and whispered :—

¢« Carter has.” .

“ Carter has the breast-pin! Impossible, Higsby! Youare
joking.”

“ Carter has the breast-pin, and if you get a search-warrant
out directly, you will find it in the breast-pocket of his watch-
coat ; but yon must be quick, or he may place it somewhere
else, or perhaps, in anticipation of a reward, and of being
praised for his honesty, he may carry it to the owner. He's
just the fellow to play off such a piece of hypoeri isy.”

Justice Crawley hated Carter, as much as he favored ngsby,

-and for the same reasons that Carter had incurred the dislike

of Higsby himself, viz. : becausehe could not get him to swerve
from the path of his duty, for political or any other purposes; and
because, conscious of his own short-comings, he disbelieved in
the virtue of others, and considered Joseph Carter’s honesty of
purpose andstrict attention to his duty,to result from hypocrisy,
or, as he termed it, “ cant.” ‘
“That would be a capital joke, to catch Carter with the pin
in his possession,” he said, gleefully. “Not. that I believe he

~ wouldn’t steal it, or anything else, if he got the chance, although

he pretends to such strict honesty. But are you sure of it7”

“Sure that when he went out, just now, the pin was'in his
coat-pocket,” :

“ Why didn’t you say so before he left ? ? I would have had
him searched here, before the strangers, and in the presence of
the other watchmen.”

“ And then he might have said that he had taken it out of
the gentleman’s cravat, and kept it in his possession for safety,
intending to restore it, as I did the watch. Or he might have
said he found it. Now the fact of his having left with it in his
possession, is proof enough to condemn him, after he has
heard the loss spoken of, and the assertion of the gentleman

that he would offer a large reward.”
6
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“Truoe, true,” said the justice. “I will make out a war.
rant, and you shall go to his house and make the search.”

“ Perhaps some one else had better be sent, ”” said Higsby.
“ Carter and I are not very good friends, and it might look--"

“Ah! I understand you,” interrupted the magistrate,
“Well, T will issue the warrant. Send} Allan and Dempster
in here—they shall serve it. Where do ¥bu say you saw Car-
ter secrete the pin?”

“In the breast-pocket of his watch-coat.”

“Very well!” and the justice drew out and signed the
warrant.

Meanwhile the two men designated by the justice entered,
and were instructed how to proceed. -

“ As soon as you reach Carter’s house, show him the war-
rant, and immediately one of you seize hold of his watch-coat,
<—if hehas it on; if not, demand it—feel in the breast-pocket,
and I have reason to believe you will there find the agate
breast-pin the gentleman who was brought here last night,
lamented having lost this morning. Bring it bere, and bring
. Carter along with you, too!” ‘

The men started to perform the duty, and meanwhile the
justice proceeded with the other cases brought before hirm.

There was a delicate female, whose emaciated appearance
told too plainly that she was far gone with consumption.
The crime alleged against her, was that she had been found
wandering the streets late at night, without being able to give
any account of himself. She was so weak that she had to be
supported by an officer of the court while undergoing her exam-
ination,

“What have you got to say for yourself, woman?” said the
justice, addressing the poor creature.

“ I have nothing to say, sir. I was disturbing no one; bué

sitting quietly on a door-step, when the watchman took me up
and brought me here.”

t
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“Why weren’t you at home? What o’clock was it, Higsby, - ’
when you arrested this woman?”

“ Past midnight, sir.”

“Past midnight, eh? A pretty time of night for a young
woman to be found sitting upon a door-step! Why were you'
not at home ? 7 :

“Alas! sir,” exclaimed the poor creature, “1 have no
home!”

“You have no home, eh? That's a likely story. How do

you get your living? I needn’t ask, though.”

The pallid face of the poor young woman flushed to the
deepest crimson as she listened to the indelicate implication in
these words; but she meekly replied:

“You are mistaken, sir, if you think me one of the unfortu.
nates to whom I imagine you allude. I am a seamstress, and
for many months past, I have earned a scanty living by my
needle ; but at last my health, never very good, failed me, and
Iwas laid on a sick bed. I recovered sufficiently to enable me
to seek employment again ; but they told me at the store for

which I had been working, that my place had been filled up,

and they had nothing for me to do. They would not make any
engagement with any one who was in such feeble health as me.
I want to three or four othef's, and received a similar answer.,
Weak with my recent illness, worn out with fatigue, and dis-
pirited, I returned to my lodgings; but while I had been
absent, my landlady, with whom 1 was sume weeks in arrears,
had sold the poor remnants of my furniture, and 1 was told
that since | had come back without obtaining work, I could
remain there no longer, and the door was shut in my face. I
had nothing before me but the streets and starvation, I wan-
dered to the river—I walked up and down the piers, for hours.
Something whispered in my ear, ¢ Die! Religion is a fallacy ;
the care of a watchful Providence, a silly delusion. Does not
reason say that those who are unhappy and unfortunate in the
world, are better out of it? Diel—the water is deep, and
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death will come speedily, and then utter oblivion. Futurity is

but a dream. Once rid of life, and the hereafter is one of
nothingness!’ O sir, I was almost wicked and weak énough
to listen to these temptings of the fiend ; but [ struggled hard
against them, and conquered. I left the-‘spot; and wearied out,
unable to go further, I sat down on a door-step, near the Park,
where | was arrested by the watchman, and brought here,”

“You have told your story pretty well, young woman,” .

said the justice ; “but, unfortunately for you, it happens to-be

one that I am too accustomed to hear. A good many tell me
| the same tale, ringing the changes upon it a little, for variety’s
sake; but it won’s do with me. I shall commit you to jail for
one month, with hard labor, as a vagrant, and I hope the lesson
will teach you to act differently in future.”

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed the poor girl, bursting into tears, “I
am not what yon deem me—indeed I am not. 1 feel too that
I have but a short time to live, I am dying now. Send me
to a hospital-—anywhere—and you will do me a kindness ; but
let not my last hours be spent in jail, amongst the outeasts of
society., I am not a criminal, sir, and [ am not able to labor.”

“ Take her away, officer,” said the justice, hastily. ¢ I can’t
listen to this nonsense all day. Bring up the next case.”

The poor woman was carried rather than led out of the
room ; and a stout, burly young man, whose face was so dis-
figured by intemperance, and apparently also by the blows
received in some recent quarrel, that scarcely a feature was
distinguishable. '

However, repulsive as was the man’s appearance, the magis-
trate recognised him.

“Ah! Snawley, my good fellow! you up here again? You

~must—you really must take better care of yourself, or you will
compel me to the exercise of a severity that I should be sorry
“o exert. What have you to say for yourself? What is the
charge against Snawley, Jackson ?” addressing the officer.

“ Going into a porter-house in William-street, and insisting
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| upon the landlord treating him and the crowd that was with

him ; and when the landlord refused, a-drawing out a bowie-
knife, and a-threatening to rip him open with it. A fight fol-
lowed, and all hands got mauled pretty sharply. They fit the
watchmen called in to 'rest ’em. Look’e here, yer honor!?”
suid the man, exhibiting a black eye in his own visage, «* that
chap hit me this blow himself, and would have stabbed Tom
Rawkins, if somebody hadn’t hit him ori the arm and knocked -
the knife out of his hand.”

« This is a sad account, Snawley,” said the magistrate, with
a benign smile upon his visage. “1am afraid, if you persist
in these little eccentricities, you will compel me to act in a
manner I should be sorry to do. 1f I let you go this time, you
will take better care of yourself in future, won’t you #” '

“ Why yes!” answered the man, surlily. “Iwarnt a-doin’
nothin® as it was. Jack Meehan, who keeps the porter-house,
has had heaps of my money, and he know’d 1 was hard up;
he ought fo have trusted me. e knows how it is with me
when U've had a glass or two, and my dander gets riz.  There
aint no stoppin’ this child then, there aint!?” .

“ Well, Snawley,” s2id the magistrate, * taking all things
into consideration, I shall discharge you this time. Don’t let
me see you here again; and stay, here’s a dollar for you—
(handing him the money)—you say you are hard up. Now
recollect what I have done for you.” .

« Trust me for that,” said the hardened scoundrel, with a
leer, and a thrust of his tongue against his cheek. « When
you wants me, justice, say the word, and Bob Snawley’s not
the boy. to forget his friends.”

Scarcely had Snawley departed, before a woman, gaily attir-
ed, but whose clothes were torn and covered with dirt, was
brought forward. She had evidently once been beautiful. She
would have been beautiful still, but for the traces that dissipa-
tion had left upon her countenance, and the bold glance of her

-

eyes, as she confronted the magistrate, and the other persons
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present. . She was charged with having been found intoxicated
and. making & disturbance in Broadway ; but almost ;Vi{‘,:;l:e ;
fxskl_ng hex: a single question, she was discharged, And a (t)llft
Justice quitted the Hall, he saw the officers leading;r awz;s the
sick woman who had been brought before him half an yhoul:

before.  She was weepi :

. ¢ epin v e ik ,

pathy—the hard dP g piteously 5 but she found no SyT0-
raened rowdy and the debased woman of the

pavé, were looking curiously on at her unavailing strugol
escape the clutch of the officers, She was sm?t to gf IeS .
dfzsplte her feebleness, set to hard labor; and within c.;'lnl 71"3%:1
nlgh}; from that period, a cart brought to the door of th ; 01'?'
.tentmry a plain, rudely construected coffin, and it carriede P"am*
in that coffin, the emaciated remains of that helpless b
and lethm in an hour they were buried in Potter’g—ﬁeldwoman,
thewg;le these scenes had been enacting at the justice-room
- officers had gone to Joseph Carter’s house, where th ’
arrived almost as soon as the watchman himself, , He had bi}‘;

« W : |
. e have a warrant to
search your 3 ” :
one of the men. your house, Carter,” said

o 'l 1 h ' h t 2 ke a { : 2 M4 7
- ¥ aSIi i
, 4 In a T}Olle
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You will soon see,” answered the man, who held a grudge

against Joseph. “Just hand me here that coat you have on
yo:zr;[ frm, and perhaps our search ’ll soon he over.”
. and “you my coat?” said Joseph, after looking at the
a.r: ant; “what can you want with my coat? Here, take it, I
do:} t understand what you have come about.” } .
direfj: ;)fﬁeler togkh the garmcnt, and immediately, as had been
ted, plunged his hand into the deep ©
‘ p breast-pocket, wh
he drew forth the agate pin, and held it up to vfew\ S
[13 2 - '
P’raps now you know what I have come about.” he said
? PR ite

“You recollect what th
: e gentl i : .
the Ein he had l6st? * gentleman said this morning abqut
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“] recollect it well,” said Joseph, calmly; but I have no

. jdea how it came into my pocket.”

« Dropped in by accident, as the Jew said when the pollis
officer found a pair of brass candlesticks in his pockets, T sup-
pose,” chuckled the officer ; * but come along, we must do our
dooty, howsomever painful as it may be, as the judge says
when he goes to sentence 3 man to be hanged. You must go
with us to the City Hall, and answer for this here felony before
his honor.” '

« Relouy!” exclaimed Joseph, indignantly. Do you apply

. that term to me,” and his eyes flashed, and his nostrils expanded

with passion, as he advanced to the officers, who stepped back
simultaneously ; for Joseph was a strong muscular man, and
would have proved a formidable opponent.

« Hands off, Carter, hands off,” said the man who had found
the pin, and who had nitherto done all the talking. You know
we are only doing our dooty.” )

Joseph-recollected himself, and calmly surrendered himself
£o the minions of Justice. «] am ready to go with you,” he
said, while his wife and daughter looked on terror-stricken.
Tie observed them as he was crossing the threshold of the door,
and turning back for moment, he whispered, “ Don’t be alarmed,
I shall be back scon. There is some strange mistake.” _

“ But the pin, Joseph! You did not, you could not have
taken the pin?”

“ Ag there is truth in Heaven, I know no more of it than you
do, Mary. I cannot conceive how it came into my pocket,
unless it has been placed there clandestinely.” ’

«Thank God for that,” exclaimed Mrs. Carter. “I believe

© you, Joseph—I never could think otherwise. | You will explain
all and soon be back, husband?”

«“] hope so, Mary,” said J oseph, as he left the house in the
enstody of the ofiicers. ‘ _

It was o humiliating position for Joseph Carter, thus to be
dragged from his house in broad daylight and in the presence
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of his neighbors, who—for slander and detraction fly apace—

had by some means become cognizant of the
stables, and who were watching from the do
as they passed up the street with their priso

tongue of scandal found vent, and rumerous expressions were
heard, to the effect that they

bad long expected this, « They
had no opinion, not they,

of fulks like the Carters, who sey
themselves up to be better

than their neighbors. ¥t was good
for them. Pride must have 2 fall some day,”

Joseph was conveyed to the City
locked up for some hours, when the justice again made his a
pearance, having a copy of the second edition of the Herald in
his hand, wherein an advertisement had been published, stating
that an agate breast-pin had been lost, as was supposed, in the
neighborhood of Liberty-street on the previous evening, and
offering a reward of two hundred dollars, double the v

alue of
the jewel, for its restoration ; further stating that it was to be
delivered to the superintende

ut of the City Constabulary at
the City Hall, and no questions would be asked. '

Higsby was waiting the arrival of the magistrate,

“So the advertisement is out, Higsby,
the Jatter as he entered the room,
been arrested?

“Yes, sir,”” said Higsby.
the rooms,”

“ Mr, Jones or Mr. Smith have not been

“No, sir.”

“ Did you call at the Washington Hotel, as
mention that you thouy
pin??”

visit of the con-
ors and windows

Hall station-house, and

as I expected,” said
“Has that fellow, Carter,

“He is now locked up in one of
here, Higsby ¢ »

I desired, and
ght something had been heard of the

. 1 did, sir; but lor bless yer, there’s no
they there. I thought at first they wos a gass

and Jones weren’t no more their real nam
yourn and mine,”

such persons as
ing yer. Smith
es than they be

uer, and the foul’
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«Well, I presume they will-call here to make iriquiry about

N kH
'the pin.  Let this fellow, Carter, be brought up.

Higsby left the room, and shortly returned, accompanied by

sable leading Carter. . .
) ng Mr Cartet;',” said the magistrate, when Joseph enter
, Mr.

f City Watchman.
«You're a pretty fellow to hold the office of City

i ; but
You've been making a profitable trade of 1t}, nto dcﬁ?;; us
ow've run the length of your tether at last.

sion 7
Pofzsfsca,nnot account for it,” said 3’ oseph. oo
« ],{TO, of course not. It was quite an e.mcldellll 2 : o Hreetly
“ Neither can [ account for the suspicion fa‘ mﬁ, so directy
upon me. Had 7 stolen the pif‘n, that \:;oeu}llg dng:;l ! ;Osely eed
+h as if some ©
{if if:ilerf: tllr:e); Sk]‘frlzzz sr;n:a;};i?y \where to find it.” And helooked
full into the face of Higsby as he spoke. ' « Yo Tnow you
"~ “Qh, ho, Mr, Carter!” said the Justice. . Jmow 308
were always famous at an argument— but 1{ anc;Iy S)]; iy
it harder than you think for’. Lo get over t. is. The stolon oro
for trial. Nothing ean be more definite. o
port found in your possession, and every opportunity
gfef}(m)t;{l:lasyou for appropriating it, during the fracas of last
H 33 .
eV?‘n Il:slg;eems to me, Mr, Crawley,” said Joseph, indl.gnantly,
“that you are exceeding your pc‘)wers.l ‘ "S;’lout hce:t:(x)nlge;::
commit me for trial; but you have no Tight thu
uile.”
u}’:’?cnsomly fou are insolent, eh ? We;l],,l fancy we sh:;]ikzi ible
10 tame you! You had best be civil, f'o-lj your own e 0.1 -
“ Mr. Smith—the gent as was here this morn‘lngb-: ; ) {-m s
to know if anything has yet been heard .of‘ hl.S hl ezsi;io t.he
said an officer—opening the door, and putting his hea
roon.
6*
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“Desire Mr. Smith to ste
magistrate ; and presently that gentleman entered,

“You see I have lost no time in calling,” said he, as he
advanced. “ The advertisement was not printed two hours ago
but I have caused bills to be stuck up everywhere about the
city, and I thoughg, perhaps, as the value of the article
disproportionate to the reward I have offered

already returned. To tell the truth, I am real
anxious for its recovery.”

is so
, it might be
ly exceedingly

“T aro happy to say it is already found, and this person”—
pointing to Higsby—*is entitled to any reward you may wish
to give,” said the magistrate, “In fact, he is doubly merito-
rious, since he has succeeded in detecting a rogue amongst
those to whom the guardianship of the city is entrusted ; this
man "—looking at J oseph Carter—* who was one of the party
of watchmen who brought you ‘here last night, took the pin
from your breast, and it was found in his pocket to-day.”

The gentleman thus addressed looked keenly at Carter, who,
in his turn, confronted his
said quietly, “ Did you take this pin from my person 2”

“No sir, I did not, nor do I know how i
session, although I have my suspicions.”

“Am I to understand that you wish to prosecute in this
case, sir 27 asked the magistrate.

“ No, I shall not prosecute.
15 all T require.” Then again
“Do I recollect aright; was i

t came into my pos-

I have recovered my pin; that
addressing Joseph, he said

¢ not. you who remarked this
as taken from my fob to save it from

being lost 27

“It was, sir,” said Joseph.

“Then all I have to say is, that although I
to be so disgracefully overcome with wine
msensible to what was goiug on around, I w
and recollect most that wag passing,
being removed from my person by this

allowed mysélf

that I appeared
as able to nolice

I recollect my watch
man here, who claims

p up-stairs, Hallett,” said the -

gaze with a steady eye. He then _
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have procured me the ring. I recollect the manner in which
to ha

he pin.
it was taken, although I cannot remember wh?’l I ]:);taz &?npl!lrils
o i is statement”—2a o
ir. after having made this s : :
Plerhﬂpis";lfu;;ptﬁ I{iaébyg__cc you will think it advisable nut to
ance rile ‘ ” |
irge a prosecution against the watqhz'm’m,n.  the macistrate—
« Certainly not, if you object to it, ‘sm , eh : Efded. "
who saw how the tables were turning-.— “ but, ' e - »
tatingly, “the reward mentioned in this adyertlsem ) k————in -
4 ghiil be paid,” juterrupted the gentleman-is (;J.Edr P’:i,t‘to
his pocket-book and counting the money, he han
iosby—saying, as he did so:— e
H‘i 31 ghaﬂ e};pect that, with respect .to the ﬁ.mnn?; mﬂvlvhl:rhaps
bréast-pin was recovered, nothing m.ll be said. 31‘:: p
be better for all present to keep their o.wn c;unjb;e vions and
o« Certainly, sir, if you say so,” replied t r; o Igoney—_for
somewhat crest-fullen Higsby, as he pockete it
he felt, in spite of his obtuseness, that he was suspec Tho set-
of ha.v,ing taken it and placed it in Carter's pockit.lkEd ot
tleman then wished the magistrate good-day, ax:.dns a.w o
tily out of the room—signaling for Joseph to fo o.d e .to "
«] suspect there has been foul-play here, S:I;er o e
' he steps toge
as they descended t ‘
‘;ﬂt(;:l malln;vould not have paid that fellow the rewar_d,tila?url
r . ‘ + . - . -
n:t feared that, by withholding it, 1 raight -get dyou ulnfor e
ther trouble. Now, sir, permift meht(:i 1_‘ewa11; bgfe(; for your
v 0 : I believe, had it no
recovery of my watch; for 6 b
honest yI should have lost both that and the pin. .
“eTe for simply doing my duty, sir,
%I cannot take any payment jor s.lmp y e
replied Joseph; “but 1 thank you sir for your good op .
lI:‘ But you may suffer through the malevolilnce of t-h:S:tep?[;
' that magistr
le. It is disgraceful to see such a man as .
fhe bench. - ﬁeports may get abroad unfavorable to your
character.” ] .
“I am afraid,” answered Joseph, “ they .have gone a:n"::n
alrendy ; but I will trust to the good opinion I have s ln
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throughout life to obtain, for
them powerless,”

“Then you refuse my offer 27

““Gratefully refuse it, sir.”

113
oy i\i iv;zthe]ess, yo? may want a friend. I am not a native

¥s or am 1 an American : still I i

b i : am iti

befriend you, should you need help ’ o, et

I, of co
. hame . ! urse, gave a false
and address to the magistrate this morning atr’ld I-do not
2

;v:;h(};:‘ c;:o 1]136 fgenerglly known who Iam; but I will givé you

» BOpIng that you will not serupl i
should circumstan ronier 5 Tad
oy ces occur that may render a friend neces.

H

Jan ;n]_:)resten}flsed a card to J oseph, as he spoke, and the latter
glanc g : the name, started with surprise. He was about t
“pYou, “:'1 ]en ;he gentleman took his hand and shook it Warmlyo
Hi, of course, keep what you have '

. ; 80 strangely b
zzqggm.tes with a profound secret,” he said. © Bfenzimf ci(t);n:c?
no o : },1 1]1;;.&0 not 'scru_p]e to use me for your bénefit, here.
on 1,‘ecgou d;;foua need it. Good-bye.” And before joseph

vered from his surprise, the ge '

: ntl i
aw;y In an opposite direction. ’ s s lesteaing
. :a the great delight of his wifs and child, Joseph n&ade hig
j§§ wli?:ci a§ home. Mrs. Carter was almost frantic with
Joys D her'husband returned. He related to her all that
had elcigurred, only keeping back the real name of the stranger,
pn on hea:ivored Fo Svothe the anger she felt when she hegar&
o h1 ; z ‘been sought to fasten a frightful erime upon him
. ad been too much excited himself to be -fit for labor th t
i 1;exinc:).on, and he spent the rest of the day at home, ¥ ta
: i:oet }}]f 1tkwas not hig turn to watch that night, and wﬁ;;,r 1'e1(:)11rfu-

tocsa‘::an hsi ntlo ;11;; G;I;M Beil?g who had so signally ix]terpbselg
e machinati il-mi
retired atly by et ina 1onsl of evil-minded men, he
But the tongne of sla
nder had been hug
o . - Y, and he found that
'_vnthstandmg the manner in which he had escaped the snare

integrity of character, to render
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which had been laid for him, his enemigs had partially suc
ceeded. The mext morning he received a notice to the effect
that it would be advisable for him to resign his post as one of
the city watch, since the Board had come to the conclusion to
appoint younger and more active men; and although he was
not sorry, in one sense, for this—for, as has been heretofore

~ stated, he had wished to fesign, and had accepted the office

for another term against his own secret inclinations and against
the wish of his wife—he felt that it was unpleasant to be thus
‘summarily dismissed, knowing, as he did, the cause of the dis.
missal. ' ,

On reaching Mr. Blunt’s store, in South-street, he noticed
the laborers whispering together and casting suspicious glances
upon him, as he passed, and his own son -did not, as was his
custom, come out of the office to greet him. He magde an
errand to pass by the window, and cautiously glanced in at the
boy. He was weeping, and the father felt this to be “the
most unkindest cut of all.”’ ’

At ten o’clock, when Mr. Blunt came into the store, he sent
to request Joseph to come to him, in the counting-room ; and
upon his entering, his employer bade hir sit down.

« What is this I hear, Carter, about a robbery having been
committed upon the person of a gentleman who was found
intoxicated near your beat, the night before last? I cannot
believe all that I have heard, is true, and I have so much con-
fidence in you, that I wish to hear the details from your own
lips.” '

Joseph told all, and told it so boldly and clearly, yet withal,
so modestly, that he was readily credited. Mr. Blunt felt sat-
isfied that ke was telling the truth. ‘

“] believe you, Carter,” he said, when Joséph bad finished
his recital; “although strange tales to your prejudice have
‘been industricusly eirculated amongst my servants, and
William here, has almost cried his eyes out, poor fellow.
-However, you have rather gained than lost in my good opinion,

e i sl et il TR TP 1O T T L 3
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Joseph, ” he added., advancing and taking him By the hand;
i;f -then addressing the boy, he said, « go to your father’
| illiam, .and tell hira how thankful you are that the maiévoj
tlalnce of his enemies has failed ; and learn boy, from this event
l;h e value of a good name. Had your father not established a’,
thflracterlgo; honesty beyound suspicion, an occurrence such ag
18, would have been sufficient to have rui im i G
mation of all honest men,” ? ruined Bt in tho est-
y The boy dried up his tears and went to his father and kissed
f..1111,ha:1d J osep?l,.thankmg Mr. Blunt for his consideration, and,
Bor the good opinion he entertained of him, went to his dt;ties
ut 1t was long before the mischief thus easily engendered, was.

repaired—so very much easier is if to lose than to

repute among, men. gam a good
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CHAPTER XIL

WHICH TELLS OF GEORGE HARTLEY'S SUCCESS.

£

«Tt ere is a fide in the affairs of men,
~ 'Which taken at the flood, leads on to fortune.”
‘ SHAKRPEARE,

For several days subsequently to the interview with Charles-
Edwards, described in a previous chapter, George Hartley had.
been so busily occupied at home that, except at meal-times, his

" wife had hardly seen him for a moment. Several times she

had endeavored to entice him into conversation, but in vain;
he was so completely engrossed with his account-books, that

. yot a word could be got out of him. Mrs, Hartley cojuld

endure it in silence no longer. :

“ George,” she said, one evening, « I am sure there is som
thing the matter; you are poring so constantly over those
nasty books.” -

“ Yes, my love,” was the reply. C

“ Then there really is something the matter? I hope nothing
serious, George.”

«Iam afraid it will turn out to be very serious,” replied
Hartley, knitting his brows and compressing his lips. :

“ Dear George, you frighten me,” said his wife. “There is
nothing wrong at the office, dear? You are not going to
leave 2" ‘ , o

“ Oh no,” said George. “1It does not affect me further than
to cause ne an extra amount of labor, which 1 don't expect;‘
to be paid for; but you will know soon enough. Iam bound
to secrecy ; but matters cannot be hushed up much longer. I
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fancy you will see something about it in the papers to-morrow -

or next day.”

.“ Bound to keep anything secret from your wife, George 2%
sa;cll 1;41'3. Hartley, “DI'm sure nobody has any r;ght togbill]d
irhat C;)ni: 1_?:] jl;eixu.]’p,romlse as that. ' I have a right to know all

“ But, my dear, this doesn’t concern me.”

“You tell me so, for fear of alarming me.”

“ Nonsense, my dear.” e

“Yes, nonsense! ’ ‘
» nonsense!  That’s always your way of answering me

when I am anxious about anything; as if I were a child, and
¥

unworthy to share your confidence.”

~ How much longer this dispute matrimonial was continued
matters not. It is sufficient to say that Mrs. Hartley ained,
her. end, as she generally managed to do, and heard thati:],r night
:mn piece of news that all New York was ringing with the nﬁxt
, .
Pa;)) ;zlg,_ when the following paragraph appeared in the
“We learn that a confidential employée in the extensiv
and.wealthy firm of Wilson & Co,, of this city, is suspected ofEj
having embezzled money to the large amount of between fifi
a'nd. one hundred thousand dollars. We refrain from mer.ly
Jtlon.m.g names or publishing further details at present, as thc;
affair is undergoing a'rigid investigation, and to publish, rema-
tare disclosures, might defeat the ends of justice, It I;S said
_that the young man who has been guilty of this fraud, and “:ho
is very respectably connected, has left the city, and ;t is s
posed has fled into Canada, or is on his way to ,Euro e.” h
T%xe f:raud was 80 extensive and the family of thepdéf'm}t r
s0 high in the social scale—for notwithstanding the si]ev:ce ef'
the newspapers on that point, his name was I I

known—that for some days, the subject was t
of conversation,

pretty generally
he general topic
it not happening to be election ti i
e ' \pper lon fime, when the
zx:;ten;ent of rival parties, in favor of their partié;Iar candi-
ate, absorbs every thing else, and renders even the most atro.

i
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cious murders, or the most sanguinary war, mere COmmon-

place-matters, in comparison to sending Bill Styles to Congress,

or electing Jonathan Wild to the office of Mayor. And as the

smmmediate subordinate of the defaulting clerk had been for

several weeks confined to his bed by sickness, and George
Hartley had duting that period temporarily filled his place, he
was the only one who could satisfactorily examine the books,
and ascertain the real nature and extent of the embezziement.
Thus it was that he had been so busily engaged both at the
office and at home, and sorely he grumbled at the hard work
imposed upon him; for he did not allow himself to hope that
he would receive any benefit from it. However, he did his
duty ably and honestly, and 2 foew days afterwards, his task
having been completed, he returned home one evening evi-
dently in high spirits. After tea, he placed a $100 biil upon

_the table, to the astonishment and delight of his wife, who
exclaimed—

« Why George! where did you get so much money ¢”

« To.day, my dear, not only have 1 finished my task in exam-
ining into Hallam’s fraudulent entries, but our yearly accounts
have been balanced. You recollect I told you that I was

romised a ¢ compliment,’ if my employers were satisfied with
Tne, although I placed little faith in the promise. Well, to-day
we were called one by one into Mr. Wilson’s private office,
and this $100 was given to me, with some very flattering
remarks upon my good conduct. I certainly did not expect
_ at any rate more than $25, or at most $50, and I suppose this
handsome present is imtended as a recompense for the extra
labor 1 have lately had to perform.”

« Now, George,” said Mrs. Hartley, coaxingly, “ won’t you
get me the new window-curtains [ spoke about ? and I doso
want a new hat, dear.” '

~ George smiled. “I fancy, my love,” he said, “that my poor

£100 bill would soon melt away, if I were to listen to your
economical ideas of making the most of it. Ilowever, you
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shail have a new ‘hat,” as you call a bonnet, I presume, acoord. -

ing to the latest fashion of the ladies’ vocabulary ; hut I do
think the curtains will last out this winter, and you know how
deeply we are in debt.” -
Mrs. Hartley was so delighted with her husband’s ready
concurrence in her latter request, that conscious as she was of
being in debt, she said no more about the coveted new curtains,
but busied herself with him in devising means how to expend

the bulk of the sum-—trifling, but & mine of wealth to them—

50 as to satisfy the most pressing of their creditors for the time
being; and with the money for the purchase of the new bonnet
in her purse, she retired to rest in 8 most happy humor,

"We have mentioned that fortune, unknown to him, was hov-
ering over the head of George Hartley, ready to shower her
favors upon him. He was summoned the next morning into
the presence of his employers, ' :

“Mr. Hartley,” said the principal of the firm, “ we men-
tioned to you yestefday that we were highly pleased with your
general conduct since you have been in our employ. In conse-
quence of the illness of Mr. Jones, you have had an opportu-
nity afforded you of getting an insight into the nature of our
business, which under other circumstances you might not have

had for years. It was our intention, in case Mr. Jones did not
- recover—and we fear, poor fellow, he is dying—to have pro-.

moted you to his desk. The late unfortunate occurrence, how-
ever, has opened to your observation another and a more intri-
cate branch of our business, and we are o pleased with your
promptitude and industry, and with the skill you have shown
yourself to be possessed of, that we have resolved to advanca
you to a much more important Pposition, We could readily
procurg the services of older and more experienced men, who
would gladly give security for their honesty, and thus prevent
the recurrence of such a loss as we have lately met with; but

we have decided to advance you to the desk lately occupied by
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Mr. Hallam, Henceforward, cousider yourself our cai}xier‘
Your salary will be eighteen hundred dollar.s per annu{n.f
George Hartley was so surprised, so overjoyed at ths orlt:]x-
nate turn in the tide of his affairs, that 'he was almost u}ilal ;
to speak. He essayed to do so0; but his W(.)I'dS were choke
in the utterance ; he stammered out some unintetligible vyords,
expl-essixre of his feelings, and hastily lefs the office ] a.n.d it was
not until he had remained at hisddESk for hours, thinking over
i rtune that he recovered his composure.
hls()g: ;?sf:fay home, he called at & dry goods store and ordered
the curtains his wife so much coveted, r:esolved at the sa.mile
time to surprise and gratify her, and to llsten. to her astonis -
ment at his generosity, before he told her f’f his good hfortum.ai
and to insure its prompt delivery, he carried home the .pg;‘ue
himself, and untying it, spread it out proudly upon the. ftai e.r
“ (Oh, George!” said Mrs. Hart]ey,. “ what. beautifu (fz.u X
tains! How good of you to concoct this surprise f'oir me, {;F ;?;
telling e, too, you naughty boy, that you couid r;.ot a; "
them this winter ; but dear George,” she added I earb W s
inclined to be extravagant, and perhaps you have debarred
yourself of something you require, to purchase these cur-
4 i ‘
11;aﬂ::‘sN%a, my love. I hope before long—not just yet, blll-'o be;forc
long—we shall be able to pay all our d:bts and, to livein a
‘better style than we have hitherto done.” - o
« What do you mean, George?” asked his wife. y
George told her of the good fortune tl.lat had i:uef'uiller]!11 Sm,
and the little woman was half crazy with joy. After S.he & '1;11
some degree recovered herself, she launched forth into ‘s:c
hopeful anticipations of the future, into such extravagant fan-
cies as to what she would do; what a nice house, what hand.
some furniture they should have, and as to where and at wha.b
fashionable watering-place she should spend the next sunc}me:;i
that at length George laughed outright, and playf'ul'l y reminde
her that he had his increased salary yet fo carn, his debts yet
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::Ic:asayh,' and th:?t.eig}_lteen hundred dollars a-year, would not
e him a milhonaure. However, the advance was so large
fmd g0 Pnexpected, that both he and his wife were (;Ycllst‘ bLi
11; thinking somewhat extravagantly of their f'utul'e.incc;:nee
:t:\hthoigh 'George could not help recollecting that he had o'ncé
ought six hundred dollars a-year a small fortune, and as he

remember i
1bered how his former Chateaux en Espagne hud dissolved -

2kz .a, “ baseless fabrie of a vision” into thin air, he felt a fore

odix B .

b m§ that he might, with new desires of comfort and luxury
o fj:; ered, ﬁl.ld three times that amount all too little for his
o gs. With a woman’s cheerful hope and lively fancy
o ;;ever, Mrs. Hartley. saw her future path through life strexlvxi
abouﬁr:;es, and she, wz.se]y perhaps, did not trouble herself

o ¢ e thorus that might be hidden beneath the flowers
gOOde;etwere many heart-burnings with regard' to George’s
ortune amongst his fellow-clerks i
the offic
good fort a n e, some of
b ,S;:;)t‘had 1;eenhemp]oyed there for years, anci had held
situations than he, considering him an i
b g an interloper, thought
o sinth:yhs.hould have been preferred before him ; a:]d ev?en
ongst his acquaintahces, who outwardly + i
lated him, feelings of , oo s o P ongrut
‘ g envy were engendered ; and Potter
{ ) ! espe
k }c}l ly, although he smiled and fawned and Aattered ru:nb{0 d
itterly at the success of his former friend & :
“ . }
L “J ust my luck,” he observed to a croney of his with whom
'as conversing upon the subj “J
| . ject, “ Just my luek ! It we
;hodggth.Ilarlley into that office. Pon my soul | r;z(cl:?nl
asel; :h lﬁl to the place, a paltry five or six hundred a. ea’r-
o ?ug t 1t would be. 1 never imagiued there was ysu(-li
ok ;n storz‘ i.'or him, or else, Bob, depend upon it, ] woul;i
pave fzcep(;:e 1t myself. I was begged to accept if,; i was
i ; ;m now, there he is installed cashier,—just becanse h
an gpl:a:; ht?l 1cc]'ome fr‘om Dullin, where old Wilson was bm;ne
e’ll be as proud as Lucifer, 1 | ;
7 y 1 suppose, Y
the old adage “set a beggar on horse-back.’ JE)’]pcﬂm o ko ’
, A

But George Hartley was in reality a fine, generous, whole
, .
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souled Trishman; and although, perhaps, a trifle given to the

extravagance, characteristic of his countrymen, he had not a

. particle of meanness or pride {and they are generaily found in

close, companionship), in his disposition. e was rejoiced at
his own success, dnd he had good and justifiable reason to be
s0; but he had not a thought of looking down upon his former
friends. '
‘Affording proof of this, he exerted himself to the utmost to
conceal the disgrace that had befullen Charles Edwards, and
obtaining the unfortunate young man’s promise to repay him
if he were able, at some future day, he managed to arrange
matters with Mr. Oliver, who, on his.part, was not disposed to
“be harsh, and promising himself to pay the amount Edwards
had purloined, (Mr. Oliver generously allowing his own time
to make the payment, in instalments,) the wine-merchant
promised that he would not make his clerk’s roguery public;
and more, though he could not now conscientivusly recom-
mend him to other employment, if he showed signs of refor-
mation, he would aid him with regard to his future prospects.
: Ha_ving succesded thus far, Hartley immediately called upon
Edwards, and informing him of the success of his arrangements,
he asked him what he thought of doing. .

“1 don't know,” replied Edwards, in a desponding manner.

“ [ave you any hope of getting into another situation?”
asked George. . o '

« What! here in New York 2” said Edwards, “Oh no, not
here—I could not remain here—I should be ashamed to walk
the sireets. 1 could not face Mr, Oliver.”

«You have nothing to fear from. him, Charles,” replied
George. “But, if you would prefer to leave the city, I will
try what I can do for you. I am in constant intercourse with
gentiemen from all parts of the country, and | will mention
you to every one who 1 think likely to assist you, But Charles,

you must not be angry. I cannot recommend you personally.
1 will not say anything to your prejudice, but will merely men
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tion that I am acquainted with you. Your future conduct,
should I be happy enough to procure you employment, must be
your recommendation,” '

“ You turn from me like the rest,” said Charles, moodily.

“ Has my conduct towards you shown that?” asked George,
“Charles, I will speak plainly with you. I was nearly getting
myself into trouble, perhaps disgrace, through your misfortune,
and can you ask me to recommend you—to speak for your
character ? Only my confidence in your promises of amend-
ment, my sorrow for your wife and family, and my recollec-
tion of our former acquaintance, when together seeking em-
ployment, we wandered through the streets of this city, have
led me still to interest myself in your welfare. And I am
willing to add, that I have hopes for you, and that what has
occurred, shall be forgotten by me.”

“ You forget that I might have been in your position,” said
Edwards. 3 . , ‘

“No, Charles. T do not forget that you might perhaps have
obtained the junior clerkship at Messrs. Wilsons’, had you
chosen to apply for it; but you refused. I did not supplant
you, and you are ungenerous in saying what youdo,  You say,
too, that I am turning against you like the rest! Like whomi,
Charles? Mr. Oliver has not turned against you. He has
acted most generously. I do not think you ecan say I have
acted otherwise. Many would blame me for what I am now
offering to do——for what I have done. But you will think difs
ferently by and by. Your temper is chafed just now. Think
over what 1 have said, and in the course of a day or two, I will
see you again. (Good night;” and shaking him by the hand,
Hartley left the honse and went home.

Various opportunities offered, in Geeorge Hartley’s new posi.
tion of confidential clerk and cashier, in a house like that of
Messrs. Wilson & Co., which would have enabled him to pro-
cure Edwards employment; but he wisely resolved that he
would not mention his name in reference to any employment,
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in which a breach of trust, with regard to money matters, was

possible; but after a day or two, he succeeded in procuring for

- him an engagement as fight porter in a shipping house in

Boston ; the member of the firm who offered to- engage hm]né
observing that if, after a fair trial, they found .hlm acmvle; z:er
trustworthy, they would prq‘bably proz.no_te. him to a eh :
situation—and Charles accepted the Sltuatl.Orf; fOI: he had
thotght over what Hartley had said, and his consmgn{:)e la

told him that George was right, and that he had acte : aseb¥, |
and accused his friend wrongfully. I—Iartlgy, atb con&dera: le
inconvenience to himself, just then, advancfad money sufficient
to enable Edwards to remové himself and his f.'amlly to .Bos:?n,
and within a week he received a letter from him, thal?klng l:n
for his kindness, and assuring him that he was comforta ¥
‘situated in his new employment, and was rgsolved that hi
friend should not suffer for his generosity.
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CHAPTER . XIIL

THE WRECE AT THE CAPE OF 00D HOPE,

“The whale he whistled ; the porpoise rolled;
The dolplin bared his back of gold ;
And pnever was heard such an outery wild
As weleomed to earth the ocean ¢hild”
' OLp Sowe.

.

“ Then flew from sen to sky the wild farewell;
Then shrieked the timid, and stood still the brave.

Dox Juvax,

Tur weather cleared up after the Sea Gull had been two or
three days at sea, and nothing beyond matters of ordinary,
every day occurrence, took place until the vessel had crossed
the equator and was well on her way to the Cape of Good

Tope. Henry had done his best to become acquainted with’

the ship’s duties during the passage, and at the expiration of

five or six weeks, he had become a handy, useful lad. He had

ingratiated himself with thecaptain and first mate, and, although

the second mate still felt sore at times, (for he was a cross..

grained, surly fellow,) when he thought of the accident with the
main-royal, even he acknowledged, that the lad was as good
and smart a lad as one out of twenty that lumber up a ship’s
deck. But Henry’s chief favorite and instructor, and almost
constant companion—for they were in the same “ wateh "—was
an elderly man named Jenkins—the best seaman on board—a
thorough old sea dog, whose whole life had been spent upon the
water, he having, as he asserted, been born aboard a ship in a
gale of wind, and on that account, claiming for himself a cos-
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mopolitan nationality, so to speak—for he asserted that his
ocean birth made him, pro tem., a native of the country from
which the ship hailed that he happened to be on hoard of—and
Jack Jenkins had been on board of all sorts of ships. e had
served both in the English and American navies, and on board
the merchantships of both countries, and if hemight be believed,
on board ships of every other country that boasted of a mercan-
tile or pational marine; and perhaps Jack’s assertions were
true, for he had sailed about the ocean for more than sixty
years, and in that long period of time he surely had had ample
opportunity of seeing the world, Like most men of his class,
Jack Jenkins had an aptitude for “spinning long yarns,” and
generally speaking they were remarkable for their originality—
for Jack had some queer notions of his own—and Henry was
never happier than when, during the “middle wateh,” the
ancient mariner would Ioll with him over the bulwarks, and
tell him some of his strange stories, while he watched the phos-
phorescent gleam of the sea, as the vessel cut her way through
the yielding waters, Jack Jenkins was unable to read, and

© thus Henry had at other times, on Sundays, and during the

watch below, abundance of opportunities of reciproeating the
favors of the old man by reading the Bibke tohim on a Sabbath-——
for let people say what they may, Jack at sea is religious, to a _
certain extent, and the Bibleis seen more commonly in the hands

of sailors at sea on Sunday, than in those of any other class of

men on shore—and on week days by reading to him from the
few other odd volumes to be found in the forecastle, and which

chiefly related to nautical affairs—such as histories of voyage,
and common sea novels,

Jack had but one failing, if such it could be termed. He
was a stout, podgy man, and possessed a high admiration of

, that which he considered education in others; but although

endowed with a thorough simplicity of character, he entertained
a most exalted opinion of his own natural gifts. Henry had

‘been _reading7to him the narrative of “ John Adams,” relating
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to Fletcher Christian, and the mutineers of the Bounty,and his
imagination had become strongly excited by the account of the
manner in which old Adams had trained up the inhabitants of
Pitcairn’s Island, the descendants of the mutineers and their
native paramours, in the paths of virtue and morality ; and a
stzrzmge fancy had seized hold upon him that he was well fitted
to do the like benefit to the inhabitants of some one or other of
the numerous Islands of Oceanica, or of the Eastern Archipelago.

As the vessel neared the southern promontory of the African -

Continent, the weather began to grow more changeable, and
one night when Henry and his aged messmate were on watch
together, the wind sensibly increased within an hour after they

had come upon deck. The ship was now rapidly nearing the

African coast; but, although the sea was running high, forming
those mountainous waves peculiar to that pertion of Neptune’s
stormy domain, the wind was favorable and the ship snugly
trimmed, so that no danger was to be apprehended. Henry
had been taking his turn at the lee wheel, and on coming forward
he found Jack Jenkins parading the forecastle deck as steadily
" as he could with the heavy rolling of the vessel, and he joined
him, - '

The night was pitchy dark, and the streaks of white foam
which girded the tops of the lofty waves and marked the track
of the vessel's wake, Jooked startling amidst the deep gloom,
while the mad, headlong rush of the ship, impelled by the wild
fury of the wind, now increased to a gale, was ealeulated to

_inspire feelings of considerable terror in the minds of those
who were novices to the feelings of ¢ they that go down to the
sea in ships, that do business in the great waters; for these
people see the works of the Lord, and his wonders i the
deep.” :

The sight was sufficiently impressive, even to those habitu-
ated to it, and Henry looked around him at the “darkness
visible,” and watched the heavy rolling of the ship, while the
wind whistled shrilly through the now almost bare rigging—
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for the sail had been still more reduced while he had been
engaged at the helm—with a feeling of mingled awe and admi.
ration, .

For some time the old tar and the neophite in nautical mat-
ters paced the unsteady deck together in silence. At length
Jenkins spoke. Notwithstanding the difference in their ages
and experience, the old seaman treated the . other with much
more familiarity than boys are usually treated by seamen on

~ board ship. Indeed this familiarity was also accompanied with

a sort of deference to the other’s opinions; for Henry, young
as he was, was a scholar in the eyes of Jack Jenkins, and we
have heretofore observed that he had a high admiration for
education. .

“ A rough night this, bo’,” he said. “I thou’t as we should
catch it soon; for the Mother Carey’s chickens has been a-fol-
lowing on us up closely, and 1 allers finds as they bring a gale
o’ wind in their wake. What is your opinion, Henry, of the
belief that sailors has, that the souls of them as has gone to
Davy Joues’ Locker, flies about in them ’ere small birds?”

“Don’t you recollect, Jack,” replied Henry, “what I was
reading the other day ? The book said it was a mere supersti-
tion, and that the birds were to be seen as frequently in a
calm as in a storm., It said that they come in search of food,
and that possibly, to account for the idea that they are more
numerous in lowering weather than at other times,\they may
at such seasons find a greater difficulty in procuring the ani
maleulee that float on the surface of 'the water, upon which
they subsist, and consequently approach closer to the vessels,
in the anticipation of picking something up from the slops
thrown overboard,”

“Well bo’, you've been at school, and are book-larned, and
ought to know ; but nobody shan’t shake my belief in what

N L
I've stated—cause why? *Cause I've sort o’ had oc’lar demone

stration, as the books say.”
“1 should like to hear you tell of it,” said Henry, in antici.
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pation of hearing a yarn, to relieve the tedium of the watch,
“Suppose you tell me, Jack.” ' |

“ Well, Henry, though I don’t like to talk o’ such matters

in such stormy weather as this, and in the dark night, yet, as
likely the books’d say that’s superstition too, 1 don’t mind
telling you. You know I've been many a year at sea. Indeed
the first recollection I have of myself, is being on the deck of a
ship. 8o, you see I ain’t likely to be superstitious in such mat-
ters; but that’s neither hege nor there, It’s now some thirty
years ago since I was aboard Nelson’s fleet, when he scoured
the West Ingee seas, in search of Villeneuve, the French admi-
ral and his squadron. That were afore ever I joined Uncle
Sam’s navy. DBut that’s no matter. I had a ‘chum’ there,
who was like a brother to me—more nor any brother 1 ever
know’d; because I never had any brothers or sisters. Well,
you know, the chase arter Villencuve was useless; hecause,
when he found Nelson were arter hini, he dodged and sailed
back to France with his fleet, in a very unhandsome-like man-
ner, ’cause he must have ‘know’d as the English admiral had
:come all that way a-purpose to fight him. Howsomever, we
cruised up and down, and to and fro among the islands, and
ohe day my messmate, whose name was Dickson, fell over-
board from the jib-boom, just at ‘seven bells,” in the ¢dog-
watch.) Well, the ship had considerable of headway through
the water, and, as it were nearly dark, although we ¢hove teo,
and throw’d the life-buoy overboard, we never got no signs on
him. The ship must have passed right over him ; for he never
‘rose. .

“ Of course I was much cut up, and so was the whole ship’s
company; for Dickson was a favorite on board. That night
we sighted the island of Barbadoes, and were hugging the land
p/retty closely, and I was sent aloft to look out for the lights
in the port we were approaching, Just as I hailed the deck,
singing out that I see’d the lights, a heavy squall struck the
ship and gave her a considerable lurch, and at the same moment

f
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I heard a voice holler out right under me, just like that of
Dickson’s, and a Mother Carey’s chicken a’most struck agin
my face. Now'l allers had a belief that that 'ere voice was
Dickson’s ; for he was used to be the reg'lar look-out in the
fore-top. More by token the next day, we stranded upon a
shoal just outside the harbor, and it’s my opinion that ‘ere
voice was a warning. | said as much to the leeftenant of my
watch, afterwards ; but he laughed at. me, and would have it
that the voice was made by the old goat, who had her leg
broken by the fall of 8 cask, occasioned by the lurch just at the
moment I sung out; but I wants to know how a Mother
Carey’s chicken came to be so near me at that time o’ the
night, if it warn’t Sam Dickson’s spirit 2 ” A i

“Well, I guess,” said Henry, ¥ the lieutenant was right,
Jack, and that it was the goat made the noise, and I don’t see
any great wonder in a solitary sea-bird hovering about the
vessel, although the hour was unusual.” ,

“IHenry, I'd have thought better of you bo’. That’s just the
way long-shore folks tall; but I won’t believe but that ’ere .
voice was the voice of my old shipmate—’specially as we got
ashore a few hours afterwards, Henry,” continned Jack, after
a pause, “ you're only a youngster, yet somehow or other I've
taken to you more than ever I did to any body, but poor Sam.
I don’tlike to talk of these ’ere matters at such times—so we’ll
speak o’ something else. I'm a going to tell you a piece of my
mind, as I've never told to any body afore—’cause why?
They’d maybe laugh at me, and call me an old fool; but you
won't bo’, will ye?  You won’t call old Jack Jenkins, as is old

enough to be your granf’ther, an old fool 2" and he patted the
boy on the head. ‘ '

“ No,” said Henry, N

“ Well then, ever since the morning you read out o' that
book, alTout the people on Pitcairn’s Island, P've been a thinking
what a power of good 7 might do if I was. to get to live ashore,
and become king o’ one them cannibal islands as I've seen in
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the Fass Ingee seas, with nothing but naked savages on ’em.
I might train "em up like old Adams did the t'others, in the
ways of vartue and- religion, and so become a blessing to ’em.
I've often thought, when I've been wandering up and down the
deck, lonely-like, as how every man had some dooty to do in
this ’ere world, if so be as he hopes to clear out with clean
papers and a good conscience on his cruise to t'other one; and
it appears to me as 1 had a ¢call,’ to civilize one of them ‘ere
islands.” :

Young as Henry was, the idea of the old seaman seemed to
him so ludicrous, that notwithstanding his promise and his real
respect for Jack, he could hardly help laughing; but he
restrained himself, although he ventured on a joke,and said :—

* What, and marry half-a-dozen wives, and become a grand
‘Turk on your own account, like the stories I sometimes read
in the ¢ Arabian Nights?’ 3

“J didn’t mean 'xactly that,” continued the old mian, seri-
ously ; “though [ can’t see any thing wrong in that view of

the subject neither., Ye see I've studied it over.in my mind

bo’. I'm a man, altho’ a sailor, which professes religion, and [
knows that some o’ the wisest men in the Bible had hundreds
of wives and conkerbines, Now these ’ere last I allers set my
mind agin, ’cause it’s immoral; but I'm not so sure o' t'other,
and though I'm not agoing to sot myself up with Scripture
kings of ancient times, as had their hundreds of wives, being
as how I'm only a boatswain’s mate, yet I don’t know, if it
was for the good of the island, you see, but I might be able to
manuge half-a-dozen, so as train them and their children up in
the ways of vartue and religion. Any ways, it’s not on that
’ere point, as [ argues. It's just this, as I told ye bo’: [ feels

a sors o’ call to civilize an island.”

The wind had lulled considerably while honest Jack J enkms
had been displaying his peculiar views respecting his  call,” to
his young friend, and it was evident that a change of weather
was to be expected. Just as he had concluded his harangue,
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the voice of the mate was heard from the quarter-deck,
shouting :—

“ Boatswain’s mate, call all hands!” .

“ Now you've got your call, Jack,” said Henry, mischiev-
ously, “and a call that I, boy as 1 am, think is more in your
line.”

Jack did not reply ; but going to the forecastle hatch, he re-
sponded to the order of the officer by striking several heavy
blows on the deck with a handspike, and shoutmtr at the top of

his volce :—

% All hands ahoy ! tumble up there, lads ! tumble up.”

The boy Henry was called aft to the quarter-deck. On
reaching it, he found the captain, wrapped up in his boat-cloak
and with his souwester on his head and his speaking trumpes$
in his hand, engaged in earnest conversation with the mate,

It was now almost calm, and the ship was rolling tremen-
dously in the trough of the sea, having but little sail set aloft
and no wind to steady her. It was with extreme difficulty the
boy could keep his feet.

“ Mr. Thomas,”” said the captain to the mate, “the Weather has
a very strange aspect. The barometer, which has been very
low during this westerly breeze, has risen considerably, and
very suddenly. Had it risen slowly, I should have ascribed
the rise to the fact of the furee of the gale dying out; but in
connection with this sudden lull, it looks ominous. An easterly
gale, to last any time, is quite unusual at this season of the
year; but I fear we shall have heavy weather from the east-
ward, which with this cross-sea will be anything but pleasant.
If I thought it would last any length of time, [ would not care,
since it'would blow us off the land,and the sea would gradually
go down; but I fear another sudden change, and if it comes on
to blow so that we cannot carry sail, it will, with the sea itwill
occasion, render the ship almost unmanageable.  You had better
furl the mizzen-topsail and mairsail, sir, and keep her under the
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two other close-reefed topsails and the storm staysail, until we
see how things look.”

There was soon all the bustle, and to the eye of a landsman,
the apparent confusion incident to the shortening of sail in
heavy weather ; but the mainsail was at length taken in, and
still the ominous lull eontinued.

“ We cannot be far off the land,” said the Captain, “It is
now several days since we have been able to take an observa-
tion ; but at the rate we have been running eastward, together
with the westerly *set,’ that must have been given us by this
heavy sea, we must be nearly in the longitude of Cape Town

perhaps to the eastward of it. I had no fears so Iong as the-

wind remained steady ; because I know these westerly gales
geldom: ‘blow home,’ and we should have found smoother

water had we run close in with the land, Heave her to, sir,

till daylighs.”

The barometer continued to fall with startling rapidity ; and
Just as day began to dawn, displaying the lowering, lead-colored
sky, and the dark, turbulent waves of the oecean, a broad
streak of light hecame visible low down in the horizon, to the
eastward, which gradually extended itself, until the entire south

castern section of the sky was illumined with a fiery glow,-
when, suddenly, a squall of tremendous force struck the vessel -

and almost laid her on her beam-.ends. The wind, blowing
directly against the heavy sea, caused the ship to labor excess-
ively. But the first fary of the squall having spent its force,
the vessel became easier, and the weather becoming clearer as
the wind slightly moderated, the mainsail was reefed and set.
In an hour or =0, 2 sudden lull again occurred, and the officer
of the watch gave orders to haul up and furl the mainsail again.
Meanwhile the eaptain, who had been up on deck the whole
night, had retired to his cabin to change his drenched clothing,
and to procure some reﬁeshment

“ Bear a-hand, lads, and roll the sail up,” shouted the mate.
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% We shall have a change of wind directly, and plenty of it, if
I am not mistaken.”

And the men proceeded with the alacrity that the emergeney
required, to their perilous duty—for the yard-arms seemed to
dip in the waves with every roll of the vessel

At this moment the captain rushed up from the cabin,

« Turl the mainsail,” he shouted to the mate. “ Oh, I see!
the.men ave now going aloft. The barometer has fallen again
nearly half-an-inch during the half-hour since I last examined it.
‘We are going to experience a tremendous °blow, from the
old quarter. I never saw weather look wilder,” he continued,
as he anxiously scanned the horizon in the westerly-direction,
Then suddenly turning round, he exclaimed :—

“ Here it comes, with a vengeance! Down! Down from
aloft, men! Lay off the yards, every mother’s son of you!
Let the sail fly !” f '

And at the same moment a gust of wind, of tremendous
force, struck the ship full on the beam, and laid her broadside
on the water. It was with difficulty that she righted, and was
got round for the time being, before the wind.

The hurricane now blew with irresistible fury, and the sea
\made a clean breach over the vessel. Both topgallant masts
snapped short off, like carrots, and hung dangling and swinging
to and fro by their rigging, while the fury of the gale was such
that it was iinpossible to send hands aloft to clear the wreck ;
the mainsail, which had been handed up, but left unfurled, flew
to ribbands, and the close reefed foretopsail was blown from
the bolt-ropes. In a few minutes the greater part of the
planking of the bulwarks was washed away, and the sea rush-
ing in in torrents at every roll, swept the decks, rendering the
crew at any moment liable to be washed overboard. Oneo
quarter-hoat was smashed to atoms by a stroke from a heavy .
sea, and the other was torn from its tackles and washed away,
while each man of the crew clung with desperation to the

- belaying- pms and rigging, to save himself from being washed
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overboard. To stand unsupported on the deck, was impossi.
ble. The cook’s galley was washed overboard and the cop-
pers thrown into the lee-scuppers, seriously injuring the cook
himself and that of the seamen who were near at the time of
the accident, There were some half-dozen passengers on
board, and the consternation may be conceived better than it
can be deseribed.

“We can’t run on this course long, Mr. Thomas,” said the
captain. “ We must be in dangerous proximity with the land,
and will be on some of the reefs in the course of another half-
hour. We must ‘heave to’ again at all risks, although there is
a chance of the masts going by the board, If that should hap-
pen, our case would be hopeless; but if the maintopsail holds,
we may manage to keep ber to the wind till the weather mod-
erates. We are now running headlong to destruction.”

“Land on the weather-bow!” sung out Jenkins, from the
forecastle, his voice scarcely audible, amidst the uproar of the
elements, and almost at the same moment, the flat, square top
of the Table Mountains, and the pointed, jagged peaks of the
Lion’s Head and Rump were visible to all, through the hazy
drift.

“Land on the lee—bow R

“ White water ahead ! ” was shouted simultaneously by two

“others of the crew.

.« Heave to, directly, come what may!” cried the captain.
“We are running right on to Green Point. If we strike the

ghore there, nobody will live to tell the tale;” and the helm

was put down and the yards swung round as rapidly as, under
the circumstances, was possible.
The force of the hurricane was, however, too much for the

‘overstrained cordage and taughtened canvas, and the former

parted and the latter fled from the bolt-ropes with a repert
like that of a cannon, and the ship * broaded to,” throwing th}e
men at the wheel in a complete somerset into the foaming
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surge. It was impossible even to make any attempt to save
them.

“God help us! we can do nothing more, * said the captain,
“Call the carpenter, and let him cut away the masts. Let us
show as little as possible to the wind, and then we must
endeavor to steer the vessel ashore on the softest spot we can

- find, If we can hold to the westward of the Point, we may,

perhaps, run her on to a sand-bank, and save our lives.” -

“ PBreakers on the starboard- bow' * shouted another vmce,
and the attention of the crew being thus diver ted to the spot, a
long line of white water was visible, extending, apparently, for
miles. To avoid striking on the reef; was impossible. The
crew clung convulsively to the liferopes which had been
extended round the railings of the bulwarks, and breathlessly
awaited the concussion,

It came—a shock that seemed to rend every timber of the
strong vessel -asunder, , -

“ Port your helm ! ” cried the captam “hard a-port‘ Thank
God! the ship is still manageable, wreck as she is; but another

- such a shock as that, will send us all into eter'nty »

% Land right ahead!” was shouted by one of the erew, and
consternation appeared in évery visage. The captain gazed -
anxiously towards it. At length his face brightened. “Thank
IHeaven! it is the very spot,” said he. ¢It is the sand-bank I
spoke of;, and the only low land on the coast. I know the spot
well. It forms a curve and makes a deep bay. Keep her
steady, my lads, and endeavor to steer right for the shore
ahead, and we may yet be safe. That reef, although it has
well nigh stove the ship’s hull to atoms, has preserved our
lives. Had we passed clear, and outside of it, no earthly

- power or.skill could have saved us.”

Buthe had been too sanguine, and the thick haze had deceived
him. The ship, when within a few hundred yards of the shore,
—on which the inhabitants could be seen in crowds—struck on
another reef with such violence, that. her rail was broken, and
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the water poured in so rapidly that she soon filled, She had
rebounded with the shock and fallen into deeper water 3 still
at every swell she thumped heavily, and the sea making a
clean breach over her, one by one the hapless crew were washed
away. Those on shore could afford no relief. They had no
life-boats, and had they possessed them, in that sea and upon
that reef, they would have been unavailable. It was several
hours before the wind moderated, and before that, nothing
remained of the gallant bark, but a host of floating pieces of
wreck, which were washed ashore, with the dead bodies of the
unfortunate crew, many of whom had at the last moment,
secured themselves to the wreck with cords.

The horror-stricken spectators elosely scrutinized the man.

gled bodies as they were washed up on the beach, in the hope
“that life might yet remain in some ; but one by one they passed
them by, They were stiff and cold in death; many of them
must have been killed by the blows they had received—for
they were horribly bruised and mangled.. At last a shout was
raised by a crowd who had collected at some distance from the
spot where the greater portion of the wreck had come ashore,
and as many immediately rushed to the spot whence the cry
had proceeded, they found that two bodies had drifted ashore
there, in whom the spark of life still existed, although they
were insensible,

“ One of these was an aged man; the other a boy, of some
eleven or twelve years of age. They were borne to the town

by the kind-hearted people, and every medical attendance pro-

vided, and they were by these means speedily vestored to
consciousness ; but without being questioned, they were put
to bed. It was found that with the exception of a few trivial
bruises and the exhaustion they had undergone, they were

unhurt, and the next day they were able to tell the name of
~ the ship, and to relate the details of the wreck. They wero
Jack Jenkins and Henry Selby, the only survivors of a crew
of thirty hands, passengers included. -
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Henry owed his life to old Jenkins, who had lashed the bey
to a piece of wreck which he considered to be of size sufficiert
to bear them both, and happily by remaining by the vesscl
until she parted, and then slipping over the piece of wreck on
the off side, they had drifted clear of the jagged pieces of rock,
and the frightful surf which had proved fatal to their ship.
mates, and being carried round the stern, had got into com-
paratively smoother water.

Some time elapsed, however, before they were sufficiently
recovered to go abroad. Meanwhile a subscription was
raised for them in Cape Town, and they were provided with
clothing and such things as they stood in need of, and at the

~ expiration of three weeks, Jack Jenkins got a birth on board a

vessel bound from the Cape to Van Dieman’s Land and New
Zealand ; and bidding a hearty farewell to Henry——for this
mishap had united them as closely as though they had been
father and son—Jenkins went to sea.

Henry’s bruises had been more severe than those of the old
man, and a fortnight yet elapsed before he was able t6 go to

- sea again. Then the captain of a homeward-bound wvessel

going to London, offered to take him on board ; but anether

country ship at the time being abous to- sail to the EKast India - -

Islands, and the captain being in want of a cabin-boy, Heury
chose the latter. He was resolved to visit the East Indies,
since he had got thus far, and notwithstanding this misfortune
in the outset of his career, he still determined to make the sea .
his profession. ’

He was duly installed in his new berth and in a few days
saifed f'or Pulo Penang.
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CHAPTER XIV.
BAD NXEWS FROM ABROAD,

“ We discover virtues in the dead, which we never dreamed the living
possessed. It is hard that it should be necessary for a manto die before his
friends can discover his good qualities.” ‘ ANQNYMqu.

In consequence of the anxiety of the Watchman to ascertain
in what ship Henry had sailed, Mr. Blunt, by diligent inquiry,
at length discovered that it was the Sea Gull, Captain Turner,
bound to Calcutta and China. The person-of the mate of that
vessel was known to some of his clerks, and they had noticed
him frequently speaking to the boy, and one of them had heard
them conversing together, when Henry was expressing & desire
to go to sea, and he believed the mate encouraged him in his
wish ; though at the time, the clerk thought nothing of . As
to Mr. Blunt, although he had kindly taken charge of the boy,
‘he had never entertained a very high opinion of him.” We
have seen that Henry was no great favorite with the family of
the merchant, and as all his reports of the lad were derived
throgh them, he had no reason to estimate his moral qualities
very highly, He therefore thought that perhaps the lad had
done the best thing for himself that he could have done, and he
so expressed himself to Joseph, when he informed him that he
had reason fo believe that he had sailed in the Sea Gull.

“ [ have observed, Carter,” he said, “ that the boy possesses
a wild, independent spirit of his own, and the sea is the only
place to tame him. Ilad he remamed with me and behaved
himself well, I would perhaps have done something better for

him ; but as it is, it is as well he is away. It is strange that

!
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these youngsters, whose earliest recollectionsare those of erime

- and misery, seem to have become imbued with the vices. of

their parents and associates. Perhaps I did wroug in taking
the boy into my family at all.  Still, | wish him well, and hope
he will succeed in the rude calling he has chosen,”

It was singular that a man naturally noble-minded and
generous like Mr. Blunt, shonld think and speak thus; but

, such is often the case. The best Samaritans among us all, are

prone to possess a Pharisaical spirit, and to thank God that we
are so much better than others; forgetting that we owe all we
pride ourselves in to the Providence that caused us to be born
in a happier social sphere, and placed associations around us
during our tender years of infancy and early childhood, which
necessarily had an effect upon our future life, Some such
thoughts as these passed through the mind of the Watchman,
while Mr. Blunt was speaking, but he made no reply. Havlrg
gained his object in ascertaining in what ship Henry was sup-
posed to have sailed, he left “the office and went about his
employment.

~ When, however, he returned home in the evening, he told
his wife and daughter what he had learnt, and Mrs, Carter
merely remarked that she was glad to hear the name of the -
ship-—and she hoped Henry had a good captain, who would
treat the poor lad well.  Mrs. Carter had always regarded the

_boy much in the same light as Mr. Blunt. Not so, however,

little Ellen. She had listened eagerly to every word that had
fallen from her futher’s lips, and as she could now read and
write pretty well, she wrote the name of the ship and the
captain, in & little copy-book diary she was keeping, and de-

.termined to look every day in the shipping news of the daily

papers, in the hope of learning something further about him,
She comnmenced her daily examination of the shipping list im-
mediately ; for she knew nothing of the sea, poor little, simple
thing, and it did not cross her mind that, unlems the ship should
chance to be spoken with, by some slup arrived at some port.
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in the United States, months might‘ elapse before the name of ; . run, and laugh with the best of them. She was the favorite
the Sea Gull appeared in the papers. ' child of her father, as Willy was of her mother, and Willy

‘We have not hitherto done more than allude to little Ellen H himself doted upon his little sister Ellen. Indeed their love
Carter in a cursory manner ; but we believe it is always satis- was mutual. No brother and sister could be more attached to

] factory to the reader, to learn something of the persvnal, as
well as the moral qualifications of those that are introducedto
him in the pages of story or history.

At the period of the opening of our story, Ellen Carter was
five years of age ; she was now in her tenth- year. She was a
fair, delicate, retiring child, affectionate towards those whom
she knew and loved, and who treated her with kindness, but
timid in regard to forcing herself into notice; in this respect
differing entirely from her brother Willy, who was a bold,

.manly lad, and whose dlsp031t10ns required rather %;he bndle
than the spur,

Little Ellen was not what would generally be termed a beau-
tiful child ; but no one who knew her could long have regarded
her without interest, and if her features had been closely criti-
cised, it would have been difficult to have found a fanlt in them.
All that could be said, would be, that she wanted the elasticity
of spirit that is 50 attractive in children. Young as she was,
ber features wore a pensive cast that would have befited a
grown up woman, and as she grew older, these very qualities
were caleulated to cause her to ihake a deeper and more
enduring impression, than would have been qualities of a more +
showy, dazzling character. Her face was oval, her hair brown
and curling in natural ringlets in great profusion: it was sitky
in texture, and possessed that lustre which changes its shade in
every change of light, IHer complexion was delicately fair, and
her form slender but rounded, and giving promise of great
elegance. Ellen Carter would have graced a much higher
social circle than that in which it had pleased Providence to -
place her; and, after all, those who had seen her -enjoying her-
self with her own chosen playmates, would have confessed, that

gentle and retiring as was her usual mood, she could romp, and

each other than were they, ' . ;

' Months passed away, and though the ship-news was every 3
day closely scanned by Joseph and his daughter, there was not :
a word of the Sea Gull. But one evening, when Joseph had i
brought home the paper as usual, and composed himself in his -
arm-chair to read it, as was his wont, until his daughter had i
completed the washing of the tea things, and the various little
chores about the house, (which had for some time since devolved
upon her, and right proud she was, too, of her office as house-
keeper,) when he used to give the paper to the child and let her
read it aloud to him; he suddenly laid it aside, saying :—

“Come Nelly; make haste, lassie, and come and read to
me ; they print the paper in such small type now, that my old
eyes can scarcely see it. I must get m} spectacles changed-—
they are really of very liftle use to me.’

“] am ready, papa,”’ said the child, taking her accustomed
seat on alow stool between her father and mother, the latter of
whom was busily engaged with her needle.” * Where shall I
“hegin 27 ’

“QOn the thlrd page,” said Joseph,  there is a long story of
‘some dreadful shipwreck there. 1 could just make out the
words, ¢ shipwreck and loss of life,’ and that was all.”

Anything relating to shipy or to the sea had, since I—Ienry'
had gone, possessed, as we have observed, great interest in the

_ eyes of Joseph Carter and his daughter, and the latter eagerly :
turned to the place indicated, and commenced :—

% DREADFUL SHIPWRECK AND Losg oF Lire.—We learn from
a file of papers, received from the Cape of Good Hope per
favor of Captain Somers, of the ship Swan, from Canton, arrived
at this port—that on th&ﬁth of July last, during a violent hurri-
cane from the westward—the ship Sea Gull, Captain Turner, of
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this port—bound to Caleutta and China, went ashore on the reefs
opposite Green Point, and became a total wreck. Every soul
on board, and the entire cargo, were lost. The inhabitants ”

“ Oh, papa, papa! I cannot read any more now, I cannot
indeed. Poor Henry!” and the child burst into a violent
flood of tears, and let the paper fall from her hands.

Joseph was scarcely less affected, and Mrs, Carter dropped
. her work and appeared paralysed with the shock of the sudden
intelligence. :

“ Poor boy,” said Joseph; “I did not anticipate that he
would come to so yntimely and so terrible an end.”

“So young too, and so lonely—and no mother near him-—

no one to care for him—no one to weep over his loss, or even
to see him laid in the grave,” said Mrs. Carter, whose motherly
and womanly feelings were now aroused, and who had forgotten
in a momens all that she had disliked in the boy, now that
she heard of his sad fate. ‘

Joseph took Ellen upon his knee, and while his own voice

was nearly choked, endeavored to comfort her ; but seeing that

it was in vain, and believing it best that her grief should find
vent, he persuaded her to go to bed, where she lay sobbing for
hours before she dropped asleep.

Mrs, Carter laid aside her work, and she and her husband
sat silently before the fire, the silence only being interrupted

as each would occasionally recall some recollection of the poor
friendless child.

At length Mrs. Carter said ;—
“ Joseph, dear, if you can, try to read the whole account
aloud. Ellen is asleep now. I will light another candle.”

- And Joseph took the paper and rubbed his eyes with his
handkerchief, and then rubbed his glasses; and with frequent
interruptions, read the sad story to the end. J

The details were mainly correct ; but strangely enough, no
mention was made that any of the cre® had been saved. The
account had been written and published on the very day the
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accident had occurred, and before, as it appeared, the reporters
and editors had heard that a man and a boy had hbeen washed
on shore, alive. ‘

It was long before Ellen overcame her childish -grief for the
loss of her young playmate of former days. It could bave been

# ..only childish sorrow, for the little girl was not old enough to

have experienced- feelings more powerful than girlish affection ;
but -yet the recollection of Henry Selby, the poor outcast
orphan boy, clung to her memory even when the earliest grief
“had subsided, and she could never hear his name mentioned
without emotionsafter months had elapsed since she had read
the intelligence of his loss.
Mr, Blunt, too, was sorry when ‘he heard from the watch-
man that the poor boy’s career had been so suddenly brought
<to a close; and, as is often the case, persons grieved over
Henry’s supposed death who would not have bestowed a
thought upon him while living. And yet, had it been known
that he lived, had he suddenly returned, and - made his appear-
ance before these sorrowing friends, there would have been a
warm welcome, and with very few exceptions, all would have

relapsed into their former coldness,
o
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CHAPTER XV.

A LAPSE OF YEARS.

“There have been”changes, too, in the home-scengs; these graft age
upon a man.” Iz MARVEL

A 1apsz of eight years has taken place since the events

occurred, recorded in our last chapter. Joseph Carter has

resigned his post as city Watchmian, but is often employed in
a semi-official capacity, as an extra hand, when an officer is
deputed to attend public meetings, or to do duty in places of
public amusement. It has been a period of mnexampled pros-
* perity, and business of all kinds has increased, conseguently
" Carter has found himself fully employed, and all has gone well
with him and his family. Little Ellen, his daughter, has
grown up to be a very pretty, and what i3 better, a very good
girl,: She is still at school, although she bas now reached her
eighteenth year, for Joseph Carter had resolved -to give his
daunghter a good education; still she is of great assistance to
her mother at home, taking upon herself, with commendable
pride, the management of the domestic concerns of the family,
As a matter of course, she has many admirers, some of them
her superiors in social rank, for she has been educated above
' her condition, and from time to time has been invited to Mer,
Blunt’s house, being a great favorite with Mrs. Blunt ; but she
turns a deaf ear to all.” She is too young to think of marrying
yet, she tells her mother, and the mother agrees with her ; but
the real fact is, that she has not yet forgotten the little outcast,
Henry Selby—the sailor-boy—the boy-lover of her childhood ;
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‘though perhaps, she alone bears him now in remembrance, for
nothing has been heard of Henry, during all these long years.

He is thonght to have perished at sea, either on the occasion
of the wreck of the Indiaman, narrated in a former chapter ; or, |
if by some miraculous interposition of Providence he escaped
that, to have perished during some subsequent voyage, Joseph
Carter, to be sure, occasionally, especially when perusing in
the newspapers some dreadful tale of storm and shipwreck,

heaves a sigh to the memory of poor Henry' And Mrs,

Carter sympathemcally responds, for she knows the meaning of

the sigh; but Ellen, strangely enough, will not believe that
Henry is dead She does not possess much romance of dis-
position ; still she has read of people, supposed long to have
been lost, turning up after years of absence, wealthy and
prOaPeI'OU.S ; and she does allow a romantic fancy to reign in
her bosom, that Henry Selby will return some day, . either
captain of a ship of his own, or a great merchant, or something

or other, indefinable, and strangely confused in her mind.

And yet, withal, she feels s sad, sickening sensation in her
heart when she thinks of him, and when at night she lies
wakeful in her bed, listening to the wild moaning of the wind,
which evidently shows that with all her buoyant hopefulness,
she feels—that after all—poor Henry may be dead.

During these years, William Carter has gradually risen
from being the office-boy in Mr. Blunt’s establishiment, to the
position of clerk, and at length, though but twenty-two years of
age, to assistant book-keeper, with a salary sufficient to
maintain him in respectability, and to enable him to make
many judicious presents to his father, mother, and sister. He
has turned out a smart, well conducted lad, and bids fair to’
attain a highly respectable position in society.  In the course
of a few/more yéars, when Mr. Blunt’s present head book-keeper,
who is getting up in years, retires, the merchcult has pron’used

‘William the vacant situation,

George Hartley is getting along famously at Messrs. Wilson
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& Co.’s, and for two years past has been the managing clerk
of the concern, with a salary of two thousand five hundred
dollars a-year. :
‘With respect to Charles Edwards, matters do not look so

favorable, He got along pretty well in Boston for a year or
two, and in the course of that period paid Mr. Oliver the money
he had defranded him of, and George Hartley began to hope
that he had completely reformed; when one day he received
a letter from him, asking for a loan, and saying that he had
left his situation. Mr. Hartley, before replying, made inquiry
s to the truth of Edwards’ statements, and found that he had
been dismissed on. account of being repeatedly intoxicated.

He learnt that Mrs. Edwards, a worthy woman, was, with her .

family, in great distress, and he sent her some money, and
wrote Charles a letter, in which, while he commented severely
upon his past failings, he urged him to reform ere it was yet-
too late, if not for his own sake, for the sake of the wife and
children who were dependent upon his exertions. Hereceived
no reply to the letter t Charles; but Mrs. Edwards wrote to
him thanking him for his kindness—and telling him, that she
believed her husband had taken his advice %o heart—and that
he was now striving to obtain some fresh engagement, Hart-
ley was consequently greatly surprised some two months
afterwards, to receive a visit at Messrs. Wilson’s office, from
a man shabbily dressed, and bearing in his countenance visi
ble imprinits of intemperance. The appearance of the visitor
was such, as to canse George to blush with shame at the idea
of his employers and fellow clerks seeing a person of such
disreputable appearance call upon him. And he was shocked,
when upon a second glance at the bloated features of the
stranger, he recognized in him his once smart and good-
looking friend, Charles Edwards. He briefly desived him to
call that evening at his house, in Brooklyn. And giving him
a few shillings, at his earnest request, got him to leave the
office as quickly as possible.
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In the evening Edwards did call—evidently half intoxicated
——and related a long whining story, how he had been misused

. in Boston, laying all his own misbehavior at the door of

others, and ending by declaring that it was utterly impossible
for him to obtain employment in Boston—everybody was set
against him by his enemies—and that he had brought his wife
and two children to New York, where he had placed. them in
obseure lodgings, while he sought out his only friend and
besought his aid to start him once again in the world. ,

Thz_a miserable man wept maudlin tears of drunkenness, and
promised most energetically to refurm, if once. again he were
placed in a position to maintain his family decently.

Thoroughly disgusted as was George Hartley, for the sake
of his former friendship, and for the sake of his distressed famil ¥
he promised to try and do something for him, if he would eonj
sent to take the Temperance pledge—and promise henceforward
to attend to his duties.

Edwards readily made the required promise; and Charles
notwithstanding he strongly distrusted him, gave him somé
temporary relief—he said his wife and children were starving—
and promised to call on Mrs. Edwards the foI}owihg day.

He fulfilled his promise, and found that in this respect
Edwards had told the truth. The poor woman was lodged

* with her two children—one of them a baby at the breast—in

a miserable attic in Klm-street, altogether destitute of furniture
or food, except that which had been provided with the money
he had given her husband ou the previous evening. ~ 7

].Elart]ey delicately - requested her to relate the misfortunes
which had befallen her, and te}ll hima how her husband had
becom.e redilced‘ to his present miserable condition ; and with
many tears and sobs, she told the sad story. It was an old
one, .Rum—-‘rum.u" The vice of intemperance—had wrought all
thlb: misery. Yet with a wife and & woman’s generous instinct
while she told the sad tale, she sought to excuse her husband.’
He was not so bad himself, she said; but he had fallen in with
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evil dcompanions. She hoped Efnd trusted—aye, trusied, as
woman will always do to the last,—that he “'rouid yet ref’orrfl.
" He had promised her so only last night, fmd if he cou]d.obtam
the poorest employment, he would 111.f'u'ture ‘absbam altc:
gether from the intoxicating cup. © And if ’}}e will do —tha‘?,
she added, * Charles will yet do well, for lf-le is naturally of‘ a
good disposition 5 a kind husband and a lovlmg father. Indee}?,
Mr. Hartley, he never but twice actually ill-treated me 'or the
children; and then he had drank very degp]y, and (?hd not
know what he was doing. You should have seen, sir, how
rry he was for it afterwards.” |
" H).;rtley did not undeceive her, nor damp her hope's; a@d
though he began almost. to loa:lhe the‘ ;na:, he promléed to
r once again to procure him a situation.
en‘;&?:’ EZWard: told hiﬁ)n that her husband was then out. He
had gone out early in the morning to take the plfff]ge, and try
if he could get some employment. And, she. believed he had
staid out because he had expected this promised call, and felb
ashamed to meet his friend. g

Hartley urged a small trifle of money for her immediate

necessities, upon the almost heart-broken woman, and quil:;etli
the house, leaving her weeping tears of gl*aiilfude and than ul-
ness; and as he returned to the office of his employers, cogi-
tated in his own mind how he should best serve the drunken
husband, for the sake of the unhappy wife and chlldren.' |

~ Mrs. Hartley had, during these years, had a ha’},)pler lot.
« Her lines had fallen upon her in plgas_gant places. | Irf her
marriage with George Hartley, she had been bless.ed with 3
generous and loving husband ; and she had made hu-n & goo

wife. Their union had been blessed with three children—a

boy and two girls—and, although Mrs. Hartley still inclined

s little to show and extravagance, a failing the readejr will re-
collect we remarked on our first introduction of this lady to
his notice, she made Charles an excellent wife. This fundness
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for dress and show was her only failing, and as her husband
eould afford it—~for to tell the truth she never went, or wished
go beyond bounds-—it was no great matter after all. Nay, it
seemed in' some degree as a counterpoise, not to Hartley’s
frugality, for he was generous as most of his countrymen, and
a kind friend to all who ‘merited and to many whoe did not
merit his friendship—hut as a counterpoise to his carelessness
as regarded his own personal appearance, and to general out-
ward adornment. That he was the neatest and smartest young

- man in Messrs Wilson & Co.’s office, certainly was not owing

to his own personal fastidiousness, but to the good taste of his
little wife, who a pattern of neatness herself, took pride in the
appearance of her husband.  Great was the trouble she took

- with him every morning when he prépared to go to the city ;

tying his cravat with her own hands; and taking upon herself
‘the arrangement of his rich, curly hair, and twitching up his
shirt-collar, and brushing down his clothes twisting and turn-
ing him about, like one of the revolving figures in a tailor’s

'store, to make him, as she laughingly said, presentable ; and
-as she would dismiss him with a kiss, she would tell him that,

but for her, he would, she really believed, be the worst-dressed
and untidiest man in the city. And George would langh good
humoredly and say, he really believed she was telling nothing
but the trath. But with this foible, if foible it may be called,

‘Mrs. Hartley was a generous, kind-hearted, lively, loving little

woman ; ever ready to assist her husband in his charities; and
she listened with feelings of lively interest to the story of Mrs.

Edwards' sufferings, and readily promised, at her hushand’s re.

quest, t0 visit her in her poor lodgings, and talk with her and
comfort her, as women only know how to bestow comfort and
consolation upon women ; and to study how she eould assist
her and her family. ‘

Mr. Blunt during these years had prospered amazingljr.

" He had speculated largely, and all his speculations had pros

8 .
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el'Pa e had removed to 2 splendid man
E];art of the city, and was reputed ¢
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CHAPTER XVI.

THE TIME OF TRIAL AND TROUBLE, "

“ Is oanr life a gun that it should radiate light and heat forever Do not
the calmest, and brightest days of autumn, show clouds that diift their
ragged edges over the golden dise, and bear down swift, with their weight
of vapors—until the whole sun’s surface is shrouded, and you ean see no
shadow of tree, or flower upon the land, because of the greater anc
gulphing shadow of the cloud1” Drray Lirg,

A rEriop Of deep and general depression had fallen upon the
land—trade stagnates everywhere, The period to which our
tale at present alludes, will long be remembered as one of the
darkest in our brief existence as a commercial nation, 'The

- wealthy merchant saw his riches fly from him without power

to arrest them~—his anticipations of still greatér wealth fade to
mere shadows and then vanish, leaving but a blank in their
. place.  The reputed most stable firms became bankruapt,
involving scores of others in their ruin; and creating & panie in
men’s minds, as they listened to the ill-tidings, and asked fear-
fully, “ What shall we come to?” The capitalist who had
possession of ready cash—be the sum large or small—clutched
it tightly in his grasp, as though fearful that no more money
could be earned; and in his greed, determined to retain his
own, though aware that Ais want of confidence made the panic
greater and the distress deeper. '
The banks refused to discount or lend, or worse than that,
failed, leaving their worthless notes floating about in the hands
of their dupes, chiefly in the hands of the poorer classes,
rendering still more gloomy the general ;dis"trust. The small
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tradesman contracted his expenditure, and strove to struggle,
often unavailingly, against the tide of misfortune, for he found
his customers drop off, or if they purchased still, for purchases
were necessary—luxuries were now dispensed with—and often
credit, or no sales, was imperative upon him, let him parade
ever so large in flaunting letters, ¢ Postrivery No Trust.”
But to descend still lower in the scale of distress ; the mechanic
suffered yet more deeply. Vain was now the boast, that a man
with a mechanical employment to fall back upon, need not
know penury. The artisan bred to his trade, and skilled in"it
by years of labor, could find no work to do, and was only too'
glad in his turn to fall back upon the unskilled toil of the daily
laborer; and the Iaborer, he was now a beggar! Happy he,
who, in the day of prosperity had laid aside for the hour of
darkness and distress; if indeed, he had not invested his little
savings injudiciously, and they were not swept away in the
general wreck. But, alas! how few had done—how few ever
do this? The sun shines brightly, and we think it will ever
shine ; the small cloud, *no bigger than & man’s hand,” rises
in the horizon—but we heed it not—it increases in size, and
spreads, and our attention is necessarily called to it, for it
already obscures the rays of the sun ; but we comfort ourselves
with the reflection that “'Tis but a passing clond that will
soon be gone by, and the sun will shine out all the more
brightly from the contrast.” But the sky is overspread, and
it is evident that the storm will not pass over, but will break
above our heads; still we cry, “ Tis but a summier storm, it
will rage but for a brief period, and the earth will be refreshed
by it, and all nature be rejuvenated.” But it comes; not a

passing storm, but a tempest of severe and lengthened dura-

tion, and nature is prostrated before its fury. It must pass
away. 1t cannot last for ever, and the sky will be clearer, and
the sun will, seemingly, shine brighter when the clouds have
been dispersed, and nature will be rejuvenated. But before

that time comes, many of ‘the oldest and firmest, and most time-

- low-spirited to-night, that’s all 3 I shall be bett

. tion of the columns of the ev
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| honored relics of nature and art will have been levelled ¢
earth. The storm is typical of the eommercial panio—-—wo- e
both approaching—in time, in most instances, at least art0 ]Siee
to guard ourselves from their ravages ’ oot the
means until it is too late,

S.uch a commereial convulsion racked the country, at the
period of which we are now about to write; such a cz;lvul ion
threatens, nay, is upon us at the moment ';re pen these Ii:::
Pra.y God! it may pass away, without leaving such sad traces;
behind as those have done which have preceded it

J o.seph Carter came home one Saturday night. lookin
ceedingly disconsolate. He was usually so cheer;'ul and i 92’
hum.\ored, that this sudden change naturally attracted th otice
of his wife and 'daughter., °notee

“ Are you not ‘well, Joseph? i
inquired both mother,and d];ughter,vfn i;;ss;};x?engigzpapa v

" . s ey
Nothing—nothing,” said J cseph; “I feel a little tired and

; but we neglect the

of tea will revive me, I dare say.” TR e

; ijT the te}a was dmnk, and still the gloom did not disappeéar

GI}ZE. : ?sepllzs vzsage,dalthough he made several attempts to be
ul. It was evident that somethin

It . g was wrong ; still he

wou-ld “f)t. confess to it, notwithstanding the repeate§ ’aﬁ‘ection

ate Inquiries made by Mrs. Carter and Ellen ' -

he;i{:z. Carter had the hal:tit of laying every evil that flosh is
» Toentally and physically, to a cold; and her univerS@l

specific was a basin of gruel, with plenty of molasses, and just

& thimblefull of brandy in it; and seeing her husband still

J;e}ancholoy, an.d inﬁtead of entering, as was his custom, into

nversation with his family, buried deeply in the conte;np]a
ening paper: contemplation, we
say, because eertainly Joseph was not reading it; his eye; had

b e .
been fixed upon a trifling advertisement for the last ten min.

:1:}?2, ihe .f;;ctually ¢ommenced preparations to make the gruel,
hen her husband chancing to notice her, observed— j
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«] am really quite well Mary—I need no gruel; I could nct
take it if you were to prepare it.” -

i What then is the matter? something, | am sure.” ‘

« Nothing; at least nothing, Mary, that you can remedy.
" To tell the truth, I have been 4 little disconcerted to-day, bub
I hope all will turn out right, after all, on Monday.”

“ William is not sick, Joseph,” said the mother, her thoughts
" immediately reverting to her son. :
“ No, mother, Willy is hearty enough.”
« And he—he has not done anything to get himself into

trouble at Mr. Blunt’s, Joseph?” continned Mrs. Carter, still -

unable to drive’from her thoughts that something in relation to
the youth caused his father’s unwonted dejection.

“Not he,” answered Joseph, proudly. ¢ Thank God! a
better boy than Willy never lived.”’ o

“ What then ¢s the matter %"

« Nothing I repeat, Mary, that you can remedy, or that will
be bettered by my disclosing it to-night. As I said, perhaps

on Monday, all will be right. If not, it will be soon enough for

you to be troubled with the knowledge of it.” ,

Joseph Carter seldom kept any secrets from his wife : but
with all her many virtues, Mrs, Carter was a trifle given to in-
dulge in the feminine propensity of gossiping, and the following
day being the Sabbath and a day of leisure, he thought he per-
haps had better not unburthen his mind to her that night.

Mary Carter, therefore, seeing that she could gam nothing
by her pertinacity in asking questions, was compelled to satisfy
herself by obtaining a confession from her husband, that he
certainly was quite well in bodily health, as was also her son,
Willy ; and then having sat for some time at needlework, in
company with her<daughter, she took down the old family bible
and read a chapter, her constant practice before retiring to rest,
and went to bed, leaving her husband still busied with his news-
paper, and Ellen occupied in putting things to rights for the
morning,.

THE \
E WATCHMAN. 175

When his wife had ‘eetived, J oséph locked u
and addressing his daughter said:—

“ Your quarter is up to-day, is it not, Ellen?” :

“Yes, papa,” replied the girl. . “T intended to have given‘

z(gl,l’ the accouut after tea; but you looked so dull I did not do

p from the paper,

“Give it me now, my dear.” :

Iilllen,reached him the bill for her last quarter’s schooling ;
saying proudly as she did so :— ' ,

“Miss Bettles says she is quite pleased, papa, with my
progress, and that if I remain another quarter at school, I shall
be head scholar,” ' ’

Joseph raised his cyes from the bill, and gazed for a moment

i::roudly and yet sadly upon his daughter’s beautiful and intel-
ligent features. : |

At length he said ;—

. ./ y
“.[ did n‘ot intend, Ellen, my love, to have broached the
subject to-night. To-morrow is Sunday, and I had thought to
have kept matters secret until the sacred day was over, in order

‘that we might not be pressed with worldly cares, at o time

when our thoughts should be otherwise engaged. Things after
all may not be so bad as I think; but you must keep what I
have to tell you secret, my child.”

“ ¥rom mother, papa 27

“Yes, Ellen, from your mother, until Monday ; then I fear
she must know all. I would spare her il then: but I feel
the want of some one in my family to make a confidant of I
will confide my troubles to you, my daughter.” .

Ellen drew nearer her father, and placing one arm round his
neck, stooped her fair face and kissed his wrinkled, weather.

“heaten cheek. ‘

“ What have you to tell me, papa?” she asked, *Has an
thing dreadful happened. - Henry Selby has not 7 d

“Poor Nelly,” said Joseph, intexrupting the girl, “You
still cling to the belief that Henry is living. I know not why.




176 THE WATCHMAN.

Henry—poor boy—-has, I fear, long sinee found a sailor’s grave.

No, my daughter, nothing dreadful has happened ; but some-
thing very sad and unfortunate.”

“Then tell me what it is, papa? and if it eoncerns you, o¥
mamma, tell me if I can do any thing to remedy it.”

« 1 fear not, dear ! replied Joseph, and after a brief pause,
he added; “ Have you set your heart on going to Miss Bettles®
another quarter, Ellen 7’ _ :

« T should like to, papa! but not if you think cltherwise.”

¢« And I should much wish you to go, for I am truly proud
of my dear girl’s progress; but Ellen, I may as well tell you
at once, for I fear it is but too true. I am doubtful whether
1 can pay your schooling for another quarter ; whether indeed,
I am in a position to pay this last quarter’s account.”

“Papa!” exclaimed the girl, with trembling Lip. Why
did you not tell me before, you could not afford my expensive
~ schooling, I have already received an education, such as has
fallen to the lot of few of the eompanions-of my earlier years.
You have done too much for me already ; but I thought my
acquirements might be turned fo profitable account by-and-by,
and 50 you would be repaid ; papa, I think I have hedrd you
say that you had saved more than a thousand dollars 1”

¢ Qo, until this morning, I thought I had, Ellen; but you

know, my dear, how many of our largest merchants have

failed of late; how many more are failing every day. You
know that at this present mement there are thousands of poor
people, men and women, out of employment, and on the verge
of starvation?” .

«1 know it, papa,” said Ellen, © and sincerely wish it was mn
my power to relieve the distress that prevails. I feel for these
poor people deeply ; but papa, you have reason to be thankful
that you still have employment at Mr. Blunt’s.” 4

«] was coming to that, Ellen. There are rumors abroad
that Mr. Blunt has failed ; as yet I cannot be certain that is
the ease; it may be only a temporary suspension; but the

..
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reports are, that he. has failed for an almost incredible sum
Jand that his ereditors will not receive five cents in the dollar’
For some days past he has been reserved and melancholy anci
I anticipated something wrong ; but I judged it was mereI;r the
pressure f’f the hard times, which even wealthy men, whose
money is invested in business, feel sorely. I little anticipated
that he was on the brink of ruin.” And J oseph leant his head
upon the table, while his breast heaved as if he were endeavor
ing to stifle an almost uncontrolable emotion. ' :
“Indeed, papa,” rejoined Ellen, “I am sorry for poor Mr,
Blunt. It must be dreadful for a rich man like him. to b(;
reduced to poverty, and he growing old, too; but sur’ely he

- must have a great many friends, and some of them will help

lnm.. I am Lsorry for you too, papa, becanse you will be
deprived of your present employment; but it is not so bad as
I fefared; you may easily, by-and-by, when trade begins to
revive, find some fresh employment, and meanwhile you have
money laid aside, while, as you just observed ,
thousands with no money and no work.”

“ Ellen, if Mr. Blunt’s fatlure is so heavy, so ruinous as [
am led to fear it is, I am a beggar.”

“ A beggar, papa!”

“A beggar, my child. I could not tell your mother this
sad news to-night. I would rather encourage a false hope till
Monday, when the best and the worst will be known. Mr.

, there are

. Blunt has always been the banker of my little savings—and he

has allowed me a higher rate of interest than I could otherwise
have obtained. Three months ago—at his suggestion—and
at the time, he meant well—I invested fourteen hm:':i'red dollars
all 1 had, in a speculation, in the success of which he Wa;
largely 'concerned; not only that, but on the credit of my
I:novsrn industry, and my general good echaracter for honesty
and integrity, I borrowed six hundred dollars more—to make
up the sum of two thousand dollars—in order to purchase the

requisite number of shares in this speculation,

e ohe It has entirely
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failed, Ellen, Not only have [ lost all the money I had saved,
but I am deeply in debt; even my horse and cart, my sole
means of support, must be sold to pay it, and all our little
furniture—and this at a time, when employment cannot be
obtained by the young and able-bodied, far less by me.” |
Joseph ceased speaking, and was unable any longer f:jb con-
trol the emotions he had so long straggled against; the tears
coursed down his furrowed cheeks, and his daughter wept with
him. : :
Ellen was the first to break the silence. I shall not again
go to school, then, papa,” she said. Let me be thankful, in-.
deed, that I have received such an education as I now possess.
I may twrn my acquirements to account; perhaps be able to
support you and mamma, till better times come. Idaresay we
shall do well enough, papa; I am sorry that this trouble has

come, but let us hope that it will not afflict us so deeply-as you .

~ dread.” .

Joseph kissed his daughter’s cheek, as he replied :

%« God bless you, my Ellen; you are sanguine; I would not
damp your hopes, my child ; but you have yet, I fear, to learn
that acquirements and accomplishments, such as you have so
studiously made yourself the mistress of, can scarcely find a
market, when it is known that their possessor is in a state of

poverty. You could readily, perhaps, have obtained the situ- -

ation of a governess, or a teacher of music, had this misfortune
not befallen your father; but now, my child, 1 fear you will
find the endeavor an arduous one: but,”” he added, * it is wrong
for me thus to give way to despair; let us hope, at all events,
for the best; and, Ellen, let us unite in prayer, that this evil,
if it may not be averted from us, may still fall lightly ; and let
us not forget, while petitioning for ourselves at the throne of

Grace, to pray for the thousands who are as badly or worse

distressed than we.”

~ And the father and daughter knelt in prayer, and rising from

.
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their knees, with a smile upon their lately mournful faces, they
embraced and parted for the night. '
Nothing was said during the Sabbath, either by Joseph or
his daughter, relative t¢ the prolonged conversation of the
' Previous night ; although, perhaps, both were more subdued
in manner than usual, there was no other outward sign .of the
anxiety which they suffered under; and Mrs. Carter, happy
woman ! noticing the change in her husband’s careworn visage
and observing that his features had relaxed into their nsual
serene expression, forgot her fears, and hoped that the trouble
whatever it might have been, had passed away. ’
It was, however, with a heavy heart that Joseph left his house
on the Monday morning, to go to the store in South-strevt ; and
with many sad forebodings that his datighter saw him leave.
I:Ie reached the place, and there found that his worst antici-
pations were more than realized. Mr. Blunt had not come
down to the warehouse; but groups of anxious persons were
standing about, and ominous whispers and solemn shalkes of the
head passed between them. e soon learnt that Mr. Blunt
had failed, as was reported, for more than a million of dollars
and that his assefs were comparatively nothing. ’
There were bitter upbraidings frora thosé whom the mer-
chant’s bankruptey had involved in a like, although a less terri-
ble ruin.  There were expressions of contemptuous pity, worse
to endure than the most bitter upbraidings, from othe,rs whe -
had long envied the merchant’s apparent prosperity, and from
many who owed their own success in life to his generous assist-
ance, but who, in the hour of his trouble had forgotten this,

‘ and did net fail now to express their wonder at a man like him

being‘induced to speculate so rashly, and to applaud their own
superior sagacity in keeping themselves clear .of the mania
which bad involved so many in ruin, and had brought such
general distress upon the country. And there were nany sor-
rowful laments amongst the clerks and laborers who thronged
the store, who, like Joseph, had been thrown out of employs

L
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ment, and reduced to destitution by the ruin of their employer
Although, to their honor be it said, these expressions were
more those of sorrow than anger, for Mr, Blunt had been a gen-
" erous and considerate employer, and .these poor men did not
forget his past kindness in the hour of his trouble and theirown.

‘When the circumstances relative to Joseph Carter became
known, and it was shown that he had lost his all in the wreck
of his employer’s fortune, much sympathy was expressed
towards him, and Mr. Blunt was proportionately blamed, for
having allowed so old and faithful a servant thus to involve
himself; but Joseph took the entire blame on his own shoulders,
He had acted, he said, on his own responsibilty, and had no
one to blame but himself, Mr. Blunt had shown him the risk
he ran—at that time very little, comparatively with the strong
prospects of gain—and he had voluntarily pressed his employer
to invest his money in this unfortunate speculation.

But though sympathizers were numerous, few were willing to
do more than sympathize—and creditors were inexorable. It
was not a period for men in business—themselves not knowing
what a day might bring forth—to stand upon ceremony or to
wait. Joseph’s horse and ecart were sold by auction, and his
furniture soon followed, and with the weight of more than fifty

years on his gray head, the cartman found himself cast destitute

upon the world, without employment, and with a wife and sou

and daughter dependent upon him ; for William Carter had, ot
course, lost his situation in consequence of his employer’s bank-
ruptey ; and though the young man bore an unimpeachable
character, and was well skilled in his duties, immediate re-en-
gagement anywhere else was out of the question; there were
hundreds older and more skilled - than he, in the same unfortu-
nate position. ' , ‘ :

Poor Mrs. Carter bore herself admirably under these mis-
fortunes; by no word or sign did she betray any impatience,
or hint that her husband had acted imprudently ; but like a
good woman and a true wife, she set herself at once to work
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to do her part now towards the maintenance of her family. She
could procure employment where the others could not. She
had been used to hard labor when a younger woman, and she
immediately prepared to take in washing and ironing, and to go
out to clean offices, or to nurse, or to do anything else that fell
in her way; and she soon did procure work, whick went some
way, at any rate, towards their mutual support. ~And Joseph,
o0, met with his reward for his long industrious and faithful
career ; one of the aldermen of the city, who had long known
him, heard of his misfortune, and unsolicited, procured him a

_ reappointment as a city watchman ;- it was not much, nor was

it a situation that Joseph, with his increasing years and growing
infirmities, would have cared for under any other circumstances,
but now it was a Godsend : he felt it to be so, and thankfully
resumed the employment he had heretofore resigned; thus the

“wolf was kept from the door,” though poverty reigned in his
lately happy abode, |

Meanwhile, Ellen had sought in vain for any engagement
suited to her eapacity, and had given up the pursuit as hopeless,

while William had likewise in vain endeavored to obtain even

the humblest clerk or light portership, and but for his youth
and his sanguine disposition, would have given himself over a
prey to despair.

Thus for the present must we leave the worthy watchman
and his family, while we follow the fortunes of others of the

- characters introduced into our story.

I
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CHAPTER XVIIL
BENRY SELBY'S ARRIVAL IN INDIA, AND WHAT BEFEL HIM THERE.

«The moon hath risen clear and calm,
And ¢'er the green sea, palely shines, -
Revealing Bahrein’s groves of palm
And lighting Kishma's amber vines,
Fresh smells the shores of Araby,
‘While breezes from the Indian sea
Blow round Selama’s sainted cape,
And curls the shining flood beneath,
Whose waves are rich with many a grape
And cocea-nut, and Howery wreath,”

&

Lanra Rooxkm,

W left Henry Selby, after his mishap at the Cape of Good
Hope, on the point of sailing for Pulo Penang, in the East
Indian Archipelago, on board a country ship, as the vessels
built in the East Indies are termed,—the “ Ram Chowdar,” so
ca.lléd, after a Hindoo merchant, one of its principal owners.

There were three or four passengers on board the “Iam
Chowdar,”—all of them military men, who had been spending
some time on furlough at the Cape, for the benefit of their
health, preferring not to go to the eastward of that promontory,
since by so doing they would forfeit the pay allowed fo them
during their period of furlough. Among these was a Mr,
Donaldson, a young Scotchman of good family, who held a
commission as lieutenant in the Honorable East India Com-

ny’s Engineers. '
pa’l‘); tell gw truth, it was not altogether ill health which had
led Arthur Donaldson to indulge himself in the leisure of a
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furlough; but he had been long enough in the service, ten .
years, to entitle himself to it, having entered as a cadet, at the
age of sixteen, and finding his time lic idle on his hands in his
barracks at Cawnpore—for it was one of the brief periods of
peace in India—he had taken advantage of a visit about to be
paid to the Cape of Good {Hope, by some of his brother
officers, and joined the party. All were now bound back to
India ; but their terms of furlough had not expired, and resolved
to make the most of the short leave of “absence that yet
remained to them, they made up their minds, instead of going
direct to Bengal, to visit Pulo Penang, and somse others of the
lovely islands of the Archipelago, on their way, Besides this,
Arthur Donaldson had another inducement for delaying his
arrival at Caleutta, for a few months. He was betrothed to a
beautiful girl, the daughter of a judge, who presided over a
Residency in the interior, in the Governorship of Agra ; and this
gentleman was expected to remove to Caleutta, with his daugh.
ter, in the courseof a fewmonths ; therefore, by delaying his own

‘arrival at the metropolis of British India until about that

period, Lieutenant Donaldson hoped to meet the object of his
adoration, and if possible, to prevail on her father to allow the
marriage to take place there and then—of the young lady’s
consent, he entertained no doubts—and so, take back with him
to the barracks of Cawnpore,a lovely bride to dissipate its
monotony.
 Henry Selby’s duties on board the “ Ram Chdwdar,” were
those of & cabin-hoy ; but the vessel, as is usually the case
with country ships, being chiefly manned with Lasears and
Malays, the fair-faced, bright looking American boy was a
greal favorite with the officers and passengers, more especially
Mr. Donaldson, who took—as men will sometimes take—a,
faney ito bis head, that the boy resembled a favorite female
cousin of his own, whose companion he had been, some years
previous to his departure from his native land. |
Henry, consequently, had very little to do in the cabin of
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the “Ram Chowdar,” except to keep himself neat, and almost
nominally, to attend upon the captain and passengers at table.
Arthur Donaldson would frequently converse with the boy for
hours together, during the evening, asking him questions about

New York, and telling him stories about India, and asking him '

how he would like, indeed, almost endeavoring to persuade
him, to come and live with him at Cawnpore,

Thus the time passed away during the voyage, agreeably
enough, and six weeks after leaving Table Bay, the “Ram
Chowdar ” cast anchor in the roadstead of Pulo Penang.

For the present we will leave her there while we take the
opportunity of introducing our readers to another scene, and to
some new characters, ‘

1t was on a fine morning in the month of January—at which |

season the fierce heat of the sun of India is cooled down to a
temperature which can be enjoyed—that two young ladies,
were seated beneath the shade of a clustér of mango trees, in a
delightful garden near Calcutta. The air was cool and refresh-

ing for the clime of India; an European would not have found

it too warm, while the natives shivered with the cold, of what
they are pleased to term the Indian winter, The two young
ladies were Ada Murray and her governess, MlSS Dorecas.
Let us briefly introduce them to our readers :—

Miss Ada Murray was a young girl of perhaps sixteen years
of age. But, having been born and having lived all her life
in India, she had acquired some of the characteristics’ of
the Orientals. She looked some years older than she was
and though so youthful, was a fully and perfectly developed
-woman ; beautiful as the kouris that poets dream of. The
blue veins could be distinetly traced beneath her fair skin,
through which the color mantled with a tint lovelier than that
of the newly-blown rose. Her dark almond-shaped eyes, and
abundant black, silky hair, gave a voluptuous cast to her fea-
tures, which were as regular as if cut with the chisel of a sculp-
tor. She appeared so truly beautiful, that Arthur Donaldson
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might well be excused for having fallen in love with her at firsy
sight on the occasion of his meeting her about a twelvemonth
before, at the Governor’s levee at Caleutta. She owed much
of the Oriental style of her beauty to her mother, who was a
halfcaste lady, whom the now Judge Murray had married,
when a young man, dependent for advancement on his own
~exertions, he had met her shortly after his arrival in India,
twenty years before—while the purity of her complexion. was
due to the Saxon blood of her father. The love of the young
lieutenant had been reciprocated—for he was a remarkably
handsome young man—and it was Ada’s first appearance in
public. She had been hrought up in great seclusion, and
naturally was pleased with the attentions of oné who, to her
eyes, appeared to be adorned with all the masculine graces
that her poetic temperament had dreamed of And when the
Judge heard the story of their love from the lips of Arthur
himself, he displayed no aversion to the prospect of their future
union. Although Arthur was but a humble lieutenant, and he
a puissant judge, he knew that the young man eame of a good
mily, and that honors and wealth awaited him in doe time.
e only objections he urged was, that Ada was still too young,
and that he would wish them to wait two years before he gave
his consent 5 and one year had gone by, and Arthur had grown |
tired of waiting. And now, as we have stated, hearing that
the young lady was about to visit Calcutta he thought it a good
time to press his suit,

Sarah Dorcas was the danghter of an assistant surgeon in the
Company’s service, who had died leaving her a perilous orphan
—ber mother having died some years before-~and the judge, -
who had been acquainted with her father in his younger days,
took upon himself the charge of the orphan girl, who was five
years older than his own" daughter. She was nominally called
the governess of Ada; but she was in reality the companion.
Fach was useful to the other ; for while Miss Dorcas was
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skilled in the more grave studies, Ada was proficient in most
of the lighter accomplishments.

Poor Sarah had deeply mourned the loss of her father, and
for some time after her admission into the family of Judge
Murray, she had suffered much from melancholy, but this was
gradually dissipated as she grew intimate with her fair com-
panion; and she at length forgot much of her sorrow in the
progress of her and Ada’s mutual instruction. Ada sung well,

and was a tolerable proficient in music; and though Miss .

Dorcas had not been instructed in the art, she was fond of
musie, and possessing herself a soft and pleasing voice, she
promised one day herself to become a musician. She read
history and geography and French with Ada, and Ada sung
with her, or gave her lessons in drawing and painting, those

most attractive of the fine arts. "The book of life was opened

"to the orphan girl at a more interesting page. In the duties of
her occupation and in the society of her interesting companion,
she forgot for a time the sorrows that had so long weighed
upon her spirite and although a shade of tender melancholy
was still manifest at times upon her fair features, it was gradu-
ally fading away before the example set her by the light.
hearted and joyous Ada. It was only occasionally, in the sol-
itade of her own chamber—-in the still gloom of night, that
memory revived the recollection of her idolized father—and
when those sad memories were thus revived, she still gave way
to overpowering bursts of grief that no mental sophistry could
subdue, until they had wrought their own relief by the intensity
of their power, and the almost heartbroken girl fell asleep, with
the tear-drops still clinging to her eyelids, to dream of her lost
parent, and perchance of one to whom it was whispered she
had given ber young heart, and who had been carried off by
the same epidemic that had proved fatal to her father, The
sole physician for the heart’s disease is Time——the slow, though
sure assuager of all mental pangs; if not the healer of the
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wounded spirit and the blighted heart, at least the ministering

~angel that charms their keenest pangs away.

Arthur had managed to send a letter to Ada, 1nf'0rmmg her
that he intended visiting Caleutta during her sojourn in that
city, on his way back from the Cape of Good Hope to the sta-
-tion of his regiment at Cawnpore, and this very morning she
had received the intimation.

The group that was assembled in the arbor, formed by the
‘cluster of mango trees, was worthy of an artist’s peneil. |

With a map of the world spread in the grass before her,
knelt Ada Murray, her face upturned fo that of Sarah Dorcas,
who was busily tracing a line on the map, from the Cape of
Good Hope to Pulo Penang, and thence to Caleutta, eagerly
asking Sarah a variety of questions relative to the passage and
the distance her lover would have fo sail, while the profusion
of fair tresses that drooped from the head of Miss Dorcas,
mingled in charming contrast with Ada’s luxuriant, dark hair,
Near by, crosslegged on the ground, sat the Ayah, who had
been Ada’s nurse from infancy, and who, though her place
had long been a sinecure, could not bring herself to feel at
ease if her young mistress were for a moment out of her sight.
Her swarthy countenance reflecting the eager delight she wit~
nessed, lighting up the features of Ada, mingled with a painful
feelmc of jealousy towardsthe “ bibby sakib,” (the white lady,)
who had, as she feared, supplanted her in the affections of her
foster-child, while a host of tame cockatoos, parrots, and minor
specimens of the feithered tribe, hopped hither and thither, to
and fro,” anxious to attract attention by all manner of pet ex..
pressions and endearments, the fruits of the teachings of former
days, when their education had formed the chief delight of Ada,
who was now so busily engaged with receiving her own, and with

- other thoughts, as in some degree to neglect her favorites, who

seemed themselves to share in the jealousy of the poor Ayah.
“ And that, you say, is the route that ships take on their
way hither from the Ca(ﬁe of Good Hope, dear Sarah?” said
: Vg
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Ada. “Then surely Arthur should have been here before this,
Why let me see,” and she took the letter from her bosom, and
Jonked at the date; “this letter was written fully two months
ago!” '

“You forget Ada,” replied Miss Dorcas, “ that Mr. Donald-
son says in his letter, for so you read it to 1pe, that he was
returning by way of Pulo Penang, and Trince Edward’s
Island.” :

“ Ah! true, so he does; but,” exclaimed Ada, poutingly,
“ one would think, if he were so exceedingly anxious to see me,
as he says he is, he would have come direct from the Cape to
Caleutta.” '

“ You forget again, dear Miss Murray,” said Sarah, laugh-
ingly,  that he gives, in the very desire of his wishing to see
you here, the reason of his coming back by the somewhat
tortuous route he has chosen. The letter was not posted, or
" at least would not leave the Cape, he says, until some time
after he had sailed, consequently you having only been here
three days, he would have arrived long before you, and on
reporting his'arrival to the proper authorities here, he would
probably have been ordered immediately to join his regiment.”

“ Ah! that then, explains it ; but surely he will arrive now

in a day or two. But here comes papa,” cried the light-
hearted girl, as a portly whitc-haired gentleman alighted from a
palankeen in front of the dungalow, or Indian country house ;
and away she flew to meet him, leaving farther conversation
respeeting Arthur to another time. ' .

“ Well Ada, darling,” said the judge, as he returned his
daughter’s kiss; “I've got some news for you. . That young
scamp, Arthur Donaldson, has just arrived, and will be here

to-night. He’s in a great hurry to rob me of you; but the -

two years are not more than half up yet. -Ah! blushing,
eh?” Ada was blushing, partly with delight, on hearing of
Arthur’s arrival, and partly at the thought of having received

a letter from her lover, without her father's knowledge. It

L5
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was probably the first time she had had any concealment from
him. “Ah! what! blushing, eh ?” repeat®d the old gentlemau.
appearing to take great delight in his daughter’s ‘confusion’
“ Well, it 4s a great shame for the young scapegrace to corm; -
upon us thus unawares, when we thought him far away at
Cawnpore: He’s been to the Cape of Good Hope, he tells me
‘on a six months’ furlough, for the benefit of his health, forsooth ;
Ha! ha! ha! Xor the benefit of his health, and he looks as
ruddy, and as hearty, as if he had just lefs his native mountains
—frightened of the liver complaint! Good, that! I warrant
from the looks of him, he never had a touch of the jé,ﬁﬁdice in:

. his life, It’s just a touch of laziness that has seized hold of

him ; and he’s lost a whole year’s service to- gratify a fancy
fo travel.. When I was a young man things were different,
We stuck to our posts, liver complaint or no liver complaint.
If I had’nt done so, I shouldn’t have been a judge now. How-
ever, the young scamp has money and influential friends, and
that of course makes a difference. But come girl, don’t l,)lush

sol If you don't want to see the scapegrace—I wont admit

‘him—pack him right off to Cawnpore about his business.”
“Tl.xat would be very rude and inhospitable, papa;” said
Ada, innocently, \

~ “Ah! soI've got you to speak at last, have 1?2 Well, since

- that would very rude and inhospitable, papa, why 1 suppose |

we musk admit him for to-night, st any rate. We can pack
him off to Cawnpore-in the morning you know; eh?”

“Well, well, I see,” resumed the jocular old gentleman
after a pause, “we must make him welcome at our bungalow:

for a few days at least ; but hark’ee, Ada, dear, I can’t think of

his flying off with my lamb to his sheep-fold yet. Istick to my
bargain—Two full years.” And so saying, the Jjudge kissed his
daughter again, and entered the house.

Arthar Donaldson :arrived in time for dinner, bringing
Henry Selby with him, as a sort of page or body-servant. He

‘had induced the lad to follow his fortunes; while the “Ram

v
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Chowdar ? was at Penang; and with some difficulty, Henry,

who himself was Whling enough, had got the captain of the
vessel to consent to his leaving him, and following the fortunes

of the young officer.

They remained for the space of three weeks inmates of the
judge’s hospitable dungalow ; but with all his persuasions
Arthur Donaldson could not get the old gentleman’s consent
to wed his daughter before the expiration of the year yet to
elapse. And Ada, if she was willing to shorten the period of
probation, was too dutiful a child to offer any open opposition
to her father’s wishes; so, at the termination of the three
weeks, the lieutenant bade his inamorata a reluctant adien,
and took his leave—the promise of marriage at the end of
twelve months, having been renewed by both, in the presence
of the judge. ' :

“ What are you going to do with that boy, Arthur? ” asked
the judge of the young licutenant, on the morning of his
departure for Cawnpore.

“I'm sure, I don’t know, sir—attach.him to my person—
make a sort of page of him, for the present, and perhaps, 8
gsoldier by-and-by, if he fancies the trade.”

“ Who, or what is he 27
“] only know,” continued Arthur, « that he was a cabin-boy

on board the ship 1 came from the Cape in. He was ship-
wrecked there, and all on board were lost but him and one old
seaman.”

 ITumph! is he an English lad?”

«1 don’t know that even. I suppose he is an American, for
he recollects no other place but New York, and he came to the
Cape of Good Hope, on board an American vessel ; but, ac-
cording to his own account—and he's a shrewd lad—it’s diffi-
eult to ascertain where such as he were born, so many poor
emigrants go to his country. Do you know the principal

reason that I had for taking a fancy to him, was because he
‘bears so strong a resemblance to a fair cousin of mine with an
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?wfullyhlrish r(liame, Alice Meehan., One of a host of poor rela
ions who used, when I was a bo isi - ,
! : : ¥, to visit my father’s
in LS.L'i.lal'kS.hll‘e occasionally. She was I believe born in Irgzzze
?nd if I mistake not, married agnan named Hartley—an IrisI;
;rmer, or something of that sort—and the conséquence was
l: }:at she never came to Seotland to see us again. My father
: m}zght she had lowered the dignity of the family by marr
:;ip ene:«ztt}il her s}‘:atlon; though, for the matter of that, I don{;
ose the prohibition did her much h i ’
i e b arm, since all she got
v year, was her board and lodging f
]f]'c: ‘tmghb, and the honor of having visited her rich relitifnsia:
nu; oW E?:pens.e. She was very pretty, and this boy—though
anything like so handsome—ocertainly does bear a sl:rof::r
rwesfmb!ance toher.  She was several years older than I but wg
e very fond of each other. Poor Alice! I wond, h
became of her after her marriage ! ¥ o et
¢ 3 - ] .
jud:: “mtost %u(;i*:otm idea of yours, I must say,” said the
£¢, © to saddle yourself with a v i
ue young lad like that, sim.
Eni eb;cause he ]Iaears some fancied resemblance to a cousin ?:1
as partial to, and who has been
vk several years marri
;0 a..person,‘ who you say is disowned by your famil %P;d
u;y Is certainly a smart Jad enough : but if you Want};.o trair?
2 servant, a native valet i i i
Europeans_”’ valet in this country is worth a dozen
& - h ’ .
frdmﬁizee;ii,p butdIIcant help it now : I've beguiled the boy
) , and I ean’t cast- him adrifs, if I wi
n the sl if I wished;
;ion t wish, fojr I have really grown quite ;ttaehed to hi,mand.;
ervant I don’t intend to make him, but if he behaves hix;uself

I shall take it upon .
other.” P mysehf' to push his fortunes, some way or

“ And should you die 9

43 3 i?
Oh, judge! don’t talk to me of dying, at least till I have

become your son-inla
-In-iaw * and th » .
shall leave the boy as a I;gacy . ;Hothl die before you do, I

“y i
ou are an incorricib ? aai i
gible dog,” said- the Judge ; “there’s
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nothing to be gained in argument with you. But if you are

going to travel by dank (post) to-day, you had better be going,. |

The caravan wili leave within half-an-hour.”

« T,0t me once more bid adien to Ada.” |

« No, no! you've bidden her good-bye once, and unsettled
the silly girl for a week already ”? . o

« For a good many weeks, I hope, sir,” szfucl].y- interrupted
the young man. 1 hope she won’t forgot thig visit for twelve
months.” o

« Good-bye, good-bye,” said the judge, as he laughingly ex-
tended his hand, and in the course of another quarter-of-an-hour
Arthur Donaldson, and his young charge, Henry Selby, were
on their way to Cawnpore, where in due time they arrh:ed in
safety, and there shall we for the present leave them, while we
again cross the ocean into another hemisphere, and return to
our old acquaintances in the city of New York.

THE WATCHMAN.

CHAPTER XVIIL
A

CHARLES EDWARDS' PROGRESS . TOWARDS REFORMATION, AND
SURSEQUENT RELAPSE.

“As a dog returneth to his vomit, so a fool returneth to his folly”
SoLoMoN's PROVERES,

Grorer Harriey faithfully falfilled the promise he had
made to Mrs. Edwards. It is a difficult matter to procure a
situation for a man who can produce no testimonials of good
conduct and respectability, at any time, more especially if he
bears in his countenance the traces of ‘debauchery, and the dif-

ficulty in the present instance was enhanced, inasmuch as if

Edwards produced any testimonials at all, they must have been
caleulated only to injure him: added to which the general de.
pression that existed, rendered employment most difficult to
obtain even by those who had good character and known in-
dustry to recommend them. But George Hartley, through his
own good conduct, aided by a series of, to him, fortunate ex-
traneous circumstances, had advantages in this regard, pos-
sessed by few. Many persons who would have furned aside
from the humble petition for employment, presented them by .
the honest, industrious and frugal, lent an attentive ear to the
persuusions of the managing clerk of the wealthy bankers,
Messrs, Wilson & Co., who had such opportunities of indi-

eectly benefiting them. There was, -however, another diffi.
9 ‘

\
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culty in the way, which was hard to surmount, it was this:
George Hartley could not, for the sake of his own reputation,
even had be not been withheld by other scruples, conscien-
tiously recommend Edwards to the notiee of any one whom
he could by any means deceive; and notwithstanding his pro-
mises of amendment—notwithstanding he had really taken the
temperance pledge, he had but littie faith in his good resolves;
so he determined to state the facts as they were, making only
such reservations as he thought it was needless to disclose, to
the proprictor of a large shipping-house, in the r}eighborhood
of Fulton-street, on the East river., He told him of the dis-
tPoss of the wife and family of Edwards, and his thoreugh
conviction of the poor woman’s worthiness, and made it a special

favor to himself if he could find the unhappy man any employ- |

ment, that would not, at the present time, until his promised
reformation had been fully tested, place him in any situation
of trust, while at the same time it would enable him, with the
exercise of industry, to support his family, at least in some
degrec of comfort.

This, at length, the merchant promised, and in the course of

the week Edwards was engaged as porter in the house of -

Messrs. Davis & Co., with a salary of eight dollars a week to
begin with, and a promise of a future increase if he conducted
himself well. ' .
At the same time Mrs, Hartley provided Mrs. Edwards
with employment as a needle-woman, by recommending her to
several ladies of her acquaintance, and furthermong,-bay the di-
rection of her husband, purchased for their forlorn abode such
articles of furniture as they stood in immediate need jof; and
thus once more, by the kindness of George Hartley, was Charles

¥ &
Edwards placed in a position to retrieve his fallen cliaracter,.

and regain his social position in the world ; this too at & period
when many honest and trusty and capable men were starving,
For a time all went on well; Edwards faithfully kept his

pledge of temperance, and soon began to recover his former ‘

1
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healthy looks. Mrs, Edwards became cheerful, and the chil.
dren throve rapidly ; happiness once more became an inmate
of the reclaimed drunkard’s home,

At the termination of six months, Mr. Dawis was so satisfied
with the assiduity of his employée, that he voluntarily raised
'his wages and placed him in a better position in his service
and Hartley really began to have faith in Edwards’ thorougl‘,t
reformation ; but #the dog will return to his vomit, and the
sow to her wallowing in the mire.”

Six months more passed away—the gloomy eloud which had
hung like a pall over the prospects of the mercantile commu.
nity began to look brighter and clearer, and to give signs of
the sunshine that was behind it. Business still was dull, but
it visibly commenced to improve, ,

The commercial community had heen thoroughly purged of
‘all that was rotten in its midst, and those who had weathered
the storm, now began again to hold up their heads and to look
hopefully into the fature. There was now no longer a lack of

employment ; rather there was a difficulty in ﬁnbding persons -
to accept employment, for thousands had gone elsewhere
during the period of depression, to seek the work they coulc’z
not obtain in the city. Mr, Davis had discovered that George

Edwards was & skilful penman, and an excellent aceountant

and he had conducted himself so well, shown himself so’

thm:oughly industrious, so apparently trustworthy, and so
anxious' to serve his employers’ interests, that the merchant
copcewed the idea of giving him a desk in his
raising his salary to eight hundred dollars a-year.

Before he did this, however, he edlled ﬁpon George Hartley
anc’i acquainting him with his half-formed resolve, asked his
opinion with regard to it, ’

“ What . .
Hartley_a do you wish me to say, Mr. Davis?” . asked

“Simply, 1 ask whether ‘you thivk Edwards is worthy

THE WATCHMAN.

office, and
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of the preferment I have in view for him;” returhed the
raerchant, | |

® Of that, sir,” replied George, “you at present are neces.
sarily a better judge than I. You do mot wish me to recom-
mend him; to become in any way responsible for his future
good conduct ?” !

“Not exactly that, of course, but do you not consider,
viewing: his bebavior during the twelve months he has been
in my employ, that I should be justified in placing him in my
office 77 ' : _

« Mr, Davis,” replied George, “I shall be rejoiced to hear
of any good fortune that may befall Charles Edwards. In the
first place, on account of his wife, whom I believe to be a most
estimable woman ; and secondly, because such a desire on
your part implies that he has reformed his conduct, and I know
that the situation he has held in your employ, is unworthy of
his talents ; but once I nearly forfeited my own character by
becoming security, to a certain degree, for his conduct, when 1
fully believed him to be a deserving man. I have resolved
never to compromise myself in that manner again,”

“ Then you think I should do wrong in advancing him ?”

“ Nay, L do not say that; but I repeat, you sir, have had a
far better opportunity of judging him of late than I have had.”

“ Answer me one thing, Mr, Hartley, and then I shall form
my own judgment. You are acquainted with Edwards’ con-
duct at his own home ; has that been correct during the period
he has been in my employ ?” ‘ |

“To the best of my belief, it has been perfectly so,” replied
Hartley. -

«Then,” said Mr, Davis, “I shall risk it. 1am desirous of
serving the young man; and to tell the truth, just now, it is
difficult to procure the services of such men as he,”

«] am rejoiced to find you entertain so good aft opinion of
Edwards,” said Hartley, “and I assure you I most sincerely
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hope that your good opinion may be borne out by rhis own

- good behavior. If he deceives you after this, he will merit no

further consideration.”

“ Good day, Mr. Hartley,” said the merchant, as he left the
office, and the conversation ended. .

George Edwards, greatly to his own delight, as well as that
of his wife, who was more pleased at the proof this kindness
afforded of his having gained the perfect confidence of his em
ployer than at the increased prospect of comfort it afforded to
his family, was placed in Mr, Davis’ counting-room, and for
some months all went apparently well with him., Mr. Davis
met Hartley, and told him that he was quite pleased with his
new clerk’s good conduct and ability ; and even Bartley, at last
fully believed in his perfect reformation. ’

So matters rested for the space of three months, when one
day Mr. Davis burst into the office of the Messrs. Wilson, and
going directly to Hartley’s desk, exclaimed in-evident trepida-
tion—* That villain, Edwards——Mr, Hartley, he has deceived
me ; robbed me to an ineredible amount.”

“ What has he done?” asked Hartley, himself so shocked at
the sudden intelligence, that he was scarcely able to speak.

“ He has committed forgery—forgery to a large gmount, 1
have only discovered i to day, in consequence of his having
absented himself for two days from the office. 1 find that he
commenced a regular system of forging the very week after
I placed him in my counting-room.” =

“ Good Heavens!” exclaimed George, “and where is he
now 2% '

“] l;llow not; he has absconded. I have been to his house
and there found his wife in a state of the greatestﬂistress. She:
evidently knows nothing of his whereabouts,”

“ And what do you propose doing now }”

“Iam going to the chief’s office, to set the police on his
track. Ifhe cannot be found, I am a ruined man.”
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In a state almost of frenzy, Mr. Davis rushed from the ofs
fice. It was nearly four o'clock, and Hartley was so discom.
posed that he felt he could do notbing more thai day He
closed his hooks, and went home.

“Good God!” thought he, as he wended his way towards
the ferry—* what will become of the wretchéd man’s wife and
family 2  His thoughts then took another turn, and he mut-
tered half aloud—*1 am truly thankful that 7 had nothing to
do with obtaining him a seat in Mrs Davis’ counting-roony”

THE WATOHMAN,

CHAPTER XIX.

THE MARRIAGE 0¥ ARTHUR DONALDSON AND ADA MURRAY,—
WIHAT BEFALLS HENRY SELBY,

“For know, poor Edwin was no vulgar boy;
Deep thought oft seamed to fix his infant eye;
Dainties he heeded not, nor gaud, ndr toy,
Silent whenglad ; affectionate, though sky.”

The patronage system in India, has, ever since the East
India Company, by dint in the first place of cautious and cun-
ning diplomacy, and subsequently by conquest, obtained pos-
session of IMindoostan, and reduced the native Rajahs and Nau-
bubs to the position of mere tributary nonentities, rendered it
impossible for any person from England to push himself for-
ward, no matter hovw great his abilities, nor how industrious
his habits, unless he possessed friends amongst the Board of
Directors in Leadenhall-street, who virtually preside over the
destinies of that vast empire. Consequently there was little
chance afforded to' Henry Selby of bettering his condition.
Lieutenant Donaldson had taken a liking to the lad, for reasons

. already explained ; but the most that he intended, or perhaps

could be expected to do for him, was to make him his own
favorite attendant. The young officer had, ini his own estimation,
already materially bettered the lad’s condition, for he had found
him a humble cabin-boy, and had removed him from the drudg-
ery of the shlp, and installed him into the lighter and cleanlier
office of a page. On the lientenant’s arrival at Cawnpore, he had
provided Henry with suitable clothing; and the lad was forth-
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with initiated into an acquaintance with the duties required
from him at the mess-table.

For two years he remained in this humble position, and at
the expiration of that period accompanied bis master—now
Captain Donaldson—to Calcutta, to pay another visit to Judge
Murray, and—according to promise, having eompleted his term
of probation, aceording to the judge’s own agreement—to claim
the hand of Ada. It were needless to say that this visit had
been iong looked forward to with anxiety by the young officer
—and it is extremely probable that the lady had not been al-
together careless or indifferent with regard to'it—and Henry,
although he had net the same interest with regard to the visit
that Ada and Captain Donaldson possessed-—was not a little
delighted at the thought of exchanging the dull menotony of
Cawnpore for the bustle and liveliness of the capital of British
India. -

In due time they reached Caleutta, and the young captain,
very shortly after his arrival, made his appearance unannounced
at Judge Murray’s Buncralow at Garden Reach,

The judge was in the city ; but Adaand Sarah Doreas were
at home, and sitting in the arbor, where we first introduced
them to the reader; Sarah reading aloud to Ada, who was
busied with some fancy needlework,

Ada was the first to hear the footsteps of Captam Donaldson
who hiad crept lightly to the arbor, along the path leading from
the gate of the Bungalow, in hopes of coming upon the ladies
unawares; and she raised her head from the work, and re-
quested Miss Doreas to cease reading for & moment,

“ Why, Ada,” asked Sarah—* what is the matter?”

“1 thought I heard a footstep on the gravel walk.”

“ Your papa, dear, most likely,”—earelessly observed Sarah,

% No,it’s 100 soon yet for papa to return home.” You know
‘he said when he went out this morning that he should nob
return till dinner-time, and it yet wants two hours to five

" o’clock.”
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Ellen rose from her seat, anfl stepping out from the arbor,
looked along the path. (Captain Donaldson, meanwhile, had‘
succeded in effectually screening himself from observation '
behind the dense foliage. of a group of tamarind trees, which
stood amidst an undergrowth of plants and bushes of ‘various
kinds, where he could hear all that was said.)

“There is no one, Ada,” said Sarah, returnmg again to her
seat, “ your ears must have deceived you.’

“Perhaps so; but do you know, Sarah, I thought that I
heard a f'ootstep, strangely like Arthur’s.”

“Indeed ! ” said Sarah, archly. “ The wish, 1 presume, was
father to the thought—eh, Ada?” Ada smiled and blushed,

“ Well, perhaps it was,” she replied. “ Do you know, Sarah,

it is two years, this very day, since Arthur left for Cawnpore
and—"

“ And what?” said Sarah, langhing.

“ What a torment you are.. You know that he was to return
in two years—mand

“ Another, and ”—said Miss Doreas, smiling arehly “ Why,
Ada, dear, you speak enigmatically to-day. How am I possibly
to understand what you mean by the repetxtlon of that httle
conjunction, and 7

“You know what I mean well enough, Sarah, only you are |
determined to teise me.”

- “And, he might arrive to day, and—jyou wer& thinking of
him, while 1 was wasting my breath, reading aloud to you,
and, your thoughts led you to decelve your senses—and-—so it
was that you ﬁmeled you heard his footsteps. Now, my dear,
there’s a string of conjunctions, very neatly joined together.
Am I not right 77

“ Perhaps s0,” replied Ada, blushing again, and laughing.
“And of course, a true knight like Lieutenant—Captain
Donaldson, though, he is now ; I beg his pardon. Of conrse a |

true knight, like Arthur, would be on the spot at the very
o% : X .
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minute. Let me see, my dear, at what hour did he ‘take his
departure ? was it morning, noon, or night ? if he is not here,
aud to the moment, I would discard him, if I were vou, for a
recreant lover.”

“ Well, he ought to be true to his promlse even to the day,
at least; but then you know the ‘dauk, is often delayed;
besides, many things may have happened to delay his departure
from Cawupore, and consequently his arrival here.” -

“QOh, no,” said Miss Dorcas, gaily, “there can be no

excuse in affairs of the heart, A true lover will overcome all

obstacles ; in fact, set them at naught.”

“N onsense—what nonsense you are talking, Sarah,” replied
Ada; “D’'m sure that Arthur will be here as soon as possible,
and th'u; he would rather forestall the time of his arrival than
fall behind, poor fellow.”

“ Are you sure of that, Ada?” asked Miss Dorcas.

“ Quite sure.” , "

% Then you are a most trusting damsel,” said Sarah, gaily,
“and Arthur is a most happy lover. But Ada, dear, you
must never let Arthur know how much faith you place in him,
or how anxiously you looked for his arrival. The men, you
know, are so vain, you would set the poor man beside himself,?

. “ Never fear me, Sarah—I wouldn’t have Arthur hear of our
conversation for the world. 'When he comes, I shall scold him
for his dilatoriness, and if he doesn’t come to-day, 6r to-morrow,
at furthest, I shall punish him by receiving him coolly and not
speaking to him—only, of course, in the way of common
politeness—for a week.”

“And if he does come to-day, what then?” said Arthur,
stepping from his retreat into the presence of the two ladies.

“Then, I presume, since his punishment for misbehavior
would be so great, he will be entitled to half-a-dozen kisses, at
least, to begin with, and then—"’

‘What then? the young soldier did not say, for su:tmg the -

action to the word, he had eaught hold of both Ada’s hands,
and interrupted her speech by pressing his lips repeatedly to
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her forehead ; but Ada speedily disengaged herself; and, blush-
ing deeply, letreated to the side of Sarah, whose army she took.
~ “Oh, Arthur, you have been acting, the spy,” she said——
“you have been listening-~I never should have imagined that
you could be guilty of so mean an act!”
“Nor would L, if I could have helped it,” said Arthur, in a
bantering tone of voice. “ You know it is said that listeners

. hever hear any good of themselves, and I fancy Miss Dorcas

has been sadly traducing my character—men are so vain, you
know—and really, Ada, your remarks were almost enough to
sot an ardent lover like me beside himself.”

“ Then you heard all that we s;ild 17 said Ada, blushing still
more deeply.

“All, dear Ada,” replied Arthur, “from the moment you
raised your head from your needle—work and inquired of Miss
Dorcas whether she heard a footstep on the gravel walk, I
stepped behind yon clump of trees to conceal myself, and,
really, I was made very ha,ppy by what I heard. After all,
listeners do not always hear evil of themselves,”

- “Then they oughs to,” interposed Sarah.

“Come, come,” answered Arthur; “this is folly. You
know that I was anxious to be here—the fact of my arrival on
the very day appointed, proves that—and I heard enough,
unintentionaily, to satisfy me that you are glad to see me here;
so cease that pretty pouting, both of you, ladies; it’s very be-
coming, but smiles are still more becoming, and I know this.
assumption of displeasure is only pretence. Where’s the

judge?  Ada, where is your father ¥

“You are very impudent, sir!” gaid Ada.

“I know that, I was always noted for impudence from a
boy,” gaily replied Arthur, advancing, and again taking Ada’s
hand in his, at the same time shaking the hand of Miss Doreas,
“But you haven’t replied to my question; I didn’t ask you
whether I was impudent, but where was your father.”

“ He has not yet returned from the city,” said Ada, unable




204 THE WATCHMAN.

any longer to keep up the pretence of ill-humor. Arthur sat
down in the arbor, and the ladies took a seat, one on each side
of-him, and all three were soon engaged in animated conver-
sation.

An hour passed speedily away, when Judge Murray made
his appearance. The arbor in which his daughter and her
friends were seated overlooked the road, and the Judge
espied Arthur almost as soon as he had alighted from his
palanquin, and hastily advaneing towards the bower, he met
the young man, whoon his part had dutifully advanced to meet
his future father-in-law, half way.

“Pon my word,” said the judge, as he grasped thekproﬂ'ered“

hand of the young man and shook it heartily ; “’Pon my word,
my young friend, you appear to have presumed already upon
your relationship in posse, if not én esse. 1 find you actually
in possession of my castle, and for aught I know, if I had not
come in the nick of time, you would have carried my daughter
off without leave or license.”

« Except that which you yourself gave e, sir,” said Captain
Donaldson, interrupting the old gentleman. “You recollect,
sir, you put me upon two years’ probation, and then promlsed
me your daughter’s hand. That period has expired to-day.”

« No, not 'till to-morrow,” said the judge; “nottill to-mor.
row, Master Donaldson, You have forestalled the time, sir,”

“ At twelve o’clock to- day, sir,” interposed the young officer,
“ the two years expired.”

« And you actually were silly enough to ask for leave of
absence from your regiment, for the sole object of coming here

" and keeping your tryst with that foolish child. ”

«] wag, sir,” replied the young man, ¢ and surely you don’t
blame me for so doing?”

“ Why, not exactly,” rejoined the judge; “for I was weak
enough to do a good many foolish things, when I was a youngster,
and paying my court to Ada’s mother. Isupposeyoungmen and
young Iassc*s will be foolish i in this regard until the end of time,
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We can’t put old heads upon young shoulders. But Tam righs
glad to see you at all events, and by-the-by, I must congratu.
late you upon your promotion. Ada read your appointment
to a Captainey, in the Gazette,”

“Ada did?”

“Yes, Ada did,” continued the judge. * Somehow or other,ﬁ
she always glances at the army list, the first thing, when she
gets hold of the newspaper. And,” added the judge, looking
archly at the young man, “ she has a peculiar interest, it seems
to me, in a certain regiment, quartered at Cawnpore.”

The Judgc and his young friend had by this time reached
the mansion, and having been joined by the two ladies, who had
left the arbor when they saw Mr. Murray engacred in conversa
tion with Arthur, they entered together,

It is unnecessary to the subject of our story to pursue the
theme of Arthur’s and Ada’s courtship in detail; suffice it to
say, that three weeks after the date of Arthur’s arrival from
Cawnpore they were married by the Bishop of Caleutta, who
out of friendship for his friend the Judcre had offered his services
upon the oceasion. '

Arthur Donaldson’s leave of absence from his regiment ex
tended for three months, during which period, the newly
wedded pair resided with the judge at his bungalow on the
banks of the Hooghley, at Garden Reach, We observed that
Captain Donaldson had brought with him from Cawnpore, his
young protegé, Henry Selby, and, as there was an entire
army of native servants in the: judge’s household, the lad had
very little to do; many of the little services that he had been
accustomed to render to his master, being now dispensed with,
or'performed by Ada’s female attendant, Ienry, when he left
Mr. Blunt’s house in New York to try his fortunes, had made
a mentgl resolve that he would never return home, unless he
had succeeded in bettering his condition; indeed that he never
would write even to Joseph Carter, his first and best friend,
unless he were in a position to write favorably with regard to

°




206 THE WATCHMAR.

his future prospects. e often thought of the watchman and
his family, and especially of little Ellen, whom he had resolved,
. if ever he lived to be worthy of her, and to support her as he
believed she deserved to be supported, should be his wife,
There were many years to pass away before either of them
would be old enough to think of marriage, and many things
might happen, in the meanwhile, to- overthrow and crush the
hopes and aspirations of youth; buf, although separated from
little Ellen by thousands of leagues of Jand and ocean, some-
thing in the breast of the Ione boy whispered that Ellen would

no more forget him than he could banish her image from his

memory, and he hoped and trusted on, allowing no unworthy
fears or feeble hesitations to interfere with the course he had
- marked out for himself. :

And what was this course? Henry was a boy of no ordi-
nary capabilities ; that the reader of this tale must have already
perceived. Ile had been born in poverty and misery, nurtured
amidst viee and wretchedness ; and had not providence sent
Joseph Carter to his relief, the night he had been discovered
sitting on the doorstep, ready to perish amidst the storm.of
sleet and rain that had chilled his infant limbs, he might have
died a miserable victim to social corruption and mismanage-
ment ; or, worse still, might have lived to swell the numbers of
those wretched beings, who become pests to society, and thieves,
and murderers, simply because society has made them so.
This simple incident was the turning-point in his career. His
young mind had aiready become hardened, and, in some meas-
ure, corrupted, and his dawning moral perceptions blunted, as
the reader hds seen ; but the kindness of Joseph Carter had,
from the first, worked upon his feelings with a secret bus strong
influence ; and although still bowed down by the pressure of
adverse circumstances, he had, child as he was, risen superior
to the influences which depressed him, and proved that supe-
riority even by the reserve, and apparent sullenness and
obstinacy, which had estranged from him many friends who
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might otherwise have served him. But Henry wanted not
such service as they were willing to render. He had, as we
have said, marked out a course for himself, and had placed a
goal in the distance which he determined to reach. To be sure,
the path was beset with many obstacles, and the goal was far
off, and shrouded in darkness—he bhad to grope his way to
reach it, but he possessed a stout heart and a strong will, and
was not of a temperament to be daunted with trifles. The
associations of his infant life, if they had touched, had not con-
taminated his soul, for he was one to whom the verse of the
poet might have been well applied— » |

% For know, poor Edwin, was no vulgar boy
Deep thought oft secemed to fix his iufant eye;
Daiuties he heeded not, nor gaud, nor toy—
Silent when glad, affectionate, though shy.”

Young as he was, when he had, two years before the period
of which we now speak, accompanied Arthur Donaldson to
Cawnpore, he had sense enough to perceive that only by the
most extraordinary endeavor could he hope ever to escape from
the thraldom of poverty and life-long servitude. The barriers
which separated him from those more favored than he, in the
position they held in the social scale were, he perceived, more
difficult to pierce through in India, than they would have been
had he remained in America, although there, he had seen
enough to know, that despite of political freedom, and so-called
social equality, a wide gap, well nigh impassable to all but
those especially endowed with vigor and talent, divided the sons
and daughters of povertjr and toil, from those of wealth; but
so much the greater need of exertion, and, if possible, he re-’
solved to succeed—to work, and wait, and hope—and bide his
time. .

And work he did. The duties imposed by his master were
light, and left him abundance of leisure ; and this leisure, while
his master imagined he was idly amusing himself, he was all
the time carefully improving.
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“ 8o, Arthur, you leave us for Cawnpore, to-morrow, ch?
Time’s up,” said the judge, one morning after #iffin,* “and Ada
goes with you. Well, well, it must be so, 1 suppose. The
young birds will leave the parent-nest when they are fully
fledged ; but the bungalow will be very lonesome when you are
gone. You take Sarah with you, too, and leave the old man
quite alone.”

« For a short time, sir,” replied Arthur, ¢ but not, 1 hope,
for long, if you succeed in the kind effort you are making in
my behalf’; and there is no doubt your influence is suﬁi(nent to
enable you to accomplish your object.”

“ And make you a major, eh?” said the judge, smiling.
“ You not only steal the old man’s daughter away, but you
foree him into your service by promising, that if his wealth and
influénee can succeed in pushing you forward, you will consent
to come and live near -him, knowing that he will do anything
for the sake of enjoying his child’s society.”

“You know, sir,” replied the captain, “that I am not

actuated by mercenary motives, and that for your sake, and:

that of Ada’s, I would gladly exchange into the regiment
stationed at Fort William, in order that we may be near you,
although I were still only to retain my rank of captain; yet,”
he added, smilingly, “if you are willing that T should gain by

the exchange, and rise a step in rank, I can’t say that I shall

have any objection.”

¢ You think Major Donaldson, of the staff, at Fort Wﬂha,m
Calcutta, will sound better than simple Captain Donaldson of'
the ——th regiment, Cawnpore, eh? Well, so it will—and
more than that 7 think you merit the title—if I didn’t think
50, you should never have had my. permission to wed my
daughter,”

“ Then, sir; let us hope that we shall soon return from
Cawnpore, and take up our permanent residence near you. As
a married officer, belongmcr to the staff, I shail not be required

b Luueh——u favorite meal in India.
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to reside within the fortress. We may be able to obtain a
bungalow near your present residence.”
“And why not reside with me. There is surely plenty

- of room-—at Jeast for some years to come. By-and-by,

perhaps—" and the old gentleman looked archly askance
at his son-in.Jlaw,— there may be some additions to the
family, which may make more room desirable But, we are
talking too fast, Arthur, my boy—¢ counting our chickens
before. they are hatched,’ as the old proverb says. It will

be time enough to think of a residence when the exchange is

- effected, and you have got the majority ; and time enough to -

think of a larger residence, when the family has increased suf:
ficiently to render it necessary. However, in two months from
this, 1 hope to have all matters satisfactorily arranged, and
it will take that time to atrange your affairs at Cawnpore and-
to bid farewell to your friends there. Let me see; how long
have you been quartered at Cawnpore, Arthur?”

“Nearly all the time I have been in the country. I went

there, you know, before I was out of my cadetship.”

“Yes—you are attached to the place, I suppose 2?

“Not particularly—I shall be glad of a change. I would
sooner reside at Caleutta.  Cawnpore .is exceedingly dull—
Caleutta always possessed attractions for me.”

“Ah! I 'know that to my cost,” resumed the Judge. “You
were attracted by my nest, and at last you run off with my
fledgling ; butl bad almost forgotten something I intended to
speak to you about. [ Do you intend to take that boy, Henry,
with you back again?”

“I suppose so. I don’t know What else T can do with him,
than keep him in my service; although, to tell the truth, I

- shall have now. very little need of him.”

“ Had you ever much néed of him ?” asked the judge,
“1 can’t say that 1 had; for native servants are plenty

enough: but you recollect, I told you the cause of my having
taken a fancy to the bhoy.” :

a,
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“You did—and I must say thatI think you acted foolishly.
The boy can’t always remain a page ; he’s growing too big for
it already., He might have got on as a sailor; now you've
pampered him, and used him fo habits of 1d1eness and indul-
gence, and, as it appears to me, the only resource left him
is, by-and-by, to eulist—and perhaps, rise in time to be a
sergeant, or a sergeant-major-—no very ﬂattermg p:ospeet at
the best.”

“ Oh, I shall retain h1m in my service for a year or two
yet; and,-at the expiration of that period, perhaps something
may turn up that will suit him.”

“ Idle expectations, Arthur. You know, without interest and
education, it is impossible to get forward in this country—
where a knowledge of the languages of India is indispensable
to the European. Now, suppose that we waived the boy’s
social position, and assisted him with our interest, what educa-
tion can he be expected to have, and he is too old now to com-

mence to learn. You'd better have left him on board the ship,

Arthur—and the next best thing is to get rid of him before he
becomes a fixture in the family.”

“[ can’t think of turning the poor fellow adrift,” returned
the captain, “I must think, as I told you, how I can best pro-
vide for him, by-and-by. You say,” he added jocosely, ©
kn&wledge of the oriental languages is necessary to the Euro—
pean who would rise in India. So it is; but judge, this boy,
recollect, is an American—at least, so he tells me—and they
manage to push their way in the world, generally speaking,
where anybody else wouald fail.”

“T'll tell you what I was thinking of,” resumed the judge.
“The boy can write 2",

“ Oh yes—he writes a pretty falr hand.”

“ Well, then, the junior native clerk in my office, Tullah
Beg, is very ill, and I am at a loss for somebody to do the
rough work of the office. He may do that well enough for

the present; suppose you leave him with me until you return,”

J‘, .
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“[ am quite agreeable if the boy is,” answered the captain.

“Call him then and ask him if he is willing to remain here
for a couple of months.”

Henry was summoned, and upon his appearance the gues-
tion was put to him by the judge. +
" The young lad expressed great satisfaction at' the prospect
thus opened to him. 8o much the judge thought, and he ob-
served— :

“You see, my boy, I shall only need your services while
my clerk remains ill ; by-and-by we must see and do some-
thing for you more congenial to your habits and education.
You will soon be.too old for a mere page, and of course are
unfited by education for any civil employment that my influ-
ence could obtain for you. The remuneration you will receive

now will be*but small, for the duties required of you could be

performed by any English charity-school boy. However, let
me see you do. your best, and you will always have a friend in

me, 5

Henry, with a secret satisfaction he could with difficulty con-
ceal, reasserted his readiness to accept the offer, and he was
told to appear at the office of the judge on the day following.

“That's a clever boy,” said the judge as the lad left the

‘room. ‘It really is a pity, Arthur, that you took him from

the ship.
time.”

“Tt can’t be helped now, sir,” replied Arthur, And Ada
"and Sarah entering the room, the conversation was changed to
the subject of their approachmcr departure,

* Matters were all satisfactorily arranged, and on the follow-
ing morning Captain Donaldson and his wife, accompanied by
Miss Dorcas and Ada’s native Ayah, left by “dauk” for
Cawnpore. And Henry Selby, commencing lifo again in a
new phase, duly presented himself at Judge Murray’s office,
near Chundpaul Ghaut, in the city of Calcutta.

He might have become a mate or a captain in
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CHAPTER XX.

i

BTILL THE DAREK CLOUD I-IOVEIES OV}!}I'LI‘]ZELGL]I!;f

% There is no spot so dark on earth /
But love can shed bright glimmers there ,
Nor anguish known of human birth,
That yieldeth not to faith and prayer.”

¢

TrE winter passed slowly and drearily away. 1t was not a
very severe winter so far as frost and cold were con&:erned ; if
it had been, the deep distress that pervaded the laboring classes
of the community would have been greatly increasedj; stifl the
chill winds and rains, and the damp cold air, and the dark,
gloomy weather, were hard enough to bear. We listen com-
placently to the howling of the tempest and the pattering
of the rain and sleet when we are smugly housed and the
shutters are closed, and the curtains snugly drawn, and the fire
burns cheerfully and crackles merrily in the grate, and the
lighted candles add to the ccmfortable aspect of the room ;
and when all our daily wants are amply provided for, a,ud we
have not to look anxiously forward to the morrow, unpertam
whether we shall find means to obtain a meal—then we may
often give vent to an expression of pity for those who are less

fortunate than ourselves ; but it is too often but a passing senti- .

ment, unimbued with any feeling of real henevolence. As
Joseph Carter remarked, when his wife observed on the ocea-
sion of his bringing little Henry to the honse, “ There are thou-
sands and tens of thousands worse off than we. We ourrht to

be thankful.” “Ah! wife, so we ought—more thankfil thank

we are; and yet, Mary, 1t always appears to me.to be a sel
fish sort of thankfulness that leads us to rejoice that we are

2

&

THE WATOHMAN. 213

better off than others quite as good, in the sight of God, as

b

we.” There is too much of this tinsel of philanthropy in the

world, passing current as real benevolence.

We left the Watchman and his- family in the midst of trou.
ble and poverty, Poor Joseph was compelled again to accept
the post of city watchman, and to depend upon the petty emolu-
ment of the arduous office, almost solely for the support of' his
family—for as the winter passed its slow length away, and the
distress among the poor became more pressing every day, the
competitors among the wives and daughters of laboring men
for such employment as Mary Carter had sought in the early
part-of ‘the winter to obtain, became so great, and the remune-
ration, small as it was at the best, decreased so much, that it
was rarely now that she could get a job to doj and when she
did it searcely paid for the food she required to enable her to
bear up under this hard and long unaccustomed bodily labor,
William Carter could obtain no employment at all, and he had
given up all hope of doing so until the spring, when he trusted

“there would be a revival; and to erown their distress, Joseph

canght a severe cold in consequence of having been exposed to
the weather, and remaining in wet clothing all night during one
of the stormiest nights of the season, which resulted in an at-
tack of rheumatism that coufined him to his bed. Now, the
“wolf could no longer be kept from the door”—and hope—
the last resource of the wretched—seemed ready to fly from
the Watchman’s home. Resolved to make one last effort,
Eilen set out one morning, determinéd to make application for
employment as a shirt-sewer at every store she could find
where such work was let out. But at the miserable remunera-
tion of six, and ten cents a shirt, she found there was a supply
of labor greater than the demand. She was about to give up
further search in d_:’s'pa,ir, and to return'to her once happy, now

“wretched home, when she noticed a store in Chatham-street at

which she had not yet made application. With a failing heart
and trembing limbs she entered this store, and with a faltering
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voice requested to know if they were in want of any person to
do plain needlework. .

“ No,” was the surly reply. “ We are bothered out of our
lives with applications for work., You gitls are more trouble-
some than the beggars.” :

Sick at heart, the poor girl turned away, and was about
leaving the store, when the proprietor looked up. He had
not thought it worth while to do so before; and cither moved
with pity as he watched Ellen’s look of despondency—or, more
probably, struck with her beauty, he said : — |

“Stay awhile; you needn’t be in such a hurry in taking a
denial; you’re not like most of the girls—I can hardly get
them out of the store, sometimes, I may, perhaps, find you a
job—what can you do?” .

“ Anything in the way of needlework, su‘, replied Ellen.
“] can do fine work, and of course should prefer that which
pays best; but I am ready to do anything; we are starving
at home,”

“ Ah! that’s what you all say—that’s an old story—I hear
it fifty times a-day ; but I can’t help that, even if you're telling
the truth, If I was to give work to everybody that’s starving,
I should soon be in a fair way of starving myself; but you
seem to be an honest sort of girl, and if I can find you some-
thing to do, I will.,”

“ Oh, thank you, sir—thank you,” said Ellen, forgettlng the
brutality of the first portion of the man’s speech, in the promise
of work he held out at it’s close.

“You would be willing to make up shirts, I suppose 2

“] am willing to do anything I am able, sir.””

“ Then here’s material for half-a-dozen shirts; and here’s one
for a pattern,” continued the shopkeeper, as he took a bundle
of linen from a drawer, “Igive ten cents a shirt, and if you're
smart, you can sew one a-day; it’s more than is commonly
paid now, since there are so many seeking employraent, and

haven’t said where you live ——
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more perhaps than I ought to pay these hard times, but I hke

to behave liberally to my employées,” :
“Ten cents as a remuneration for the toil necessary in order
to complete one shirt a-day ! ” thought Ellen. “Ten cents a-day
to serve for the joint support of my poor father and mother,
and myself and my brother ! ” but she signified her willingness
to accept the task, and was about to take up the work, when

the shopkeeper stopped her,

“ Wait a minute, young woman,” said he—* you are an

honest girl, I dare say, but I can’t swear to that fact—you
7

“ [ had forgotten,” said Ellen, hastily mterruptmg the trades-

man—*1 live in Mulberry-street,” giving him the number of

the house—* and my name is Ellen Carter., My father is one
of the city watchmen, but he is now confined to his bed with a
fit of sickness; I will write the address down for you if you
please.”

“You can do so, young woman; but I've somethmg more fo
say ; you must leave a deposit of two dollars as a security for
the.material. When you cease working for us, the money will
be returned to you.”

. “Two dollars, sir! God knows I haven’t a dollar in the
world.”

“You must raise the money somehow before you can have
the work,” replied the shopkeeper, deliberately proceeding to
replace the goods in the drawer, but noticing Ellen’s look of
despair, he added—

“ Surely you must have some friend who can lend you the
money, or something or other you can raise it upon-—-—at the-—
the pawnbroker’s, you know, eh ?”

The tradesman had accompanied this last speech with such a
cunning leer, that Ellen was frightened and disgusted. She
was hastily leaving the store, when a gentleman who had
entered while she had been talking, and made some trifling
purchase from the clerk, advanced to tho proprietor, and said,
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“Tet the jroung.lady take the shirts, sir; I will advance the
two dollars, necessary as security;” and he laid a two-dollar
bill on the counter as he spoke. :

Eilen would have refused fo accept this assistance from a

stranger, great as was her distress, and that of the family at

home; but the shopkeeper had taken up the bill and placed it
in & drawer, and before she had time to speak a word in reply
to the stranger’s offer, he had withdrawn,

“You're in luck’s way, young woman,” observed the trades.
man; “first to be able to get work to do at all—now there’s so
many applications—and then to find a gentleman willing and

ready to find the money for your security. Now you can take

the work home, and get it done as soon as you can: and if you
satisfy me, you shall have plenty more.” -

“Idon’t know whether I ought to take the work, sir, or to
accept assistance from a person { am unacquainted with,” said
Ellen, timidly.

“ You should have thought of that, young woman, before the
gentleman left the store,” returned the tradesman. ¢ The
mouney’s in my till now; it’s too late to make any objections ;
besides, I can’t see what objections you can have to make,
Come, take the work or leave it, whichever you please.”
Ellen took the bundle in her arms, and hurried] y stepping out
of the store, without replying to the tradesman s last remarks,
hastened home,

She found her father sitting up and feeling a litle better,
Her mother had, like herself, succeeded that morning in obtain.

“ing some work, and had gove out, and her brother was sitting
moodxly over the scanty fire, brooding over his inability to
obtain employment. Ellen spoke cheerfully to her father, and
told her brother that she had at last obtained work, in the
hope of cheering him out of his despondency ; but her endeavor
was useless—it rather had the effect of rendering him more
gloomy still. He muttered something about his being only a
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ﬂurthen to the rest of them, and rising hastily from his seab
he took his hat and went out.

Ellen looked tearfully after him as she saw him walk rapldiy
along the street, with his head bent towards the ground, and
then she commenced her task at onece. She had not the heart
to tell her father the conversation that had passed between her
and the shopkeeper, nor the paltry pittance she was to receive
for her labor, when her task was completed ; neither did she
say anything with regard to the deposit demanded, nor the
stranger who had so generously interposed and placed the two
dollars in the tradesman’s hands. She knew that the relation
of all these details would only vex her father, without effecting
any good purpose, but she resolved, when her mother returned
in the evening, to tell her of the circumstance, for she was far
from being easy in her mind about it, and she busied her
thoughts as she sat rapidly plying her needle upon the object
he could have had in so promptly advancing the money. She
could scarcely bring herself to think that he had been actuated
by any other than good intentions; still she had a presentiment
of 'some coming evil, arising from this incident, that she could
not account for.

The evening came, and Mrs, Carter and her son both
returned home, the former happy in the consciousness that she

“had that day earned something, however small her earnings

had been, towards the support of her family, and the latter, we
regret to say, greatly to the distress of his mether and sister,
(his father had retired to bed and did not see him,) for the first
time in his life, intoxicated.

He was very sick, and his poor mother persuaded him, after
some time, to retire to bed. And then the mother and sister
wept together over this last great misfortune thiat had befallen

‘them, William had always been his mother’s hope and pride.

She had in happier days formed ambitious aspirations with
regard to his future career. Were these to be dashed to the

pround ? She felt that she would rather follow her son,
10
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beloved as ke was, to the grave, than see him live to become
a drunkard.

Ellen strove to eomfort her mother, and succeeded inleading

her to hope that this his first offence would be his last, and then -

she related her morning’s adventure in Chatham.street, and told
- how a stranger had advanced the two dollars, unasked for,

without which she eould not hawe obtained the work upon

which she was engaged.

Mrs, Carter heard the story, and then advised her daughter
to finish the work and take it home: but advised her also to
take no more work from the store, unless she was fully satis-
fied as to the motives of the gentleman in coming to her assist-
auce, ' ~
It was late in the day when Ellen commenced her work;
but she resolved to finish one shirt, the daily task she had set
herself to perform, before she retired to rest. 'With her
mother’s assistance, this was effected by midnight, and then
kneeling together in prayer, thanking God for his goodness,
and praying that the dark cloud that had so long hovered
above and around them might be dispersed in his good time,
and especially praying for his blessing upon the erring son and
brother, whe had allowed the demon of intemperance to over-

come himn, Mary Carter and her daughter sought their

pillows, and slept more sweetly and soundly, perchance, than

hundreds who were surrounded with all the comforts and .

luxnries that wealth can bestow: for they had toiled hard,
and with a good purpose, and they had no accusing conscience
to disturb their rest or to disquiet their peaceful dreams.

THE WATCHMAN.
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CIIAPTER XXI

THE FORGER.

Vice is a monster of so foul a mien’

As to be hated, needs but to be seen ;

But seen too oft, familiar with the face,
‘We first endure, then pity, then cmbrace”

“1 am sure there 4s something the matter, George,”’ sail
Mrs, Hartley for the third time since her husband had come
home, each time previous having received a reply that nothing
at all was the matter. “You are not well 2" .

“Quite well, my dear, in bodily health at least,” replied
Geeorge, taking the youngest child upon his knee, Ie had a
family of four children now; but although it was evident from
the child’s actions that her father’s knee was her accustomed
seat after dinner, even the -infant appeared to feel that some-
thing was wrong to-day. She endeavored to entice her father
to play with her by making her little childish efforts to attract
his notice, as usual ; but finding after three or four attempts
that her efforts were in vain, she relapsed into silence, and soon
fell asleep, her head resting upon her father’s arm.

The other children also seemed to find the parlor dull that
evening ; they had made no remonstrance when their mother
told them it was time for them to go to bed; but had allowed
the nurse to lead them away, without pleading as usual to be
allowed to sit up “only alittle while longer.” There was
evidently a feeling of constraint possessing the household of
George Hartley

When the nurse had withdrawn with the older children,
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Mrs. Hartley gently lifted the sleepmg pet of' the family from
her father’s lap, and laying the child down in the cradle, she
drew her chair close to her husband and taking his hand in
her’s, said -~

“Dear George, I am sure there is something serious the
matter, Whatever it be, do not fear to tell me of it. It is
worse to bear this suspense, and see you suffer alone and in
silence, than it can be to know the worst and share your troubles
with you. Who so fitting to be your confidant as I, George ?
You say you are quite well in health, Something then has
occurred to disturb your mind, Is there anything the matter
at the office 27 C '

“ No, my dear,” returned George. *Nothing has happened
which has anything directly to do with us. Set your mind at
ease on that'score. But I'll tell you, now the children have
left the room, Ellen. Edwards has committed an extensive
forgery upon Mr. Davis, who has behaved towards him with
so much generosity, and has absconded.”

To say that Mrs. Hartley did not experience a sensation of
relief, when she learnt that the trouble which evidently had
weighed upon her husband’s spirits, had no relation to his own
affairs, would be folly, for it was natural that such should have
been the case. She was almost ready to exelaim, *Thank
God! that this is all;” for the poor woman had began to
imagine all sorts of gloomy things; but she checked herself,
and instead of giving vent to a selfish expression of joy, she
said with deep and real feeling: ‘

“Poor Mrs. Edwards! and the children, 'What will become
of the dear children?”

“ Aye” said her husband, “it is of' them, poor things, that
I have been thinking. Charles has now placed himself beyond
the pale of sympwthy 3 but his wife, poor woman ! it will be a
shocking blow to her,”

“ And then think of the poor children, George ! ”

“Yes, my love. 1 sincerely pity them, poor little thmgs 1
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¢ Has Mrs, Edwards heard of it yet ?”

“1 don’t know. Mr. Davis called at Mr. Wilson’s, and told
me of it, He was almost distracted. Ie said he only dis-
covered it to-day.” '

“How did he make the discovery 27

“I have not heard, He gave no particulars. Indeed, he
was too much agitated to enter into details.?

“ What is the amount of his loss ?”

“ That I know not: but I presume it must be very great, or
he would not be so distressed about it. He merely said that
his suspicions had been aroused in consequence of Charles hav-
ing absented himself for two days from the office.”

There was a ring at the bell of the front door, and shortly .
afterwards a servant entered the parlor, and said that Mrs.

‘Fdwards had called and wished to see Mr. Hartley.

“Show her in, Jane,” said Hartley. . % Ellen, my dear (to
his wife) perhaps you had better retire.”

Mrs. Hartley was only too glad to leave the room, and
escape the distress of being present during the interview.

“I will send for you, Ellen, if you are wanted,” said her
husband, as she retired—and she had hardly passed through the
folding door before Mrs. Edwards, evidently in a state of great
perturbation of mind, entered the parlor. "

“ Oh, Mr. Hartley!” she cried—almost dropping into the
seat that George had hastened to place for her—“do you know
where my husband is? He has not been home these two
days. | was uneasy yesterday, but still I thought that pro-
bably they had been very much oceupied at the office, and he '
had slept there, as he has done once or twice; but having
heard nothing from him this morning—he always sent me a
message in the morning when he had been detained before—I
called at the office at noon to-day, and was told that he had not
been seen there for two days; and I am certain something
dreadful has happened. They were evidently afiaid to tell me.
Mr. Davis left the counting-room when:he saw me enter and
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the clerks looked so strange and mysterious. Surely, Charles

cannot have met with any accident, They should lef me
know where he is, if that is the case. I returned home, but I
! 3

f};uld not rest, and I at length determined to call upon you, for
I you know anything of him I am sure you will tell Ihe,all
My husband is not ill, Mr, Hartley 2” o
: ) —
*1 have no reason to imagiue he is, Mrs, Edwards.”
George. “J have not seen him for some weeks.” ’
There was, however, in spite of Hartley’s endeavor to
appear co.mposed, something in the expression of his counte-
- mance or in the tone of his voice, which seemed still more to

said

alarm the terrified woman-—and she said .

“Mr. Hartley, if you have not seen my husband, I know
that you are aware of what has befallen him, Tellj me all
Tell me at once. I am able to bear it ofera,
ble to this dreadful suspense.”

; 'll‘liedpoor. woman’s anguish was so great, that Georce
readed to disclose the facts of her husband’s dishonesty ‘a;d
w 7

Anything is prefera-

subsequent, flight ; but he folt that the intelligence had to reach
her, and that it had better come from him—an o]d‘f‘riemi{1 e:r?d
one upon whom she had been acenstomed to re] ¥, than ﬂ'zn'n
stranger, or from the reports which would be sur; to/appear i::
th.e newspapers—perhaps greatly exaggerated, and embellished
with comments, which would fall still more 11&!‘8111 and f
fully upon the unhappy woman’s ears. FE
EI]Z[ was silent for a f‘ew minutes, and then he said—

Mrs. Hartley, I will not deny that I have heard something
relative to your husband which it will Pain me to repeat anz
you to hear; but you must endeavor to bear it li‘f'ter 1;]
ma?ters may not be so bad as they are represented,” a’

¢ Te_ll me-—tell me at once,” almost screamed the poor w
man. My husband is not ill, you said, It is Worfe-—rh“ e
geai.ait.l ha;i a §trange dream last night of the water as IZ;:
hipm cm:s]ig;]goi'hl:rgri);:he fireside. Some accident-has befallen

[13 *
It were better that it had been so—hettar +hat ha yweape

.
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dead,” thought George Hartley, as he looked with pity upon
the anguish depicted in the poor abused wife’s features ; but he
replied, * Mrs. Edwards, Charles is, | have reason to believe,
living and well in health, but prepare yourself to hear sad
news. He has absconded, after having, as Mr. Davis inform-
ed me to-day, committed forgery to a large amount upon the
firm by whom he has been employed.”

The unhappy woman uttered a piercing shriek and fell sense-
less to the floor. ’
 George immediately rang the bell and desired his wife to be

summoned, but Mrs, Hartley had anticipated the summons

and entered the parlor immediately after the servant, George
in the meantime had raised Mrs. Edwards from the floor, and
placing her upon the sofa, he left her in charge of his wife and
the servant girl, bidding them send for him if they could nog
succeed in Testoring her, and he would immediately procure
medical assistance, and then he retired to the library to await
the result of his wife’s endeavors.

It was long before the poor lady was sufficiently restored to
be enabled to leave the house. She fell into a suceession of -
fainting fits, accompanied with hysterics, which sometimes as-
sumed an alarming appearance ; but at last she became more
composed, and expressed a wish to return home. George and
his wife both pressed her to occupy a bed in their house for the
night ; but she said that she had left the children alone, and
she must return to them; George therefore accompanied her
home, leaving her at the door—they having hardly exchanged
a word during the walk, the subject which in reality engrossed

 the thoughts of both being avoided as if by mutual though tacit
consent.

On the following morning, as George Hartley had anticipa-
ted, the newspapers published an account of the forgery, which
was stated to involve a sum amounting to nearly twenty thou-
sand dollars ; and it was said that the fraud had been going on
for alength of time, indeed almost from the day Mr, Davis
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b .
il?;r]())l;:;r'loted the dishonest clerk from the store to the count
It appeared that perfect confidence had been reposed in th,
yeung man by his too-confiding employer, who had allow ;
him even to sign checks in his name when he was absent .-fr )
the city—the peculiar nature of his business often callin h(?m
awa)‘r. An arrangement to this effect had been made Wit{fl IVil[m
_Daws’s bankers, so that the clerk had had things all~his .
way; and he had succeeded in eluding discovery o; even iy
picion, by making false entries in the books and summi up
his (.:ash accounts so as to make them balance fair] I}gl\:’.l[lp
Dav.ls was severely and justly blamed for his want of i;lsiner'
caution, but he was pitied likewise, for as a man of busi I:S
was generally esteemed for his integrity. The loss Waslii? ;
2 severe one to him, for he was not in a very extensive wa iy 1
bu_smess; and had not his creditors, in consideration f’ylc‘)
misfortune, allowed him time, he would have been ruin 3 1;3
was stated In the newspapers likewise that it was sus . t ;
that the clerk, Charles Edwards, had started for Texasp-ec ed
as he l'lad had nearly three days start before his fraud,s 2:,(1
been discovered, and as there were no electric telegraphs in
those t:]ay_s, there was every probability that he would pma.ke
| good his escape.  All this was corroborated by the statement
of Mr. Davis himself to George Hartley, who called duril]s
t‘he day at his place of business. The merchant felt at first :
!lttle embittered towards George, in consequence of his havi :
in the first place procured Edwards the situation at his st th?
but at length he acknowledged that Mr, Hartley was ilo(;;r?’
fault, as he had been especially cautious, even to forewarnihm
when R?I{ed‘ by Mr. Davis what he thought of his intentio %
promoting Edwards to a seat in his counting-house "
_ Mrs:. Edwards and the children were left desti‘tute by th
unfeeling husband and father, who appeared to have ¢ ivenyﬁ' ¥
self up entirely to evil courses, This was evidentgfrom Zﬁle

subsequent conversation held on varitus occasions between -
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Mrs. Hartley and Mrs. Edwards; for though the latter, like all
women, was unwilling to criminate her husband, she could not
help, at times, letting fall remarks, from which Mrs. Hartley
inferred the course of life the miserable Edwards had led;
still it was evident that Mrs, Edwards knew nothing of her
hushand’s criminality with regard to his employer. It only
transpired, by slow degrees, ‘that he had lived extravagantly,
and as both George Hartley and his wife believed, had heen
addicted to gambling, drinking, and low company, although
with the shrewdness necessary to the chiaracter of a thorough
rogue, he had managed 40 disguise his fondness for these low
pursuits from his employer.

Ongce again George Hartley stood the friend of the unfortu-
nate woman, . Mrs, Hartley hired a small store for her, for
the sale of millinery and fancy goods, which George stocked,
and thus she was placed in a position to maintain herself and
her children, by the exercise of honest industry.

Months passed away, and nothing was heard of Edwards
His wife, however, prospered in her undertaking, mainly
through the good offices of Mrs. Hartley, who reeommendec
her to the patronage of her friends, and by degrees she repaid
the funds which George had advanced to start her in business.
Meanwhile, Hartley himself continued to prosper. He had

taken the *tide in the affairs of men,” which Shakspeare speaks
of as happening once in a lifetime to all, at the flood, and it
really appeared to be leading him on to fortune ; but his good
fortune was truly owing to his own industry and attention to
business, which had secured for him, from the first-day of his
entering the counting-house of Messrs, Wilson, the favor and

. eonfidence of his employers.
10* )
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CHAPTER XXII,

HENRY SELBY’S SUCCESE IN INDIA-—HE WRITES TO JOSEI;II

CARTER AND ELLEN,

“ Everything is possible to him who wills”
THE FrENCEMAN A" MARSEILLES 0 Kossury,

Hzexry Serey pursued his occupation at the office of the
judge with unwearied diligence. It was the first time in his
life that he found himself occupied in an employment agree-
able to him, for although it was dull, monotonous work enough,
this copying of dry law papers, it was an employment that af
least opened to him a prospect of future advancement, and

enable him at present to make use of hig self-taught acquire-
ments,

3

The judge was Pleased, not only with his industry, but with
the facility with which he comprehended the nature of any task
set before him. He performed the duties of his office much
better than M, Murray had anticipated, and bette
predecessor, Tullah Beg, the Hindoo elerk, had done, for he
wrote English with greater facility and correctness than the
young Oriental, ’ :

One day the judge was more busy than usual
he had several translators in his em
apparently a sufficient number to acco
with the necessary rapidity.

“Now, if you eould only translate Hindoostanée, Henry,”

said he, “how glad I should be. I'm sure I hardly know how
I shall get these papers completed in time,” '

, and although
ployment, there was nog
mplish the work required

r than his
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Henry had patiently, yet hopefuliy, waited for such an occa-
ion as this. . -
SIO‘I‘I W1l you allow me to try, sir,” he modestly objerv?d.
: try to translate Hindoostanée,” said the
e e i f Henry’s condition
judge, laughing at the very ideg of a boy of He y ouditio
Jb“ inascompetent to translate an Oriental language into English.
e ; ' X i
i V"thly boy, what do you know of the language,: I don’t sup
ose y:)u know even one character from another. ’

! «] believe I do, sir,” returned Henry. “I employe my
leisure time, during the two -years I was a:t Cawnplorle, 1;1
ndeavoring to learn Hindostanée and Bengalée, and, althoug
? do not imagine [ am & master of cither language, 1 knox‘v
enough to read Hindostanée, and, I think, to translate it

freely.” . . '
T {ndeedlﬂ exclaimed the judge, in a tﬁl}e”zmddwiith 1?3111321(;
i ity 3 : > hear you read this,” and he
of incredulity ; “let me .
the boy a Hindostanée document which lay on the tall)l.e. ;
To his astonishment, Henry read it with perfect facility, an
1 correct pronunciation. s
nglNaow” conlzinued the judge, “let me hear you translate
H
: i lish.”
that paragraph into Eng . '
Hgnrygaccomplished this with equal readiness.
The judge appeared to be struck with amazement. -
L« Wl;]y Henry,” said he, ¥ who was your instructor in the
H
X »
iental languages ? _
Or‘l‘ No one i:’s.ir,” replied the boy; “I taught myself to rea.d
: ! :
and write Hindostanée, and one of the Zeminders of C:aq:‘:am
Donaldson’s regiment, taught me the correct pronouncia 10111.
As to the Bengalée, I was in the habit of hearing that consta'Int y
'; oken. I learnt to speak it myself easil?r enough:, but ;.s-
Ere ou, sir, I found the Hindostanée sufficiently difficult; for
1h " ’ : '
:he ﬁblist ?year I made little progress, but afterwards it became
: % .
uch easier to me. . . .
" «1 shonld think, my boy,” said the judge, * that you did 211&
it difficult enough, Why it’s positively wonderful. Very few
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;)Ifer?ir ‘yf*_oun-g Writers, who have been grounded in the rudi.
qppo‘;;q t(:n e::lltze Ialziguaie in England, before they obtain their
af 8, and who are compelled to devote thei
time, for years after their ival i i, 10t o
a + arrival in this country, to th
of perfecting themselves i i A o perfont »
n Hindostanée, acqui y
knowledge of it as you seem to possess » avire so perfeet a
111 ’ ' .
. dThey, perhaps3 have not generally the same incentive to
U:c %r ghat I had, sir,” modestly rejoined the youth,”
Hn eed, my boy ; and what was your incentive 27 ‘
enry blushed, as he timidly replied—* I did not wish always

to remain in the humble position in which fortune had placed -

me, sir,” _
G . 7
. A very laudable ambition,” returned the judge. “Bus
ap,tathonaldson never told me anything of this .Was he
aware that you were improvi ime in-this m; |
hey Sir‘}” improving your time in this manner 2”
114 3 -‘
) gnd why dI(.l you keep it a secret from him 2?
o zcause I wished first to try whether I was able, with the
i
mm1 if means at my command, to accoroplish the gask I set
15hys.eI - I 'was afraid of being laughed at, if I let it he known
at I, a poor servant boy, was endeavoring to become 9;11

Oriental lingnist; besides, I did not know that he would ap- -

prove of my so employing myself. He might have thought I

was too, proud for my situation, and when I had succeeded so .

n;uc};l "t;etite;' than 1 had antiéipated, 1 was too proud to boast
of wha ad accomplished ; I wai
' 3 ited for the opportunit
, come when the acquirement would be of serﬁcep fo m: :’y to
again the boy blushed deeply. ,
“You are a brave fellow,” sai i
f y’ said the judge. «Y
ztnd perseverance will not only be useful to you now (;)1:{‘; t;»)l\:zts
‘]1kew1se. I must talk with you again, by-and-by ’N ow, h -
ever, s:et to work and transiate these documents, Tul]aii BOW- |
::vl.-1 getl;tmf well again ; he would shortly have resumed his o:f
8 ould _ha.ve put you to your former duties. Nogér h; |

and
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shall resume his place, and, for the present, I shall employ you
as a translator.” _

So saying, he placed the bundle of documents before the boy,
and, turping away, resumed his own studies. ’

Heory set to work with a will, and when the hour arrived |
for closing the office for the day, he had accomplished nearly
double an ordinary task,

. The judge expressed himself delighted, and after dinner that
evening, he summoned Henry to his study.

There he held a long conversation with him, asking him
gbout his parents and friends, and demanding his reasons for
having left his home, ‘

‘Henry told him the plain unvarnished story of his child-
hood’s and early boyhood’s career, to which the judge listened
attentively. o |

“Then you never knew your parents ?” he said, when the
lad had concluded his story. '

“ No, sir.” - ‘

s Selby your real name?”

“Tt is the only name by which I have known myself to be
called, sir.”

“ Tumph! You are an astonishingly clever lad, Henry, and
will make your way upwards in the world, mark my words.
Captain Donaldson and Ada will return here in the course of a
fow weeks. 1 have effected the exchange in his favor, and have
‘procured him his majority. When he comes, he and 1 must
hold some conversation with regard to you ; meanwhile you will
‘attend the office as usual, Be as industrious and attentive as

you have hitherto shown yourself, and be sure that you will
always have a friend in me.” ' :

From the period of this conversation, the judge showed a
marked difference in his behavior to Henry. He had always

been kind to him, as he was to every one with whom he came

in contact, but now he treated him as he would have treated a

son of his own,
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N At ‘t}he expiration of three weeks, Captain Donaldson, and
, )
(;:p tWl e, and Bl;llss Dorecas, returned from Cawnpore, and
ain, now Major Daonal i it 7
opta , j , 4 dson, ‘took up his abgde with the
t T]he Iattex: suffered very little time to elapse before he related’
o the astomshfad major the discovery he had made of the ro
ma: kable acquivements of his late servant and prolegé _
4 1 .
. t:jhgzsf;o do w1f’?h tl}ie boy, in order to advance his interests
way for himself, is what ” sal
. puzzles me,” said the
3u<fflﬁge_, after he had concluded the relation. « He I;as abilities
sutiicient to enable him to attain r
uff ank and fortune, either i
civil or military service of th e 1t oty
e countrv; hut yo it
be the next thin i ibi to e him & ot
g to an impossibility, to procure hi i
ship, or even a cadetship, i oy sovvion, AT
: P, in the Company’s service. All
N m
;r;ﬂuent{;e,.l fear, would be of little avail ; they stand so muc}}I
on tieir aristocracy ; and u i
. ; nless he obtains a commissi
there is a bar to his advancement at once.” e

“ What then & i i i i .
st 0 you think of doing with him 2" asked the

“[ hardly know, I fan
cnow, ancy the best plan would be to i
. , 4 t h
Zrtx:led tol some mercantile firm, where his birth andgai}nt'teg;1
ents would not be so greatl i )
. . s y detrimental to his success—
indeed, in such a position, they need not be known: I couldsin-

troduce him as a youn
thing of that sort.”
& : ]

. bﬁfied, utio;] lﬁlybhfe,” replied the major, “’m half inclined
ieve that the boy is better horn thanh. i (

‘recollect what I told i rine ro s

you about his astonishing resembl
& pretty cousin of mine, named M ; marriod & s
eehan, who married '
named Hartley, Sup i , ot oy
: posing, now, he should turn out
actually to be a sort of relati i o oee Gy
] ive of mine, it would be qui
mantic, wouldn’t it? And to thi ’ i tho moor
Eellow up om bowed hip 1+ nk, too, that I picked the poor |

A in 4 ’
Very romantic, indeed,” replied the judge, laughing, “but

g friend of yours from Europe, or some- -
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not at all probable; however, 1. will think over what I have
said, and see what [ can do for the youngster.” |

The judge was as good as his word, and the result was that
Henry Selby was placed as an articled clerk in the Portuguese
firm of De Sylva & Co., general Calcutta merchants, the judge
promising to allow him two thousand rupees a year for two
years, when, according to agreement, if he gave satisfaction, he
was to receive a salary from the firm of three thousand rupees a
year, Ieury Selby, by dint of his own good conduct and
strong resolve, thus found himself raised, while still a mere
boy, from poverty and dependence to comfort and respecta-
bility, with every prospect of fortune before him.

Fle served his two years’ apprenticeship to the perfect satis-
faction of his employers, and entered upon the receipt of his
promised salary. At the expiration of two years more this
salary was doubled, and, at the end of four years from this
period, the once poor, destitute beggar boy, found himself the
head clerk of one of the wealthiest mercantile houses i Cal-
cutta, in the receipt of an income of twenty thousand rupees
a year, and with a prospect, in a fow years more, of becoming
a partner in the firm. '

The judge, and Major, now Colonel Donaldson, still remain-
od his steadfast friends, and he was as comfortably gituated, in’
every respect, as he could wish for.

And now, for the first time since he had run away from Mr.
Blunt’s house in New York, he made up his mind to write to
his first friend, the watchman, and to little Ellen, whom he had
always remembered with tenderness, and whom he now pleased
himself with fancying a beautiful woman. . The watchman’s
family had never for a day been forgotten ; but. he had regis-
tered & vow, when a destitute boy he left New York, that they

should never hear of him again, unless they heard of him as a
successful man, and now the time had arrived, . It was with
foelings of pride, not unmingled with misgivings, that he dis-
patched his letter to New York; for although he had an
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intuitive knowledge of Ellen’s ﬁdelity to her bo
knev_v not what changes these long years, which hady
dl.lctlve of such change to him, had made amongst
friends and protectors, but he hoped for the best,
Wwas sent on its long journey, and Henry anxiously looked f;
ward to the time when he might reasonably expect a reply. 0*1;
y i

indeed: his humble friends were stil! alj
. e stil! alive iving still 3w &
city of New York, T and living still in the

-lover, he
been pro-
his former

The letter -
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CHAPTER XX,

THE WOLF IN EHEEP S CLOTHING.

“ Oh, Heaven ] that such companions thow'dst unfold,

And put in every honest hand a whip ‘

To lash the rascal naked through the world.

Even from east to west.” SHAESPEARE,

Eries CARTER finished her task as quickly as she was able, -
giving herself no rest, beyond what was absolutely requisite,
until it was completed ; and then with a beating heart and
somewhat reluctant steps, she wended her way to the store
in Chatham-street, for she hoped and yet dreaded to hear
something relative to the stranger, who had so singularly inter-
posed in her behalf: dnd yet she thought, as she hurried along
the crowded streets, “It is likely that I may hear nothing
further with regard to this gentleman; perhaps, even, he is
inknown to the proprietor of the store. It may have been an
impulse of pure generosity which impelled him to come to my’
assistance, 1 am sure I should be glad to do a similar kind-
ness to any one in distress,"were 1 in a position to do so.
Mother thinks I had better make some inquiry about him, and wo
did think it would be advisable to take no more work from the
store, until we discover who our unknown friend is. But, then,
1 have no means yet of repaying the money, and the proprietor
will return it to me if I take no more work. It would be
wrong for me to take it, since it was given in trust to the
storekeeper, in order that by that means I might obtain work,
I had better say nothing about it, perhaps; at least, until I
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have saved money enough to repay it
?

myself.,”

lez;icm of IEC }fell)l her tijougth took another turn, and the recol
her. end b er brother’s late intemperate conduct recurred t—
: ) she mentally prayed that he might obtain o
Ployment, which would o =] some emn-

ccupy his min TR
the temptation to mix wit by d and save him from

?{;Ifl(;? the day he had retu toxi
e , ‘ : 1toxication
pront u:;le;};:t;er s bgua\lrllor had given his Parents and his siéte;
| measiness.  tie bad never drank '
grent unen : ank so deeply again, as t
¥ intoxicated ; but he had n ’ .
H more than once shown signs

of havine i o
aving indulged in drink, and every day since, he had spent

hours from /i ivi
home without Siving any explanation of the canses

which led him abroad, and still he had obtaine

ment ; his mother and si
: ister fear _
himself to procure i, ed that he had o

Thinking over these various
herself at last opp
street and went in,

'f["imidly she laid her bundle on the
Sﬁylng a word, waited while the master
tling with a young woman whose errand
the same nature as her own. ’

“This work is ver

i o1y carelessly done ¥—gaid
zxamnnng & seam: in one of the garments o .
one, i :
Whe, ;I}lldGEd-ﬁ' Xfou have been afraid of your stitches, surel
matgr 9;‘ stu w11'l hardly hang together. It woyld 1;0t bey.
i Iilil of much difficulty to count the stitches,” N
o Sa-zstr;zken me a day-and-a-halfto make each of those shirts
» Sald the young woman; “and I am ,

. , only to get t '

s en
cop;ec; fgr them, Indeed I have done the best [ can gand fzfte(;-ef?lfs
St oI the needles and thread is deduc'ted, it does"not l;me .
e me

five cents a-day. I could w
. ork faster:
50 much of my time,” ter; but my ba,'by occupies

“That is no business of min
should not apply for work if yo

and to pay the deposit

rned home in 1 state of ir

d no employ-
eased to exert

painful matters, 11| -
. . , Hllen found
osite the shirt-store, and she crossed the

i

counter, and without
‘of the store was set.

apparently, was of

e, sald the shopman. @Yoy
u have other matters ¢o oceupy - -

h idle and dissolute companions ; for
; .

“Very carelessly . .
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your attention. See here: do you think I ean afford to pay
you ten cents a shirt for such work as this?” and, with a sud-
den and powerful jerk he ripped open a sigam from top to bottom.
“Take back this shirt, young woman, and sew it over again.
The rest are badly done, bus I'll let these pass this time: and
when you return this garment we'll talk about payment.”

« But, you'll pay.me for the other eleven shirts?” said the
young woman, imploringly. *

“« No—I never pay for a job until it is finished. That’s a
rule I've adopted, and I won’t change it to please any one. Do
as you please; cither take back this shirt and sew it over
again, and then come for your money, or else leave the bundle,
"and get your pay how you can.”

The young woman burst into tears, but without saying a
word, she took the torn shirt, and rolling it up, left the store.

How Ellen’s heart beat for her. . How she wished that she

were able to offor her assistance; or that, as had been the case
on the day she had made application for employment, some
generous stranger had interposed with the obdurate shop-
keeper, in behalf of the poor young widow—for that she was a
widow, her attire testified, scanty and shabby as it was. DBut
then she was a plain looking young woman, worn with suffering
‘and sorrow. There was nothing in her appearance to attract
the notice and enlist the sympathies of the charitable !

It was only when the sobbing woman had left the store, that
Ellen thought that perhaps she might meet with similar treat-
ment ; and she half feared even to offer her work for the criti-
cism of the hard-faced, keen shop-keeper; but he saw and recog-
nised her, and to her great relief, although somewhat to her
astonishment, he addressed her with kindness.

“ 8o, young woman,” he said, ¢ you have brought back your .
work, eh? You have got your task completed quickly ; that's
what T like to see. Let me examine it.” And he opened the
bundle—but merely glancing at the shirts, continued— -

¢t seems pretty well done.. Let me see—six shirts at ten
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cents each is sixty cents.
her the poor Pittance she b

“I'suppose you would 1
with yon?” he said, as Ellen was placing the money she had
- received in her pocket. '

“I should be glad to do 50, sir,”
“ Ah—yes—well,

Here is the money ; and he handed
ad so hardly earned,

ike to take some more work home

repj]ied' Ellen. -
Do you live far from here 13

1 told you so when I was here the

“In Mulbérry-street, sir,
other day,”
“Yes, but I had forgotten.

material ready for you just no
hour’s time,

I asked, because I'have no more

w3 but I shall have some in an
Do you think You could ma

nage to look in again
in the course of an hour?2? '

our was still more tiresome,
~ former plan, ang bromising to
she hastened home with the

returned at the expiration of tj
This time there was

in examining some handkerchiefs,
towards her, and she could not see hj
him to the back part of the

However, she decideq upon the
be back at the time appointed,
proceeds of her earnings,
e hour to the store,

a gentleman in the

and "’

store, busily engaged
His back was turned
s face as she passed by
store, where it was the ‘custom. to -
opkeeper had been true to b

She hastened home 1

gain with all possible despateh, not
ing aware that she wg

s followed, at a short distance, by the
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jon first v-«visii:, had advanced the
ho, on the occasion of he;‘ .
ﬂem;nll‘;rs :ieposit to the proprictor of the store, in her be?alnf'.
twﬁ({){eobowed to her, and she blushingly returned the balzta io d,‘
H
and was passing into the house, when the gentleman addresse
her. ’ . '
“ You reside here, Miss?” he said.
“Yes, sir,”
“ By yourself?” : o
“ 0{1 J:10, sir; I reside with my father and mother, and b |
77 ‘ .
the‘: I_deedf You may think me impertinent, but allow m]i d’lc;
n i ) 3 -
i how is it that a young l:
‘hat is your father, and . ”
?i{ yo: ’ ‘{:as bec(;}me so far reduced as to seek for such Exnp}:;;
0 1]
111;13: qs’this ?” pointing to the bundle Ellen hz’m,d undﬁrd e}rE ixlen .
( o i ity watchmen,” replie .
“ My father is one of the city . o
“but guring the past winter he has been lmd. Pponfa b‘e:ert
y Eness and we have been reduced to a CO:fldltIO'n 0 p;)denly
. ; X
Silct we, have never heretofore experienced: Then S}lll Wit{l
o i ersation she had held with her mot er
e ot 1 had taken such interesf
regard to the object of the stranger who ha tad e S
in b hat disconcerte
in her, and perhaps also somew \ -
m het,rain thich he had addressed her, and by the recsllfact:; .
| ?1:2211 must have followed her all the way from :,he 8 o;i; ohe
added,  allow me to thank you, sir, in the name c; I:gefi onts ;
for y(;ur kindness to me the other day ; as soon as
or -

it in'my power I will repay the money—I will leave it for you
i

oA 4
" g}i i::;e turning away, when the stranger stqpped her by
i~
. ’ it; I had
Ob?‘eroviin?ou allude to that trifle I advanced as a deposit; 1 ha

| lly forgotten it, and I beg you will think no more about it;
rea , |

- LR}
1 ect you 'to repay it o g
: d‘?lE zhea)if repl;y it the moment I am able to do so, sir,” sal |
3 — i ou,”
El}‘e ?t was advanced with no such expc?gta,,tmn, I assure you,
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continued the gentleman. #S8o far from. that, I should only he
too happy to assist your father. It isa pity to sec a young
lady like you cngaged in the laborious and badly remunerated
employment of a seamstress,” ‘

“I must do what I ean to obtain my living honestly,” an-
swered Ellen, again turning away and entering the hall of the
tenement,

“Do not be in so great a hurry, Miss,” said the stranger.
“I have no doubt I—that is my friends—could procure you
more remunerative and more agreeable employment than this
miserable shirt-sewing. I should like to speak with you upon
that subject. Where can I meet you? do you never go out ?
Suppose now you meet me in the Park this evening, and I will
take you to my mother’s house,” .

“1 could not think of such a thing, sir,” said Ellen, quickly.
“If you wish to speak on such a subject, sir, you can see me
here, in the presence of my father and mother.” Aund without
waiting for any reply, she hurried along the passage and ran up
the stairs which led to the portion of the house occupied by the
family of Joseph Carter.,

Her mother was at home, and calling her on one side, she
hastily related the substance of the conversation that had passed,
and both came to the conclusion that as soon as the work that

she had then obtained from the store was finished, no more -
should be aceepted, unless, in the meanwhile, the stranger .

should call, and in the presence of the parents of the young
~woman he had voluntarily assisted, explain his motives for hav-
ing done so, and for following her from the store to her dwell-
ing, and making the additional offers of assistance, 1t had not
struck Ellen; but the anxiously suspicious mother doubted
not that the hour’s delay demanded by the proprietor of the
store had been asked with the object of again bringing her
daughter into eontact with the stranger, '-

A. thousand anxious thoughts were engendered by this little
episode. Mrs, Carter obtained but little sleep that night,

"
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CHAPTER XXIV.
THE DAREK HOUR AND THE DAWN.

% Despairing saints, fresh eourage take,
The cloud ye so much dread,
Is big with mercy, and will break

In blessings on your head.” Cowere.

NorwrresTANDING the remonstrances and entreaties of hls.
parents and sister, William Carter cont'muefi.l to pursue th.e exgl
course upon which he had entered. The patience with which 3
had in the first instance borne with his misfortunes, degenerated
into fnoodiness, which- in its turn gave place to recklessness,
Williain Carter was now seldom at home until a late .hom.- og' tl.xe
night, and when he did. return, he was generally dlﬁg;nse. }::}1
liquor ; and more than once he was absemi for the whole night,
and when he came home in the morning, jaded and catre-vsn:;rné,l
his eyes bloodshot, and his once ruddy rcheeks sa_liowlfan

shrunken, he would retire to the bedroom, throw hu'nse on
the bed in his clothing, and sleep for hours, ant.i then rise to go
abroad. again, heedless of the commands of his father or the
persuasions of his mother and sister, and absolutely ref"usmg to
give any account of himself or to say whe:re he was going. h
Many and bitter were the tears of ?11&-: mother——wmafiy the
prayers of his father and sister, still Wﬂha.m W?nt on his way
from bad to worse, for the vice of intoxication grew upon him,
‘ ame habitual. : :

aniioﬁ;;ﬁi} he came not home at all, and notWithstanding‘all

ihe efforts of the family to find out what had become of him,

nothing counld be heard of him.
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Weeks passed away without any improvement in the pros
pefzts of the family of Joseph Carter; for four weeks hf h (i
neither heard of nor seen his unhappy son.  Ellen had ova
worked herself, and her olose confinement at her needle aid?;
by the anxiety of mind she felt with regard to her b’rother
2rought on a fit of sickuess, which temporarily confined her tc:

er bed, and the consequence was, that the work she had
engaged to do for the Chatham-street storekeeper reraamed
unfinished,  Mrs. Carter was compelled to remain at ho
and look after the lodgings, and attend upon her daughter ; 2:5?:
upon Joseph—who again felt twinges of the rheumati;m
devolved the entire support of the family, out of the poor -1:
tance he received from his office—an occupation he wguld fI';Liu

have give : ite 1
¢ given up, for he was ‘quite unfit now for its arduous

duties, but he dared not: there was no alternative but to lab
on, or to starve, Often he was tempted to exclaim—« Whmi:
have: I done, that the anger of the Almighty should thus hea ']a
be visited upon me ?” but he forbore to murmur, and pati 'V;Iy
and submissively resigned himself to the Divine’wiﬂ P
The shopkeeper sent repeatedly after his goods l;r ing the
completion of Ellen’s work, and sometimes threatel,linggif' i% wa
not returned, to prefer a charge of theft against her. Alarme;
at these threats, and wearied with the cruel pertinacity of the
tradesman, Ellen, long before she was in a fit state of health to
fio 50, resumed her employment, and at last the work was fin.
lshe.d. To the last insulting message of her employer sh-
replied, that the work should be returned, com Ietedy oon
on the following day. , ! > noon
TI‘}]B to her engagement, she was at the store af th
appointed hour, and with fear and trembling she produ ed h .
bundi.e, anticipating incivility, and perhaps rudeness f'r?:in tlfr
proprietor of thestore. To her surprise, however ﬂ:he, was agal X
kindly received ; her work was’ praised, and the t;gﬂing a;f:;‘;
due to her promptly paid.  She was asked whether she would
take out any more work.  “No, thank you,” she replied,
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« much as I need employment, I find that [ am unfit to labor
just now; perhaps in the course of a week or two, I shall be
glad to accept your offer.”

«Then I will repay you the depesit you made,” said the
man, taking two dollars from the till.

% No, sir,” said Ellen, refusing the money that was offered
to her; “that money is not mine.”

¢t was paid over to me on your decount,” replied the shop-
keeper—* of course 1t was intended for your benefit. It is
false delicacy on your part not to accept it3” and again he
attempted to put the money in her hands. .

But LEllen steadily refused to aceept it. “ Return it,” she’
said, “to the person who was kind enough to lend it me.”

[ do not know him,’” answered the keeper of the store.

« Nevertheless you will probably see him here again. Keep
the money in your possession till then,” replied Ellen ; and she
was about to leave the store, when the very person of whom
she was speaking came out of the small parlor behind the
counter, and united his persuasions with those of the shop-
keeper. ‘

Then the idea flashed upon the mind of Ellen, which had
already been conceived by her mother, that the young man had
purposely met her at the store, at the instance of the proprie-
tor, and that his intenitions were evil.

Greatly alarmed, she hurried from the place, without speak-
ing another word ; but she had mot proceeded far before she
was overtaken by the young man in question, who as soon as
he came up with her, endeavored to enter into conversation.

Her replies, however, were brief, and she redoubled her haste
to get home and thus-free herself from his importunities. Her
endeavors, however, were uscless ; he refused to be shaken off
and at last he_oﬁ"eréd her hig arm, g

He was indignantly repulsed; but he still continued his im-
portunities, and at last he caught hold of her and passed her

arm within his own,
.11
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_ Whﬂe Ellen was struggling to disengage herself-—almost
inclined to cry for help from the passers-by—a young man
came up, attracted by the stroggles of the girl, for the attention

of sevel.'al persons had been drawn to her and her insulting
companion. “

It was George Hartley. ,

“Why, Dotter,” he said, indignantly, ¢ What is thi‘s’.2
what are you doing with this young lady ¢ surely you ought
to be ashamed of such behavior as this—in the public stre:ts
too!” : ,

The young man addressed as Pottef, whom the reader will
recognize as the person who had informed Edwards of the
vacancy in the house of Wilson & Co.,—which had subse-
quently been filled by George Hartleyu—walked' hastily Awa
muttfsring something to himself about the impertinence-(?;’
certain stuck-up puppies, who thought hobody 80 good -as
themselves, but who would have starved had they not wormed
themselves into situations that ought to have been filled by other
people, until he turned off down the first by-street he came to.

Hartley paid no attention to him: for ‘observing that E]le-n
was very much distressed, and perceiving at once, from her
appearance, that she was not one of the unfortuna‘;e class of

beings he had conceived her to be, on account of the situation in -

which he had found her, he asked where she lived, and offered to-
conduct her home, in order that she might not a«r;in be insulted
Ellen, who bad drawn down her veil, to cév:r her confusion.
and avoid the impudent gaze of those yersons who had beer;
attracted by Potter’s impertinence towards her, now raised it
an'd looking Hartley in the face—her own couni:e.nance Suﬁ'use(i
with blushes—gave him the desired information: but. at the
same j:ime, while she thanked him for his kindne’ss S;id that
ihet hdld- not not- feel the least alarmed, since she, feared mo
ig;u;:dxii;?rupmon from th young man who had so grossly

. {4 H i 3
You will excuse me, Miss,” said Haxrtley, scrutinising her

!
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features as though he had some recollection of having seen her .
before. I mean no offence ; but is not your name Carter?”
«g is, sir,” réplied Ellen, who saw that no impertinence
was intended in the question. ,
“ And your father is sometimes employed as a watchman,
is he not? I think—some twelve months ago-—he was em-
ployed as a private watchman by Mr, Wilson, of Wall-street,
and you sometimes came to the office for his salary. It is
there that I must have seen you before, for I have a perfect re-
colleetion of your features.” : ‘
«He was occasionally employed by Mr, Wilson, sir, some

'~ time ago,” replied Ellen; “and 1 think I recollect seeing you

at the bank.” *
_ « And what is he doing now? I have not seen him- for a
Ionig while,” ‘ .

“He is still employed as a city watchman, sir; buf he has
been very ill, and I fear the duty is too arduous for him.”

¢ Then-why not giveitup? ButIsee, Isee,” added Hartley,
checking himself, as he glanced at the faded and worn, though
perfectly clean and whole attire of the young woman. “Ilam
far from wishing to give offence, Miss,” he continued, and his
tone and mnanner were such as to satisfy Ellen that he spoke
the. truth, “but I presume that your father and his family
have suffered much during the late sad depression in business,
Let me see. 1f I mistake not, your father—when he was er-
ployed by our firm—was at the same time in the employ of
some merchant iu South-street, as a porter or carmant”

« He was regularly employed by Mr. Blunt, sir, before he
failed,” replied Ellen. ¢ Since that period, he has scarcely
been able to find any work to do.”

~ « Apd you have suffered much from poverty ? " said Hartley,
in & kind tone. ) '

“ We have, sir. Indeed, we have,” answered Ellen, almost
overcome by the evident sympathy of the young man.

By this time they had reached Joseph Carter’s in Mul
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berry-street, and Ellen was about to wish her companion goed
day, and again to thank him for the service he had rendered
her, when a sudden thought struck Hartley :—

“Is your father at home now, Miss?” he asked.

“Yes sir,” replied Ellen. *“ He seldom stirs abroad durin
the.da,y, for he can obtain no other employment bat his niuh%
duties ; and indeed they fatigue him so much—for his hea.]tl? is.,*

very feeble——that he 4s little fitted to do any
he had it to do.”

“ Well then, perhaps you would have no objection to m
s:teppmg up and seeing him, You know.” he observed smi‘yr
lingly, “ your father is an old acciun.intance, of mine,” ‘

" Ellen could make no reasonable objection : an.d indeed, if |
she had been so minded, Hartley did not gi,ve her time? t
reply, for he had entered the house as he spoke and runni .
up the stairs hefore her, he stood on the lunding: awaiting 11111;6:

slower arrival, to point hi
- 1 ick
sowe , top m out, the door by which he was to

thing else, even if

y El]t}%fl.l opened the door, and Hartley passing in, introduced

mse .to Joseph, who readily recognized him ; and the young

man quickly setting the invalid at his ease, was soon enganeg
i Rt}

with him in animated conversstion ; and before Joseph C
was aware of it, he had -
distresses,

Wh.en. Hartley had expressed to Ellen his wish to see’ hep
fa.ther., his object had been to render the old Watchman as ’
vice, if he found, upon entering into conversation w;th hier-
that he would be enabled to do so; and after hearing his sto:nl ,
helz asked him whether he would have any objection to "
with his family to Philadelphia. e
me‘: E:}:t:i?li not, if by so doing I can procure the employ

1t tha ave sought so long in vain in this city.” replicd
J os?,ph. “This nighé?duty doesg not Z?:blléligstgtg; mfhed
family, and it is wearing out my strength fast,” o

“ Then. : ' '
hen I think I ean get you a situation as warehouse-man,

arter
gleaned from him the story of all his
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and light ﬁorter, at our branch house in Philadelphia. Only
this morning Mr. Wilson was speaking to me about finding &
trustworthy man for the place. The work is not heavy, and
the hours aré not long; and though the salary is not very
large, yet it is considerably more than you get now, in the
unpleasant duty you are nightly called upon to perform. 1
must go to the office now, but you shall hear from me to-
morrow. Good day—and keep up your spirits: things will

* tunn out right in the end.” And thus saying, Hartley shook

;:#;’,hefbld Watchman by the hand, and wishing Ellen and Mrs, -
Carter good-bye, hurried back to the office in Wall-street.

' The next day, true to his promise, Hartley called, and

informed Joseph that he had procured him the situation; and

_that he was required to start for Philadelphia immediately.

The young man, moreover, insisted upon advancing money to
pay the expenses of the removal of the family—the money to
be repaid at any future time, when Joseph found himself able

" to do so without difficulty. The gratitude of Joseph Carter

and his family, thus sssisted by a stranger, was unbounded ;
but Hartley would listen to no thanks—and wishing them all
prosperity, he hastily withdrew.

Within a week Joseph Carter was established in his new sit-

. uation in Philadelphin.  Better prospects appeared to be
- dawning : there was only one sore trial remaining. Nothing -

had been heard of William Carter—but Hartley promised to
exert himself to the utmost to find out the youth, if he were
in New York, and encouraged them to hope that all would be
well with him. ¢ Perhaps,” he said, ¢ William had left New
York for Philadelphia, in search of employment himself, and
they might meet hiin there.”.

‘It was poor comfor to offer to his sorrowing parents and:
gister—but they had learned to place their trust in the kind
Providence which had ever befriended them, and brought them
safely through all their trials, and they still prayed, and did
not despair.




THE WATCHMAN

CHAPTER XXV.

REVERSES AND BUCCESSES,

“ T;‘he ehiefest action for & man of great spirit
TSh:(-;\;iti to begut of action, We houlci) thi;]k
ot was never put into the body
o mathns 50 many rare and eurions pieces

ematical motion, to stand still”

Wessrer’s Prav
8
< ]V}’)Vlf closed a preceding chapter
elby’s continuous endeavor
s s to succeed :
his r eed, to a poi .
ng&:e‘::rdf ‘;Fpeared to be at hand. He; had 3:;:12“1 'Whieh
0 : ) n
waiting o re ;S hearfs, to his early friends, and was a-n’xzzut?e
g ply.- His salary fur exceeded the requ ey
oderate wants, an equirements of

'
I - . . . f] . ] = .

refrained from .drawin his i
baving fon e i& ‘ entlr.e salary from his employers—
iy R in ?heu- hands all the monies that, ‘
s I;Zu}z:g{n il:laidﬁ for his present expenses, in thzh;t)%l :
b e he L} h ' nd'some favorable opportunity to iuveI;t
oo s 1 . i ndia, like all other places, is liable t

. e of trouble was at h iy
crzated the same depression in Cal
enceavors to make m i
will admit of, bad 50 often dons. ekl o o

that sever : sewhere, and the result w
firme 1 1?: ;ft‘; the hitherto considered most stable and '::f;q]‘:}? °
¥ were reduced to msolvendy, Amonast ;:he ’
g se

cutta, that the like reckless

after having brought Henry -

and.  Over speculation had -
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failures, and one of the most serious of them all, was that of
the firm of De Sylva & Co. . The apnouncement that the firm,
had suspended payment came like a death knell upon the city.
So taany smaller firms were connected with them in business, .
that their failure also involved these in ruin ; and when their
offaivs wers looked into, it was found that they would not be

‘able to pay one annd inthe rupee.  Poor Henry who believed

that he was the possessor of at least twenty thousaud rupees,
found himself, through therecklessness of his employers, reduced
to beggary. _ :

His letter, too, to his friends in New York was not respond-
ed to. Mail after mail arrived, and still there was no letter
from America for him. Te had written his letter just at the
time that Joseph Carter was thinking of removing with his
family to Philadelphia, and the watchman could not be found.
He sometimes thought of writing again, but his own affairs had
now assumed so disastrous a shape that he gave up the idea for
the time being, resolving to wait until fortune should again
prove propitious, and he should be enabled to clutch the fickle
goddess by the robe eé prevent her from freeing herself from
his hold.

A1l this time, notwithstanding his own career had been so

full of change and incident, he never thought that it was possi-

ble that changes should have taken place amongst the distant
friends of his childhood. He still pictured them in his mind’s
eye inhabiting the same humble quarters in Mulberry-street,
New York, still engaged in their former daily routine of busi-
ness ; the Wafchman still keeping patrol three times a week,
and still daily employed at Mr. Blunit’s warchouse ; and Mrs.
Carter still busied with her matronly cares; and Ellen and
Willy still'going to school every day, and amusing themselves
“in the evening with- reading aloud to their parents, or learning
their lessons for the following day. And at Mr. Blunt’s house
the panorama still presented the features it had exhibited when

" he was a member, though a humble one, of the merchant’s
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family. It never crossed his mind that changes and vicissitudes
might have befallen them as well as him, and he fancied that
he had but to write at any moment, and in dwe time the letter
would . reach them in the same old home. So it is with us alk
We know how we ourselves have been buffeted about in the
world, but we imagine that we alone are the sport and football
of fortune, and that others pursue, almost without a sign or
thought of change, the even te
he would think that it was possible that Ellen Carter might
forget her little boy-lover, but the fancy was so pregnant with
unpleasant associations, that he ever strove to put jt to flight
when it intruded itself upon him. {md so time passed away,
and waiting to embrace fortune on 5 firmer pedestal, Henry
Selby forbore and forbore to write. Meanwhile, while he was
struggling with adverse fortune, his ear] Ypatron, Arthar Donaldl-
son, had advanced to the.grade of Heutenant.colonel, o
Arthur Donaldson and J udge Murray had however kept an
eye upon their youthful prosegé. They had heard of his mis-
fortunes—not through himself—for he had too much pride te
come to them with lamentations, who had already interested
themselves so much in his behalf. But they had watched him
anxiously with the view of ascertaining how he would conduct
himself amidst his reverses, having resolved that afrer having
left him to struggle for a time with his difficulties, they awould -

again step forward and-help him to retrieve himself,

The erisis was over; some of the fallen houses had resumed

. business again; but the firm of De Sylva was g complete
" wreck, and Henry without a hope remaining of obtaining a
rupee of the money he had lost, had suceeeded in obtaining a
humble clerkship in another house, o
Now, however, that Lieutenant-Colonel Donaldson was on -
the point of leaving the city for a distant provinee, he thought
the yourlg man’s industry and integrity and ability to bear re.
verses had been sufliciently tested, and g few days before he

nor of their way., Sometimes:

£
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took his departure for Delhi, while seated in .conversation with
the judge after dinner, he introduced the subject. .
“ %y the-bye,” he observed, “we ought to do som Hi
- “ ]
towards setting that young fellow Selby up agan.

" appears to be a most industrious and worthy young man.
Hi

» him, judge?”

hat can we do for him, judg o .
W“%Why " veplied the judge, “he has"gmz a S]tu?on r:t)iv;re o
was thinl:ing of helping him on; but g: ;sda E:L th?;‘; Haury

ith 1 on

| oung man with thoney, an ! :
prc?si;ltwaﬂl)irnglybaccept it. ¥e will get friends, .doubtless, 01:
gle house in whose employ he is at present, and if any opp

' ist him.”
tunity offers of advancement, we can assist

hance
« don’t think,” replied Arthur,” that he h{l‘.E! mutch ci:e 0
of rapid advancement where he is., A clerk without a p

3 f
help himself with, in a small firm, has not much prospect o

ill eventually succeed-—of
it in the world, Henry wil -
g%m;ghufe 1:110 doubt—but I should wish, 1:?efore 1 lea.ve Siln
thita, tg give him a lift. 1 do not like the idea of having hi
cutta, ‘ ‘

i ' dull
perpetually chained to the desk, tied neek andt heels to du

" Bt i judge. «T cannot
« Byt what ean we do, Arthur,” said the judg

xplain-
t him a sovernment appointment, for reasons iI‘ Eav;z:;phdp
%3 before ?md which you know as well as I 1f he
, " s on e
i how ean we help him ?” N
11112-‘"19?:;(1 2101; mean to infer that he could no;;d};falg l;]:;es ;O
¢ ieve the boy would fin
ied the colonel. I believe '
r?']i::ﬁds;me rounds of the ladder of fame orhform;::e, P:ISEEO};I;I
o 1t I have thought. -
< but 'l tell you what : : .
e]:er zgelo':fr' ;,Ldvaneement in the service are barred agalnf‘:;;n}t;[il;
tot:;flgmerce offers him an open field in which to compete with I
c | 3 37
fellows for a prize — ' |
’ « e has tried the pursuits of commerce, an sueeeded
nce. His losses are not to be charged to his own neg
once.

d has suceeeded

l_ll*
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himself for a fow years, and I have no doubs

he will be as sue.
cessful as ever,” interrupted the judge.

“lem going to leave Caleutts,” continued the lieutenant.
should like to see Henry set

colonel, “and before | leave, 1
fairly going again. 1 have an idea in my head, and with your
assistance, I think it ean be carried out.”

“What would you advise ?”

“This,” continued the lieutenant-eolonel, « that we-—you are
& much wealthier man than I, yet I will go shares with you in
the expense—that we lend the youth a sufficient capital to pur-
chase a share in some rising mercantile house, A few thou-
sand rupees will do to start with—sines it must be a young
firm—none of the older ones would take a partner. Let Henry

understand that he is to repay the money advanced to him,

. 'when and how best he is able, by instalments or otherwise, as
he may think fit, and then let him shifs for himself. Take my
word for it, that once

again set fairly going, he will not fail to
do well.”

“I have little doubt of that myself,”
“though the idea never struck me befor
about commercial matters; but I am o
starting in life with borrowed capital ;
he is in the receipt of a fair salary,
own, and push himself forward 2

“Just as well, my dear Judge,” returned the colonel, “as he
could push himself forward in your office ; with this difference,

that in the one case, the doors are barred against him, because

he has neither capital hor family influence, and in the other the

want of capital alone forms the barrier. You know it is ver

different in India from Europe or America, All the heads of
commercial houses here start with some capital. The inforior
clerkships, are as they are in offices under the government,
held by natives who rarely, if ever, advance to a position of
wealth and influence, Of course, according to the plan I suggest,
Henry would have to perform, for some time at least, the duties .

replied the judge;
e, I know so little
pposed to the plan of
could not the boy, now
Save up a capital of hig
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f a clerk: but it would be with the conscifmsnes;; ]:hathh:
:vojld evex;tually rise, and that at once a portlon—ta:) th;);%, ‘
small one—of the profits of the house, W(f‘ﬂf co.r;e o ju.d .

i ink about it,” sal > X ‘
« Well, Arthur, I will thin ‘
“ \rX: ]’et us j0i1,1 the ladies,” and the two gentleman quitted . )
18 y 1€
dining room together. .. ‘ “ N
th?)n the?’ollowing ;‘Dnoming, the judge ul.formec:) tl;s e:;l; ot
to the conclusion to be ad,
colonel that he had come \ e
according to the proposition of the previous even}ntgh e I{
was summoned to their presence, and nl:ﬁ?rmed o ! ﬁindness
io ' : incerely for their generou S8,
tions, He thanked them six : Kindness
bit characteristically made no promises. Henry se

His golden rule was to act; to work and wait.

iastic i ing that
Arthur Donaldson, who was enthusiastic 1n evgryth?g:{) bt
r . ! ;
‘ ornents with the firm
\dertook, soon made atjrang . ith ¢ -
" mand Broéher then newly established; with whom, En e
50N \ lishe -
b:; ment of five thousand rupees, Henry Selby was to ﬁ;as ol
; '{ted into co-partnership, to receive 1o sa]ar}; nor f?ro ©
o | wt iri k ledoe of commer-
1 cquiring & knowledg
s first vear, while he was aeq . . mer-
tl'ml frlnatt);rs " but after that to be entitled to o;e 1:clllurél 210ne1
o ’ mdge an e ¢
i house, The jJudg
ntire profits of the : wolon
edvancfd the money required, and also a .suﬁieleTlt '.s,lum.ent e;;;; _
;’ expenses for one year, and Henry immediately
is

- . . ] 1 -

d his close habits of in-
'al languages of the country., an 1
andt o altr:?fed gas he had been in Judge Murl"ay.s bu:"e:;:é
e r{l’ of great advantage to him, and at the explram(;m 0 the
| . ‘L :
proveof robation, he was gladly admitted to a fair g,n equ: e
ylea::e' ofl? the profits of the firm, which assumed ‘q'left-la‘[:’l o
;zwson Brother and Sclby, and which already bid fair to
?
ne realthy house, S . , .
cogfcjl;fv{l}lile ‘I}_[‘ieuteuant-Colonel Donaldson rci?mned tat }?}31;;
i i i i cted as house-keeper to
i ig wife, while Miss Dorcas a. ! ucee
gilzr};.y who, siill continuedto reside at his bungalow at Gard
ki |

Reach.
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Sell; ;v:ss :E thed expiration of the year of probation, when Henry
o med an acknowl’edged and responsible position in
firm with which he had incorporated himself, that he wrot
4gain to Joseph Carter and Ellen, telling them’of his difl Ie
ties and struggles, and his present prospects of good fortuc:l1 -
and expr.essing a hope to return home, if not to stay, at least £ .
a long visit, in the course of a year or two, , >
‘ .'I‘he letter tc? Ellen contained also some matter for her
ini;t::.tethzar;e:;x;ih ;trﬂlls notd.r;ecessary for us to expatiatle on,
readi uess i i
neither of the letters were reg;aivged byuzlen;:;f;s illdwsiizf::
;l;i); vsrer; addressed. They were directed as before to the old
e in Mulberry-street, New Yorlk ; which had, since Joseph
Carter had left it, chariged tenants three or four t,imes and tll)x‘ ‘
watchman’s family were already forgotten ; none of t,he nei ]e
bors even knew where they had removed t{;. e
, Her.lr-y again Waitec? patiently for a reply, but the period when
e anticipated the arrival of Jetters, in answer to his own
by, and some time afterwards his own letters were r;,f e
from the dead-letter office at Washington—* Parties not lirn;d
found,”—inscribed in large scrawling letters on the erveloo )
'.[:hen Henry bitterly bewailed his folly and pricie inpe. ;
having kept himself informed—as he might easily have,dona:l >

of the movements and fate of : .
childhood had known. the only friends his desolate
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CHAPTER XXVL

A RETROSFPECT.

«This world is all a fleeting show, :
For man’s illusion given” Moozz,

I our last chapter we summed up the history of a consider-
able lapse of time with our friends in India. Let us now briefly
review the movements during that period, of others of the char-’
acters introduced to the reader in the course of our story,1
whom we left in America, in order to make a connecting link
in the chain of our narrative.

In a former chapter, the reader will recollect that we left
George Hartley progressing gradually, but firmly, in the favor
of his employers. Ile held then as he held still, at the expi-
ration of the period we are briefly summing up, the highest
and most influential position he could hold in the office of
Messrs. Wilson & Co., unless he were admitted as a junior
partner in the firm. As might be expected, he met with
numerous trials, which sorely tested his patience, arising as

they did in most instances ouf of the jealousy and envy of
those persons who had been less fortunate, generally because
less deserving, than he of the favors of fortune, and who could
not look upon his success without endeavoring to undermine
him in his employers’ confidence, by various mean and paltry
devices ; but strong in his integrity, George Hartley overcame
them all, and at the period when we shall again resume the
thread of our story, he had expectations, in the course of a
year or two, of obtaining an interest in the banking-house in
which he had served so faithfully and so well.
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Mrs. Edwards was getting along famously with her millinery
establishment. She employed several young women, and had
long since repaid the money so generously advanced her by
Hartley. Nothing that could be relied on as authentic had
been heard’ of Charles Edwards, although various reports had
from time to time reached her, to the effect that he had been
seen—one time rumor said in Texas—another time in the then
little known territory of California—and again that he had gone
to sea, and that the vessel on board of which he had sailed had
been lost. The poor woman stili grieved over him, and
prayed for him, for her trials had chastened her spirit; and
Mrs. Edwards, at all times an amiably disposed, had now
become a truly pious woman. She loved her husband ; for,
excepting when he had been maddened with intoxication, he
had always been kind and gentle with her and his children, and
she still indulged a hope that she should see him again, as she
humbly trusted, reformed in character ; and, as he was still
comparatively a young man, fitted to become a useful member
of society. Her children were fast growing up,
at school, and Mr. Hartley had promised when
old enough, to interest himself in procuring him a situation in
some respectable mercantile establishment, Altogether, since
we last had oceasion to speak of her, things had gone well -
with the widowed wife,
~ Joseph Carter had succeeded well in Philadelphia. He had
soon proved to his new employers the industry and faithful-
ness of his character, and as his labors werelight and his wages
liberal, he had recovered his health, and was now as hale and
hearty a man of sixty, as could easily be found,

Mrs. Carter was as industrious and thrifty as ever, and had
quite recovered her former matron) ¥ looks, which in her years
of trial aud trouble had been worn down with the physica
hardships and mental inquietude she had undergone. ‘

Ellen was remarked as being one of the most elegant young
women £o0 be met with in the city. Of course we don’t mean

but were yeb
the boy. was
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elegant as the term applies to the butterflies of fashion, but she

- was beautiful and healthy in appearance, neat and tasteful,

. . nd
without being gaudy in her attire, pure in heart lancé gentﬂe m:l .
: ' geo

ing i i it She had had several advantag
loving in her disposition. & | ‘ .
ofﬁersg of marringe—some of them from persons far above herin

their social sphere ; but she had, as most of her friends thought

unaccountably, refused to listen to any cff them..thcfl[e; f]'itgllilf:
gnd mother, however, knew that she still C..h.erlb E et
that Henry Selby, to whose laee%ing sile :giafévig&tei u(:; i
ions, vet lived, and until she was 8
?E:ccfase, ,sljle had resolved never to marry. Bot}l} g Oi,ngh tiz;ir
his wife, thought she was vliqsionzx;y nlhzl;swl():l 113 ,hwe they
forbore to urge her, notwithstan mg.f e ﬁer oy
glad to have seen her tho hagpy- wife o e meny
irer ¢ they were laid in the grave. y
'ai:'::rli‘zls,ogefo;fd ttheir felt that many years, at the furth_esfi
. gt el; se ere, i the course of nature, the grave close
. rllom I?i‘hey v:rere poor, and their daughter was young
ngrbt futi.ful With perfect faith in their daughter’s PUA‘ItY’
i? hea:t, they -knew that for such as she many snares are set, and

' therefore wished to see her comfortably settled in life before

they closed their aged eyes to the world in the }Tleep of;) d(:,la;;h(.)f |
: s in the otherwise happy abo
But there was a skeleton In . P e
i to be, in every family. g
Joseph Carter, as there is sure , g
bsent, they had heard n
the years he had been a t, they .
31; t}::iryson The most diligent inquiries had been madedboifh
%y Joseph, and by George Hartley, but all had been made in
, .
va’t}'ll.le family had been settled a long time in Philade]phia,'whdel:a @
Jetter, bearing half-a-dozen foreign post-marks, was rec}:ws fm‘);
Ei]en, Carter. It had evidently traversed half the gi? e be ”
it had found its way into her hands; and at la?t it Was; 5_
coived through a friend who had chanced to see 16 advertise
= 4
i st-office list in New York. ' .
" ;};ﬁeﬁotremblingly broke the seal, and hastily glancing at the
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signature, uttered an exclamation of glad surprise and thank.
falness, and then sung down in her chair, unable to read it

“ What is the matter, Ellen,” asked Mrs. Carter, who ;wvith
her husband had been watching her daughter’s p’roeee;l'ings
anxious to know from whom the Jetter could have come, ,

“It is from—Henry,” gasped Ellen 3 “read it, mother—-I
ﬁannot ;7 and she placed the letter in her mother’s hands
j Thank God. ! Henry still lives,” she continued after a pause:

the letter is dated only a twelvemonth ago.,”  Onl onf;
twgl.vemonth ago! It was a long period to elapse between the
writing and the receipt of a letter! But to her, who ﬁ‘efd for
many, many times that period, cherished the hope against hope
that her boy-lover still lived, and had not forgotten her—-—tﬁrell?v‘;
months seemed but as yesterday. |

Mrs, Carter put on her spectacles, and read the letter aloud
It t(_)ld of Henry’s adventures—his difficulties, and his -i)'r;i(aqen;
happy prospects-—and how, long as he had been silent, he thad

never forgotten Joseph Carter, nor his wife—nor, above all, hig
]

Iitt‘Ie: Ellen, Joseph and Mrs. Carter could not forbear
smiling when they heard how he spoke of their tall and Hand-
some daughter, as if she were still a child; but Ellen drank in
every word, as if it were a draught of happiness, which she had
long sought in vain, until at last hope, itself, had almost fled
Henry spoke kindly of every one whom he had known: of Mr.
Bluut, and the youth, his son, who had treated him :.:io badlj)
when he'was a humble dependant in the merchants’ househbld -
and the tears came into the eyes of all as he alluded to the:.
many happy hours he had spent with Willy Carter.
f‘,God be praised ! exclaimed Joseph, when his wife. havin
finished the perusal of the letter, refolded it, and refurx;ed it t%
Ellen, “God be praised! His ways are mysterious. We
are humble instruments in his hands, but [ always h0p;ad and
believed, until lately, when Henry’s long silence of years
caused me to give up all thought of seeing the boy again fha:u
my steps were not directed-towards him for nothing, v:fhéfn I

|
i
i
i
|
\
|
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found him, poor little fellow, sitting on the stone steps, opiao-

. site Trinity Church, in New York, nearly starved and half-

frozen to death! But what does he say Mary ? that he is going

1o pay us a visit in a year or two? It is a year since that let-

ter was written—perhaps he is on his way home now, poor lit-
tle fellow ! though what am I thinking about—he is not a poor
little fellow now, but a grown man, and a rich man too. Well,
rich or poor, I'shall be right glad to see him, and so will some-
body else, [ warrant ;” and the old man glanced archly towards
Ellen. -

But Ellen, amidst her delight at hearing of Henry’s existence
and his happy prospects, had other thoughts intervening, which
considerably modified the pleasure she might otherwise have
experienced. She rejoiced ap Henry’s success; but though she
knew it was selfish and wrong, she could not help wishing in
her heart that he had not succeeded quite so well as his letter
‘seemed to infer—that he was not quite so rich a man. Perhaps

now there might be .an impassable barrier between her and
him, whose image she had so long and faithfully treasured up
in her heart of hearts. She had strong faith in him, and her
faith was strengthened by the tone of his letter. He must still
love her, she thought, to think of her after so many years,
amidst all the changes he had passed through; but perhaps
Henry Selby, the rich India merchaut, would only think of her
as a humble playmate of his youth when he was Henry Selby,
the poor orphan boy, reseued from starvation by her father,
and dependant upon his bounty, Foor Tllen! her doubts and
fears were very natural.

Henry had stated in this Jetter that it was the sixth he had
written, and that of these four had, after many wanderings,
been returned to him, through the dead letter office—but that

_he had resolved still to write on, in hopes that at last some one
of the letters might reach its destination. *He would never,”’
he said, ¢ give up the search after his old friends and benefactors.”

« You must write to him immediately, Ellen,” said Joseph.
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“Let me see, what's the direction :— Henry Selby, Esq., mer.
chant, &c., Caleutta, British India.’ The letter has a long way
to go——Calcutta, British India, must be a matter of twenty
thousand miles off.”

“ Not quite so fiar as that, dear father,” said Ellen. « But if
Henry—Mr. Selby I mean”—poor girl, she was already afraid
to call him by the old, familiar name—*if Mr., Selby has
sailed from India, or if he does sail before my letter reaches
him, my epistle will meet with the same fate as his, be doomed
to wander to and fro, seeking an owner half over the eivilized
world,” ' L

“ At all events, Ellen, the safest way, now we have heard

ﬁdings of the boy, will be to write,” said Joseph. . “If the let-

ter misses him, we can’t help it ; and we shall, at least, be bet-
ter satisfied if we send one. 1 think you had better write,
Ellen.” _

And Ellen did write, although it cost her a deal of trouble,
and the waste of over a quire of post paper, before she could
-get one worded to suit her. Indeed, she did not succeed at
all; but, in despair, sent off the last one she had written.
Poor Ellen, how easily she could have written a letter to poor
Henry Selby! How difficult it was to write one to Henry
Selby, Esq., merchant, of Caleutta, British India!

She might, however, have spared herself the pains. The let.
ter reached Calcutta after Henry Selby had sailed for England,
It did eventually reach him ; but it was received by him at
New York, to which place it had been re-posted by his partners
in Caleutta; and before that period he had seen and spoken
with Ellen, and had. but we forbear, We will not antici-
eipate our story. : :

Mr. Blunt, during the period of which we speak, had not re-
covered from the effects of his disastrous failure. He was now
a book-keeper in a house in Water-street,

Thus matters rested five years from the date of J. oseph Car-
ter’s removal from New York to Philadelphia.

THE WATCHMAK.

CHAPTER XXVIL

MYSTERIOUS INQUIRIES.

“ What is your parentage i”
“ Above my fortunes ; yeb my state is well—

entleman.”
lamag Waar You WiLL.

Axour five years, perhaps & little more, after th.e period
when we last brought George Hartley into inf1medlate con-
nexion with the reader, he had entered the office in Wall-street,
as usual, about nine o’clock. Shortly afterwa.ll'ds the postman
entered with a bundle of letters, amongst Whl(?h there.w.,as. %
paéket from India. One of these letters contained an involce
of ‘goods, shortly expected to arrive in the Montezuma, E[;]ast
Indiaman, which were chiefly consigned to' the hou:%e of W1 501‘1
& Co. ; for in addition to doing an extonsive ‘bankmg business,
this firm received and shipped a- great q\.mntlty of good's frorﬁ
and to all parts of the world. The reading of the 1nv01ce1fe .
within the province of the managing clerk3 George Ha.ri‘:‘ey-,
but the letters, two of which were especially m.fwrked H};n—
vate,” were of course laid on the table in the l?nerkoh ce,
usually occupied by the Messrs. Wilson. .At ten o’cloc tdose
gentlemen reached the office, and immediately proqeede Mto
open and read their correspondents’ ]e?ters: .Ve_ry soon Mr.
Hartley was summoned to wait upon his principals. - ’
“ You have received the invoiee of the Montezuma’s cargo,
“Mr., Hartley ?” said the senior member of the firm.

“Yes, sir.”
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“Very well. 1 have here two private letters, one of them
is from Mr. Selby, one of the partners of the house of Dawson &
Selby, who have done so much business with us for these three
years past; the other is from a gentleman who has taken pass-
age on board the Montezuma from Caleutta. He is an Eng
lishman and 2 man of rank, Lord Mordant, as I understand
from some remarks in another Ietter, Henry Mordant he signs
his name. However, singularly enough, both letters, though
evidently written without any pre-arrangement on the part of the
writers, have allusion to the same matter. Mr, Selby wishes
me to discover, if possible, whether a man named J oseph Carter,

or any of his family, are now. residing in New York, or if they -

have left, where they are to be found, He says, this man
Carter was formerly a city watchman, and a carman in the
employ of Mr. Blant. Mr. Blunt—1let me- think—that was the
name of the merchant who failed during the hard winter five or
six years ago. If we can find him out, he may know something
‘of the man or his family, I should like to do all I can to find
him, for I wish to oblige Mr. Selby. His house has dealt very
liberally with us since we have done business with the firm,”

“ Carter—Joseph Carter, sir,” said Mr. Hartley— that must
be the person whom I recommended to you as a light porter
for our house in Philadelphia. He is still living there, and
filling- the situation; they speak very favorably of him. It
will be easy enough to find him.” ,

“Indeed. Well, it is singular,” continued Mr. Wilson,
“that the very man so particularly inquired for should actually
be in our employ. You are not mistaken in the mau, - Mr.,
Hartley 2”

“Ithink not, sir. This Joseph Carter was formerly one of
the watchmen of the city, and often engaged as a private watch-
man. He has been employed several times to keep watch in
this very house, at times when we have had a large amount of
specie on hand.”

“The request in the other letter,” continued the merchant—
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the one from Henry Mordant, or Lord Mo-rdams, is still limore
singular. The gentleman or nobleman,.wxshes also to. mt).lwl-
whether an old man named Carter, a city watehm.an, 1}91, :ha

aiive. But that is not all. He asks me to ascertain whether

“theve is a person or family named Hartley, of Irish descent,

living in the city of New York, and if such be t,-he case, to
! k]
advise him on his arrival where they can ]oe found. -

« Hartley " exclaimed George. © That's my name cer tainly,
and .I am of lrish descent, in fact of immediate lrish parentage i
but I know no such person as Lord Henry Mordant, thoug_‘h
believe there was a nobleman of that name;,whose estates iay

i 'n i ich I was born,
contiguous to the town in whic : L
o r,al:"hen I presume,” said Mr. Wilson, his ]_mdshlp ;Inustb
refer to ;rou. Perhaps he claims you as a rela,tlve,- Mr. Har ,:
ley, or maybe some one has left you a 195?‘%’- In either case,
hg :ldded smilingly, I am selfish enough to hope that he may

¢ L] .
not proffer such advantageous offers to you as may induce you_
to leave our firm., We should be sorry to lose your services

»
now, Mr. Hartley.

“ ’I’m afraid, sir, there's not much hope of tlTat,”' observeig
Gec;rae « However, it’s rather singular that the inquiry .shuu
be mzd.e At all events, he’ll experience no difficulty in find-
ing me out.” - : ‘ ‘
mg“ But about this man, Carter,” interrupted Mr. Wﬂso’n, “ At
what date may the Montezuma be expected to arrive in port,
Mr. Hartley 27" o .

«| believe she may be expected, sir, in about three or fou;
weeks from this, The invoice was despatched by the over ffm
route. and when it left she had sailed from Calcutta full a fort-

y © ’
night.” : .
‘ 'g“ Suppose we send for Carter fo come here. Do you think
: . t ? 7
we could find him employmen iy . .
- Davidsc;: i;goi;lg toas}egzz; :rll;er ],:, dare say Carter is co

etent to take ms place T .

’ “ Well, write then to the house in Philadelphia, and tell
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tlrlem to send Carter on here with his family. 1 should like
him to be here. when Mz, Selby ‘and this other gentleman
arrives,” ' :
Mr. Hartley did as his employer desired, and the question
haw.vmg been put to Joseph Carter by his employers in Philadel-
phia, whether he would like to return to N ew York, and occupy
a better situation, he gladly accepted the offer, and within g
week he and his family again found themselves in New York.
George Hartley told his wife of the strange inquiry that had
be.en made by Lord Mordant, but neither of them could im-
agine any satifactory reason wherefore it had been. made or
what it foreboded. All that remained was patiently to await
the arrival of the good shiv Montezuma,

THEE WATCHMAN,

CHAPTER XXVIIL

STRANGE DEVELOPMENTS—THE DEATH OF JUDGE MURRAY—
THE DEPARTURE FOR NEW YORK.

Truly may i be said, “ In the midst of life, we are in denth.”

LEr us again change the scene of our story, and return in
imagination once more to the banks of the Hooghly river,
During the five years and upwards that have elapsed since we
left Henry Selby just entering upon his novel dutles, a great
change has taken place amongst our old acquaintances in Cal-
cutta. .

The firm with which Henry Selby had then become con-
nected, had rapidly extended its business, and was now one of
the most flourishing commercial establishments in the city. Its
success was, in a great measure, owing to the indefatigable en-
deavors of the junior partner, whose perfect acquaintance with

~ the oriental languages, most in vogue in business transactions,

gave him an advantage over most of the merchants in the city,
in the same line of business, who being but imperfect oriental
linguists, were obliged to leave a great portion of their duties
to native clerks—who, besides being naturally indolent, are not
remarkable for their honesty. - Again, most of the European
merchants are men of good family, as it is termed-—that is to
say, men who had never been used to labor, and.who gladly
availed themselves of the dolee fur niente, allowed by the
custom of the country, and devoted very little time every day
to business, and even then merely occupied themselves with a
general supervision ; leaving their subordinates to do the rest.
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Tf'xe consequence was that they were plundered on all hands
and independently of this, lost a good deal of business, in con:
sequence of negligence on the part of their employeés. , Henr
Selby considered it fair to take advantage of this. He did no}t:
conceive, because it was the custom of the country to give
way to langor, and to indulge in indolent habits, that he was
obliged to do so; and though he created a great n;an y enemies
among the merchants who were envious of the growing pros-
perity of the house with which he was connected, he counted
amnongs his best friends, several of the most respected and most
influential residents, He however found at length, that he h-fxd
taxed bis energies too greatly, and that his healtl; was not ;0
good as it had been, and as it was found advisable for one (;f
the firm to visit the United States, with which country the
house did a great amount of business, it was settled that Mr
Selby should be entrusted with that commission, .
Henry Selby had long since since repaid the monéy 80
generously advanced by Judge Murray and Lieutenant—Co]::mel
Donaldson, and both of these gentleman he now numbered
amongst his warmest friends.
W.hen he had decided upon going to America, he called upon
the i]udge to acquaint him with his determination, and grezﬂ;ly
to his'surprise and delight, he found at the J udge’s bungalow,

the Lieutenant-Colonel, whom he had seen but once since he .

had quitted Caleutta for Delhi; but who had now retired
from the service, a full colonel, and who was thinking of
shortly returning himse!f to England. e

It was altogether a most gratifying reunion. Ada was there,
a blooming matron ; her youthful beauty séarcely touched b :
the hand of time, although she was now the mother of tw‘:,;
handsome children, Miss Dorcas, too, was there, as cleheerf'ul
and contented as when we first introduced her t(; the reader
—nay, more cheerful—for she had forgetten her sorrows. and
report said, had attracted the notice and gained the é.ﬁ‘ectioils of
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an officer in the army—a nobleman of great wealth——who had
been for some years in India with his regiment. :
The Judge was as cheerful as he had been of old, and he was
glad to see Henry—for he was truly proud of him—and now
claimed him lequally with the Colonel as his protegé.
“ When do you fhink of sailing, Henry 27 asked the Judge,

_when the cloth was removed from the dinner table, and the

servants had vetired. Judge Murray still called the young
man by the old familiar name. :

«1 sail on board the Montezuma, which will be ready to
leave this port for New York, about the middle of next month,”

veplied Heunry.

L

« Do you know, Selby,” said the Colonel, “1have a great

~ mind to teke passage with Ada on board the same ship. - We

can easily get to England from New York, and I intend, at all.
avents, to visit the United States. I have lately received let-
ters from Scotland, having reference to o fair cousin of mine,
Alice Meechan, who married an Irishman, named Hartley.
There is a large property depending upon the dispovery of her, -
or her descendants. It falls equally to her or them, and to
myself; but if she or her heirs cannot be found, the estate will
e thrown into chancery, and then good-bye to it,—at any rate
for the term of my natural life; besides, I should like to see
Alices she was a great favorite of mine when we were children
together : do you know, Selby, it was in consequence of some
real or funcied resemblance to her, that I first took a fancy to
you.” ' , P
« A fancy that has certainly been most beneficial to me,”
replied Henry. “ At all events, ] have reason to be grateful
to this lady ; but since you say, Colonel, that you intend to
visit the United States, why not obey your impulse and take
passage with me? -1t will render the voyage more agreea,bfe
to both of us. I, like yourself, have to seek out some old
friends in New York, whom I have written to repeatedly, but
from whomn lizh&ve received no reply, I may be enabled to




266 THE WATCHMAN.

aid you in youwr search—our house does business with a very
extensive firm in New York—Wilson & Co., and | have written
to them to-day with respeet to the parties-I wish to discover.”

“ Well, I'll think of it, and decide to-morrow. What say
you, Ada, should you like to visit America before we go to
England 27 . |

“If you think it advisable, Arthur” said Ada. “I'm sare
I shall offer no objection. I think, with Mr. Selby, the com.
panionship of friends will render the voyage more pleasing,”

“Then we'll go with you, Selby,” said the Colonel.

Lord Mordant, the nobleman alluded to, who had listened
fa.ttentively to the conversation, without joining in it, now’
mterposed.

“ What name was that you mentioned just now, Colonel ?
Hartley 2” : ]

“ Yes,” replied Colonel Donaldson. , :

“It’s singular,” continued his lordship ; “but one reason for
my wishing to hasten home —in fact the chief one—is, that my
solicitor and land-agent, in Ireland, has written me to the effoot
that a flaw has been discovered in the title-deeds of bne of my
most valuable estates, and that the difﬁcultyl can only be
adjusted by tracing out a man named Hartley, who cmigrated
from Ireland to the United States, some twenty-five years aga,
I have written this very day to New-York, to the house of wh?ch
you speak, Mr. Selby —Messrs. Wilson & Co. I was recom-
mended to do so by Mr. Dawson, one of your partners, I
belteve. I happened to have some business to transact with
him, and I mentioned the matter to him in the course of con.
versation ; and on my saying that | thdught of returning to
England, by way of New York, he recommended me to write
to Mr. Wilson, and beg him to exert himself to discover the
party of whom | am in search. I have already engaged a pas-
sage on board the Montezuma.”

“So much the better-—the more the merrier,” interrupted
the Colonel. |
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«] have not yet told all my story,” resumed Lord Mordant.
“Some years ago, when quite a young man, 1 visited the
United States—I was rather a wild chap in those days—(don’t
frown, Miss Dorcas, 1 have sown all my wild oats long 'since),
and 1 got into a little difficulty one night in New York. I,

'with a friend, who accompanied me, was hustled and robbed by

a party of men whom I have reason to believe were themselves
the constituted guardians of the city, There was one, however,
amongst them, more honest than the rest, who saved me from
being totally despoiled by his fellow-custodians, who were sc
annoyed at his honesty, that they endeavored to fix upon him

. the theft of a valuable breast-pin, However, I was not so

obtuse as-they deemed me to be, and I witnessed the whole
affair. 1 cleared the honest follow of the charge, and offered him
money, which he refused to accept, declaring that he had done
no more than his duty, Perhapshe had not; but if we all did
our duty ; and none of us received any reward for it, I fancy most
of us would be poor enough., However, to make my story
short, [ wrote my name on a scrap of paper and gave it to
the ran, and receiving his in return, placed the card on which
it was written in my pocket-book, Now, that very scrap of
paper which I gave the wafchman, was part of. a letter, which,
if 1 can recover, will serve very much to simplify this matter
of which I have spoken ; I have preserved the remaining portion
of the letter to the present day, but the most important part,
the signature, is wanting—that may be still in this man’s pos.

‘session, if indeed he is yet alive. His name was Joseph Carter.

While writing to Mr. Wilson to-day, and speaking of Hartley,
I mentioned also, that he would greatly oblige me, if he would
institute some inquiry for this honest fellow.” ’

“ Joseph Carter, did your lordship say ?” asked Henry

Selby.

“Yes, sir,” replied Lord Mordant; “that was the man's

name.” : ,
“ IIe is the person who I am so desirous to learr: something
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of,” returned Henry. ¢ It is singular that your lordship should
bappen to have an interest in the same person.” '
“Upon my word,” said the Judge, “ you gentleman are in.
termingling your private affairs most strangely. We shall
hear by-and-by of your all being related in some way or other,
You are a Scotchman, Colonel, You believe in the blood re-
lationship of cousins to the thirty-second remove, I have heard.”

The Colonel smiled, but made no reply; and shortly after-

wards the gentleman rejoined the ladies, who had a few minutes
before returned to the drawing-room. How true it is :—

“ In the midst of life we are in death.”

When the party separated for the night, Judge Murray was
as well in health as ever he hadbeen. Any insurance company
would have taken a lease of his life for twenty years,

The next morning at daylight, Henry Selby was startled and
grieved to hear from a messenger sent expressly from Garden
* Reach, by the Colonel, to inform him that his benefactor, the
kind-hearted old Judge, had died suddenly of disease of the
heart—a disease the very existence of which he had not been
aware of. Murray Bungalow, but yesterday the house of feast-
ing, was now turned into a housé of mourning ; nor was the
mourning confined to the relatives and the members of the

Judge’s household, He was beloved and reverenced by all

‘who were acquainted with him, Henry hastened immediately
to Garden Reach. He found Ada Donaldson almost wild
with grief, for she perfectly idolized her father. But. the fell
destroyer had dealt his unerring blow, and all that remained
was to submit to the inscrutable decrees of Providence.

The funeral~—as is the case always in India—took placeon the
same day on which the Judge died, and Henry with a heavy
heart, joined the funeral cortege. The body of the good old
wan, lately the life and soul of every assemblage which he
joined, was laid in the grave. Orders were given to erect a
monument to his memory, and that was the “ last of earth”
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with J udge Murray. He had died without having made any
will, and consequently the whole of his large fortune devolved
upon his daughter, Ada, who thus unexpecte.dlyr__yet- SOITOW-
fuily found herself one of the wealthiest heiresses in India.
Presents were given freely to all the old servants, and the
bungalow and furniture were sold, since it was not n.ow the
intention of Colonel Donaldson or Ada to return to India.

It was now necessary to make arrangemeuts for the approach-
ing departure of the whole party ; and pel_-haps it was well f’or
Ada that such was the case, since the necessary occul?htlon
served,‘ in some measure, by partially occupying her mtr.:d to
moderate her excessive sorrow. At length the day appointed
for the sailing of the vessel drew nigh. The day before she
actually sailed, Ellen Dorcas was united in the bonds of wed-
lock to Lord Mordant, and twenty-four hours after the cere-
mony, Lord and Lady Mordant, Colonel Donaldson.anéf h}s :
wife, and Henry Selby, were off Sauger Island, and on their
way to America, '
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CHAPTER XXIX,

MUTUAL RECOGNITIGNE,

“ o w in i )
And here we wander in illusions,
Some blessed power, deliver us from hence”

Comepy or Errors,

For some days after the Montezuma sailed, the passengers
v‘tho }lumbered some twenty individuals, were too much fcc. :
pied in setting things in order and endeavoring to make m o
?om'fortsfble for the voyage, or were too unwell to take an
mmterest in the ship, beyond what immediately a}i"ectéd th y
selves, However, before the vessel had got clear of th B‘*T“‘
of Bergal, sea-sickness had generally disappeared, and wi:h‘ tﬁ
prospect of a long voyage before them, cooped up in a narrow
compass, a mutual feeling of good-will had effected wonders

?

and ever_ything was arranged to the general satisfaction. There.
were ladies on board; and what with music
t]

and conversational parties, and reading an
everything promised happily,

atters

and card parties,

d smoking clubs,

and there was every
' ‘ prospect
that the ennui, 8o often experienced n a sea voyage, would be

]

banished from the cabin of the good ship Montezuma

Some of the passengers were old travellers, and the;e walked
the deck as if “to the manner born,” and fo}med the a :
tance of the sailors, and hept the “first watch.” it
o’clock till midnight, with the most praisew‘orth,
and if additional force during that watch made a 3::
crew, the captain of the Montezuma had reason to
himself upon the efficiency of his command ; but

from eight

regularity 3
ore effective -
congratulate’
though naval

e
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(stage attire) was cousulted freely, according tc the &izarre
taste of the various amateurs, it was extremely doubtful if
more than one in ten of the soldiers and merchants, and pro-
fessionals, dressed m sailor garb, knew the malutop-bowline
from the topsail-halliards, or the jib-sheet from the trysail-
downhaul, However, amongst the most active of the passen-
gers was Henry Selby. Ile had been a sailor in eavly youth,
as the reader is aware, and still he was in the very spring-tide
of manhood. He had not yet lost sight of his early recollec-
tions, and as the gallant ship bounded over the waters of the
Southern Ocean, and he stood upon the quarter-deck, leaning

‘over the bulwarks, and gazing upon the flashes of phosphores-

cent light as the vessel’s keel glided swiftly through the water,
the sight brought old recollections to his mind, and released
from the cares of business, he felt happier and lighter in heart
than he had done since he was a humble cabin-boy on board
the ship from which his early benefactor and protector, now hig -
friend and equal, had taken him years before.

" Although Henry had received no reply to the various letters

. he had sent to the United States, he still did not despair. He

had thought the matter over; he knew that Joseph Carter
occupied a humble station; various causes might have led to .
his removal from the old house in Mulberry-street—perhaps
from New York—and if even his old and first friend were dead,
he cherished the hope, amounting almost to a certainty, that he
should be enabled to find his wife, or at least Ellen and Willy.
Ah, Ellen! if you had but known the real sentiments of the
poor little outcast, Henry Selby ; had you but known how he
cherished your fair image in his fondest recollections, how much
doubt and how many heart-aches would have been spared youl
The ship had been at sea about a fortnight—she had left
behind the Bay of Bengal, and had fairly entered the great
Southern Ocean, when one morning, Henry, who had risen
earlier than usual, came on deck and stood watching the busy
sailors oceupied in their every morning duty of « holy.stoning,”
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or scrubbing the decks with smooth stones, the planks having

been previously wetted and sanded. As yet he had made bug |

little acquaintance with the sailors; the crew was numerous,
and it required some time to distinguish the particular features
of each; but this morning he was struck with the appearance

of & young man, apparently about his own age, who was passing

water from the gangway to the officers on duty. It seemed to
him' that he had seen the face before, yet where or when, he
could not recollect ; it was as though he had seen it in a dream,
still although he thought that probably it was merely some
fancied resemblance to a friend that he could not immediately
recollect, such as we often meet with amongst strangers, he
could net shake off the impression that the features had made
upon him; and, at length, after having watched the man for
some minutes, he turned upon his heel, and walking aft,
addressed the man at the wheel, asking him the name of the
sailor who had so much interested him. -

“That tall chap, handing along water, sir,” said the old man
at the helm: “Is it he you mean?” ' '

“Yes,” replied Henry ; but now his attention was directed
to the helmsman, for there was something in his veice and
manner which awakened even stronger recollections than the
features of the younger seaman. '

“We calls him, Bill,”” continued the old man; “ what his
other name is, [ do not know. I've been many a vy'ge with a
shipmate *ithout knowing the tail-end of his name; but I guess
youw'll find it on the ship’s articles; that is to say, leastwise,
unless he sails under a purser’s name, as many a good man
does, for reasons best known to himself, and which ain’s no
concarn of any body else’s.”

Henry, however, had lost all interest in the young man who
had previously attracted his attention. His gaze was now
riveted upon the face of the old seaman who was speaking, e
felt certain that he had seen Ads face, aye, and heard his voice,

t00, before. Suddenly his memory flew back to the period
| ,
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when he had ran away from New York and secreted himself
on board the ship which had brought him to the Cape of Gm‘)d
Flope, where he bad so nearly found a watery grave; m:ld then
he recognized in the old man, Jack Jenkins, his old sl.npmaf:e,
and the sharer of his perils on the night of the shipwreck.
He resolved, however, to test the old man’s memory before

" %e made himself known, and with this object, he said, “ What

is your name, my friend? we shall be shipmates toget‘her, pet-
haps, for some months, and I like to be friendly with those
whom I must meet every day.”
¢ Bob Davis is my name,” replied the old man, - ’
“ Bob Davis,” thonght Henry ; “ then [ must be mistaken;’
but recollecting the words the old man had spoken a few

. moments before, and confident still, that it must be dJack

Jenkins to whom he was speaking, he said slyly e .
“Bob Davis, eh? Are you certain, Bob Davis, that that is
not a purser’s name? 1 once had a shi}.)mate-on§- Jack
Jenkins—and my memory fails me sadly, if Bob Davis and
Jack Jenkins are not one and th? same perso‘ns:” |
The old man pricked up his ears at the mention of the name -
of Jenkins, and gazed earnestly into the face of his 111terlocut0f'.
“«No,no! It ean’t be,” he muttered ; “and yet the face is -
wonderful like, too; but no, that’s unpossible; that young
hoy could never have got to be a gentleman such as this,
Tho for the matter o’ that he was a cute lad, and h:fufi gump-
tion enough to come to anything."’ Then, speakmg more
audibly, and addressing Henry, he sald :— Lo
‘ “Well, sir, ye knows me, it appears, and it ain’t o’ no use
to fight shy of an old acquaintance, more by token whet;] a
man ain’t got no cause to be ashamed of any name as he has
carried on a ship’s articles, [ won’t deny but f.rzy naine was
once Jack Jenkins, but Pve laid that ere name a;sxde' for many
a year, I got tired on if. - Lor bless you, sir, 've ha,d a score
o’ names since I was a boy, and never was ashamed o none o::x
’era.; but you see, I gets weary and longs for a change. It’s
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" , . . ‘
a fancy o’ mine. But your calling on me by that ere name,

brings up a strange heap o’ recollections, and I seem to remem- .

ber your phiz, sir—axing your pardon—if it wasn’t a moral
impossiblity, I should say as you was the youngster—growed
to be a man-—as was saved from the wreck of the Ingeeman at
the Cape of Good Hope, a matter o’ nine or ten years ago, or
maybe more ; but as I say, that's unpossible,” :

“By no means impossible, my -old friend and shipmate,”
said Henry, slapping the old sailor familiarly on the shoulder.
“I am Henry Selby, the sailor boy, to whom you behaved
with so much kindness, and who in fact owes his life to your
courage and. skill,”

“ What, little Harry ! exclaimed the old man, letting go of
the wheel for a moment, in his surprise, and very nearly letting
the ship broach to. “I beg your pardon, sir, for calling on
you little Harry ; but I'm so glad to see you, and you grown
to be such a tall, strong man, and a gentleman, too! Well
well ! strange things come to pass in this world 1 ’

“ Strange things indeed, Jack,” replied Henry, as he thought
how singularly fortunate had been his own career, since he had
kept watch with Jack on board the Sea Gull, with no prospect
then before him of reaching the position he now occupied.

* Strange things indeed, Jack,” he repeated. * We don’t know

what is to befall us. I thought that shipwreck a great misfor-
tune at the time—and so it was—but it was probably my first
stepping-stone to fortune. Kad that misfortune not befallen
me, I might now be a common sailor, or at best, mate or
second mate of a ship. It was the cause of my introduction to
friends whom otherwise I should never have known.”
“ And to me, master Harry—I beg your pardon, Mr. Selby
I should say now—it was the greatest misfortune as ever hap-
pened; so it is—one man’s luck is another man’s disaster.”
““ How so, Jack 7" asked Henry.
“1¢'s a long story to tell, sir,” rephed the old sailor; “but
if so you've & mind, for the sake of old times, to hsten to my
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yarn, I'll spin it out to you to-mght in the first watch, if you
don’t object to come for’ard to the folk sel and hold a palaver
with an old sailor.” -

“By no means,” replied Hemy, “and espeeza]ly shall I
enjoy a chat with an old friend and shipmate like you,”

~ “ Well then, sir—heggin’ yer pardon for being so bold—
“the skipper It be on deck presently, and the rules is that

none o' the passengers shall talk to the man at the wheel ; and

the rules, you know sir, must be kept aboard ship, or discipline
Il go to the . "Praps, sir, you'd just walk bac’ards and
for’ards, and not talk any more Just now, for [ see the chief
mate a lookin’ this way, and he won’t be pleased to see you a

" talking with me,”

“ Certainly,” said Henry. “1 ought to have known better
myself than to talk to you while you are on duty; but you
know Jack, my old friend, folks who have been living a long
time on shore, forget the schooling they have had at sea; that
is, when they have been fortunate to have had any salt water

_teachings. I shau’t forget our engagement to-night,” and Henry

walked forward to the break of the poop, and resumed his oc-
cupation of watching the sailors, who were now employed in
swabbing the decks, the holy-stoning having been completed.

There again his attention was attracted to the man whom
Jenkins had designated as “ Bill,” and the more he looked at
him the more sure he became that he had seen his face some-
where before—nay, more, that it was familiar to him, though
where or when, he could not call to mind. ‘

However, he resolved to question the captain, and to ascer-
tain by what name the man was entered upon the ship’s arti-
cles. ‘

At “one bell "—halfpast eight o’clock—that evening, Henry

| Selby lit a segar, and walked forward to the weather-side of

the furecastle, where, according to preconcerted agreement, he
found Jack Jenkins expecting him.
“Take a segar, Jack,” said the young man, handing his
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segar-case to his old shipmate, “and now for your yarn—stay,
‘though, first let me give you a brief sketch of my own career
since we clung together to the same plank in Table Bay.”

Henry then told him how he had shipped as eabin-boy on board

a vessel bound to India, and how he had attracted the notice
of an army officer on board, who had persuaded him to leave
the ship—and how this gentleman and a relative of his—a
Judge of the Supreme Court in Caleutta, had together pushed
his fortunes; and further, how he had sueceeded so well, that
still in the first fush of manhood he had become a rich man,
He did not think it necessary to say, that the officer, who had,
under Providence, been the originator of his good fortune, was
on board the vessel in which he now sailed, as he knew the
garrulity of Jack Jenkins, and feared that if he should do $0,
the fact that he had told his history to one of the sailors would
come to the ears of the Colonel. “And now, Jack,” said
Henry, “1 have made a clean breast with you. Now let me
hear of your adventures, and how it happened that the ship.
wreck in Table Bay turned out to be-such an unfortunate
affiir as regarded your subsequent carcer. ILet me think,
Jack”—and Henry glanced laughingly at the old man, “I
think I.recolleet some fancy of yours—to become governor of
an island, like Sancho Panza: I hope, if you suceeeded, your
government was not so unfortunate as was his.” i

“There, Master Henry—Mr. Selby, I mean— axin’ your
pardon ; there you've hit upon the very rock upon which I
split. You sees me here, sir, a sailor, afore the mast, and
agrowin’ to be an old hulk, as is no longer o’ use to his fellow-
mortials, and it all comes out o’ that foolish fancy o’ mine, to
get to be guv’ner of an island.” . _

“Indeed, Jack, and how was that; surely you did not suec.
ceed in your ambitious aspirations, and discover, as poor Sancho
Panza did, when his desires were gratified, that he had under-
rated the care and trouble that attach themselves to authority ¢

- “1 don’t know, Mr. Selby, what you mean by Sancerpansee,
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nor by a good many other dictionary words as you uses; but
you allers did have the knack o’ saying them fine words whc?,n
yo;;l were a sailor-boy, afore you was a gentle:nan; but T did
become guv'ner of an island, and the wust da?y 8 W’(H‘k as evgr
1 did was the day when I sot foot on that ere island’s shores,”

“Indeed ! and how was that, Jack ?” asked Henry, greatly
amused at his old shipmate’s earnestness and simplicity, .

“ Why, it happened this a-wise, sir; I shipped on board of'. 2
whaler from the Cape, leavin’ you, you know, fast .moored in
hospital ; but doin’ well, and likely to come out all mgl}t. That
ere foolish idee o’mine clung fast hold onto me like grim death
to a marlin’ spike, and when we got into the South Seqs, I
thinks to myself, ‘Jack Jenkins, thinks I, “now’s your time,
if you wants to fulfil your manifest destiny, and go ahead a
convertin’ savages, and so laying up riches in t.he kingdom of
Heaven;” for I did think it was my manifest destiny, Mr. Selby,
and no mistake. Well, sir, we stopped at the Marquesag
Islands, and I watches my opportunity and desarts from‘ the
ship, hiding myself among the mountains till she had sailed,
and then T makes my appearance amongst the savages, and
tells *ern—for I knowed something of the Kanaka lingo—as
how I'd had a call to come and civilize ’em, and make human,
creetures out on ‘em. . -

“ At first they didn’t, receive me very favorably; in fact, 1
began to think I had got into the wrong box, for 1 found out that

- they were cannibals, and they looked at me with greedy eyes,

as though they thou't I'had been especially sent among ‘em fo
gratify their beastly appetites; but I know'd they were fond
o' music, and having a pretty good voice for a roaring sea-song,
I burst out with one, and you wouldn’t believe it, Mr. Selby,
but in less than no time I had all the village dancing round
me like mad. ' ‘ ' -

« Finding that I'd, in & manner, got a hold of their f'ee]mg?
and sympathies, I makes this fact & pint in my plans, and the
I sung till I was as hoarse as a bo’sen afore I succeeded, I at
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last got to be appointed singer:in.chief to the king of the island
and ha'd to take the lead in all their religions ceremonies anc{
all the1‘r war proeessions; and tho’ I says it myself, I be,lie
my voice did more to frighten the enemy in one-or,two re‘;;
battles that took place with the people of a neighboring is%a nd
than all the clubs and spears the naked so’gers posseszed ‘nIr:

one of these fights; however, the king and his son were killed :
3

and [ hr—:a,d got to be such a favorite amongst the people, that
they, with one voice, insisted“that I should take tim ]af ; i ?
place and rule over ’em. es
- “This was what I wanted. I waen’t tired vet of  the sq
life I was .leading, and | thought how I had gaglled the hei;;lrt? gi‘
my a.‘mbitlon, and come to be ruler over the island Ancalj N
1 devised a plan to civilize the natives, and to briné ‘e toni?hw
trl.zths of religion, leastways so much as I a poor ig .
sailor, knows on it. Howsomever, I found, that therznomnt
thorn at the tail-end of all this power as I possessed I‘:m:ha
ﬁr.st p-Iace, before I could be acknowledged as thei.r Ia1 fi ?
chief, it was necessary that I should be tattooed all ov W'uh
all sm."ts of outlandish figures; and Mr. Selby, if you wa:z N
me-with my clothes off, you would perc;ive ’tha{; Fam maz'lse;
all over, for all the world like tortoise-shell. It was as ceh
as I could do to persuade 'em that"it was not necessa,rl'x1 “‘;
mark my figure-head in the same fashion, but I managed t'Z do
so. You see, I shouldn’t so much have eared sbout it—th 1{;
1t smarted terrible when they was a pricking out the fi ur(:sli
but 1 thf)ught that, mayhap, some day [ should visit 1§n land
or America again, and I didn’t want to make myself alfow‘get‘lie
3 scarecrow arsongst civilized folks, 1 was tattooed at Tast 'tr
jchen- satisfaction, and when the smart got Iv'vell 1 was’ regula ]0
msizal]ed as their king. Now, thinks I, to start the ]fmg ’ ri’
vatlon.' How had I best begin about it 2 and then Iptlcmu(u)rhia:
my voice for singing, and as I recollected some of the h Dm ‘OI
had been taught in childhood I thought I would set theg t}i]:se
hymns to tunes, and begin by teaching the savages to sing "em

THE WATCHMAN. 279

themselves, and so lay the foundation for their conversion. I
found it very hard work to begin though; the ¢ Old Hundredth’
wouldn’t take kindly to the tune of ¢Tom Bowline or ¢ The
Bay of Biscay O, no ways 1 could fix it, and I knowed none
other but sea songs. Howsomever, | managed to succeed after
some sort o’ fashion, and then I set to work to larn ’em to the
savages. Such work as I had a teachin’ on ’em religion; you
wouldn’t believe it, sir, unless you'd seen it. How they roared
and dariced in a very undecent manner considerin’ the sarvice in
which they were engaged ; but they larnt at last and could roll
off a stave of a psalim in a way that was quite edifyin’ to hear,
for all the tune was rather noisy ; and I don’t think they under-
stood much of the sense of the words, Tlowever, | had gained
one pint, and then I sets to work to destroy the idols they
used to worship—such rum figures, Mr. Selby, you can have
no idea on ’em unless you had seen em—just logs 0’ wood,
rudely carved and painted with red ochre, with shell-fish eyes,
and shark’s teeth in their gaping mouths, I had considerable
difficulty in making ’em believe thet these images, as they had
made themselves, were mere uscless toys, but I managed to do
so at last, and then I thought all was right. But lor bless you,
sir, then came my trouble. They took it into their heads to

* make a god o’ me, and that was more than I bargained for. I

had no call to be anymore nor a guv'ner or & king, at most;
but it was of no use, a god they would have me, and such a.

. guy 8s they made me, and such seandalous antics as I had to

cut, was dreadful to endure. I had no more peace arter this 3
T was right sick of my fancy for converting savages, and began
to think as I had mistook my eall. However, | had to grin
and hear it whether I liked or no ; and for six long mortial years
| lived that ere vagabond life.in the Marquesas, for I was on
~ one of the small islands where ships seldom touch at. At last,
a whaler called there, and I managed to smuggle myself on
board in spite-of the watchfulness of the savages, though 1 was
tanned so brown and tattooed so thoroughly that 1had some
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trouble in persuading the captain and crew of the whaler thaﬂ T

wern’t a Marquesas Islander myself. The ship was two years
in the South Seas before she got full, and then she sailed for
Liverpool, and 1 shipped shortly after my, arrival -there on

board an lujeeman bound to Caleutta. She sprung a leak in -

the Bay of Bengal during a typhon, and was eondemned when
she came into port asunseaworthy. The crew were discharged,
and I shipped on board this here craft, little thinking to meet
with you, sir. But you see, through that ere silly tantram of
mine [ lost six years of a nateral christian’s life, when I might
bave got forward a little in the world; and here 1 ‘be now, a
common sailor afore the mast, and no expectation of ever being

any better off, for 1 am growing to be an old man now, and it -

can’t, in the course o’ natur, be many years before I slip my

cable and run ashore on the shoals of etarnity. But I've’

come to the conclusion, Mr. Selby, that every man should stick
to his trade. I advise a sailor to stick to his ship, and take no
heed of fanciful ‘ calls,” and to leave the conversion of savages
to the missionaries. But there's ‘four bells’ (ten o’clock)
a-striking, and it’s my next ‘{rick at the wheel.’ Good night,
Mr. Selby, and I hope, sir, we shall be good friends together
during the vy’ge,” -

The old man buttoned up his peajacket as he said this, and
putting a fresh quid in his mouth, went aft, to relieve the man

at the wheel ; and Henry a few minutes afierwards descended

into the cabin, and retired to his state-room. He 1aid awake
for some time, thinking over various matters which had been
vividly recalled to his mind, in consequence of having so unex-
pectedly fallen in with old Jenkins—and trying to think where
he could possiblg have seen the face of the young sailor, whose
features seemed to haunt his memory. At length his thoughts

grew confused, and strange fancies mingled with them, and in

a few minutes he was fast asleep, and his mind was wandering
in the land of dreams, ' ’

A

On the following morning, while in conversation with the
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captain of the ship, he asked him the name of the young sailor
who had so strangely interested him, and satisfied himself that
Jenkins had told him the truth, and that the young sailor had
signed his name “ William Hooper” in the ship’s a:rtic}es. '
Still, however, he could not divest himself of the strong im-
pression the young man’s features, and especially the expres-
sion of his eountenance, had made upon his mind ; and he deter-
mined on the first opportunity to speak to him, and endeavor
to find out from himself when and where lie had seen him
before, or whether the fancy were merely a vagary of the ima.
gination. He felt the more impelled to do this, because he had

' i i him
caught the man on several occasions gazing earnestly at ,

when he thought he was not observed; and immediately with-
drawing his gaze and turning away, when notice was attr:dctf.ad
towards him. e judged from this, that he too was indis-
tinctly recognized. '

No opportunity of speaking occurred, how'ever, for a long
time ; but one forenoon, as Henry was standing at the gang-
way, engaged in conversation with Lord Mortlant, _respec?mg
the motives which indnced them both to visit the United
States, his lordship héppened to allude to Joseph .Carter }')y
name, The young sailor, Tlooper, was employed in the rig-
ging close by ; and happening to glance towards hxm: Henry
observed him to start at the mention of the Watchman’s name.
Hesnow had a clue to the mystery. He looked again ear-
nestly at the young man, and had no longer a doubt, It was
William Carter who had so strangely interested him. He con-
tinued his conversation with Lord Mordant, without appearing
to notice the young seaman; but shortly afterwards, his lord-
‘ship having quitted the gangway and entered the cuddy, Heunry

~went to the spot where the young man was at work, and boldly

addressed him by thé name of William Carter. o
The young man colored up, hesitated a moment, as if ﬁhmk—
ing whether or mnot he should deny his identity, and then

' replied, “ Yes sir, that is my name, ‘th'pugh Igo I'by another
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name on hoard the ship. But surely you must be Heory
Selby, whom I knew when a child, and who like myself ran
away to sea. I have heard you addressed by the name of
Selby, and there is something in your face which reminds mo
of my old playmate. Still I thought it could not be ; but now
your recognition of me satisfies me that my suspicions were
_eorrect.” , ‘

“You are correet in your surmise, my old playmate,”
replied Henry, taking the sailor’s hand and shaking it heartily ;
“but tell me of your parents and your sister; are they well ?
It is chiefly with the object of seeing them that [ am going
home to New York—for I always call that my home,” he
interposed—*and you,” he continued, “how came you to go
fo sea ¢ ' '

“ When I last saw my father and mother and Ellen, they
were well in health,” replied William Carter,-as we must now
call the young sailor, Hooper; “but five years have elapsed
since I left home.” . |

“And you have not heard from your fiiends since 2

“ No,” replied William.

' “How is that ?” *

“Times were hard, my father and I were out of work, and -

there was no prospect of our obtaining any, and—I will be free
with you, Mr. Selby—I was almost driven to despair; to
drown thought, I began to indulge in ardent spirits; that led
me into bad company, and in an evil hour in a fit of intoxica-
tion, I shipped on board.a man-of-war which sailed for India on
the following day. I served on board of Ler three years, and
was then sent to the hospital at Colombo, in the island of Cey-
lon—for 1 met with a serious hurt, in consequence of falling.
from the main-top to the deck.
the hospital, and when at last I got up, and was discharged, T
shipped on board a coasting vessel bound to Caleutta. Soon
afier 1 was paid off there, and signed articles on board the
Montezuma, for New York, under a feigned name, -1 bitterly

I was Jaid up six months at
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repented having left home, and I resolved to returh and see if
the old folks and Ellen were alive. If so, to make myself
known to them ; if not, to retain the name of Hooper, and again
go to sea. Now, Mr. Selby, I have told you my history. You
may think badly of me—I deserve that you should—but [ am
deeply. sorry for what has passed.”

“ You can do no more than repent of a past evil, and resolve
to do better in future, William,” said Ilenry. “I hope we
shall both find out your parents and your sister, though I have
written several letters to New York, and not one of them has

been answered.”

“1 hope so, indeed, sir,” replied William, with an abashed
air-—for he felt a pang of shame, as he thought how widely dif-
ferent now was his position from that of the poor outcast
orphan boy, who had been rescued from destitution, and per-
haps from utter starvation, by his father.,

Henry noticed the tone in which the young sailor had
spoken, and understood his feelings, Again taking him by the
hand, he said— '

“ Cheer up, William Carter, Providence has dealt bounti-
fully with me—though I as well as you have felt remgrse, on
account of having run away from those, to whom, though not
my parents, I owed all a son’s gratitude. Let us hope we
shall find them all well in New York, and that better times
are in store for us.”

“ [ will endeavor to hope so, sir,” replied William. “But I
have ove favor to ask of you, Mr, Selby. I am known on
board this ship by the name of Bill Hooper; be so kind as to
keep my secret. Nout that it greatly matters, | dare say; but
I ought to have waited at Colombo, and joined the frigate
agaln, My time of service will not expire until the frigate
goes back to the United States, and is put out of commission.”

“Of course, if you wish me to call you Hooper, I will do
g0,” replied Henry, “I don’t imagine you have any reason to

g
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fear being arrested as a deserter; but your secret will be safe

with me.” :

The captuin of the ship did not like to see the passengers
conversing with the erew during their watch on deck ; and
knowing this, Henry lefi William to his employment and
walked away aft to the quarter deck. But from this time for-
ward Henry often spent an hour or two during the evening
conversing with William Carter and Jack Jenkins, who were
both in the same watch. '

One evening while the vessel was sluggishly sailing aeross
the southern ocean before a light breeze, when Henry had gone
forward as usual to have a chat with his old shipmate, he was
joined by Colonel Donaldson, who was the only person on board
besides Jack Jenkins, who was acyvainted with William Car-
ter’s secret. Ienry was in the habit of making a confidant of
the Colonel, and he had obtained voung Carter’s permission to
acquaint him, apnd him only, with the youth’s real name.

The Colonel was delighted to listen to the droll anecdotes
and romantic and unlikely stories told by the old sailor; and

this evening Jenkins had been relating some episodes of his

early experience as a seaman on board emigrant ships—at
times causing his listeners to roar with laughter, for Siubad the

Sailor, according to Jenking’ account, had met with not more.

wonderful adventures than had befallen him in the course .of
his checkered life, Setting aside the marvellous, there was
only one discrepancy in Jack Jenkins’ stories, and that related
to their chronology. Kither Jack had no idea of relative time,
or he thought it a matter of too little consequence to stand in
the way of a good yarn. The Colonel was much amused with
some funny aneedote Jack was relating as having oceurred on
board an emigrant ship some twenty-five or thirty years be-
fore—five years, more or less, with Jack was a mere trifle of
difference that he never even pretended to reconcile.

The solitude and monotony of the ocean is a mighty leveller,,
and with the exception of the distance necessarily kept be-
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tween the captain and officers of the ship fur due maintenance
of discipline, all on board the Montezuma were on a level.
The wealthiest and hanghtiest passenger, who on shore would

_not allow a sailor before the mast to come “ betwixt the wind

and his nobility,” is glad to talk with him by the hour on terms -
of equality—scarcely indeed of equality, for the sailor has
the advantage over him; he feels that he is on his own
element, and that the landsman is but a creature of sufferance
on the decks which he treads a free citizen. If the position of
the gentleman passenger on board, living in the cabin on terms

‘of equality with the “ monarch of the peopled deck,” renders it

necessary for Jack to treat him with respect and deference,
there is always something of contempt mingled with these sen-
timents; and the passenger is most respected who is most free
with the seamen, always provided his freedom does not dege-
nerate into too great familiarity. There was nothing, there-
fove, out of the way in the liberty taken with the passengers by
Jack Jenkins, more especially as the Colonel had heard the
story how he and Henry Selby had been shipmates, and ‘had
braved peril and shipwreck and well nigh met death together.

« Admirably told, that last yarn, Jack,” said the Colonsl ;
% there is only one thing I don’t exactly understand.”

“ W hat is that, sir %" asked Jack, ‘

“ Why,” replied the Colonel, “it is how you can possibly
have passed through in an ordinary lifetime the adventures you
tell of. You.do not appear to be such-a very old man. ‘What
may be your age ?” ' 4

«“] can't rightly say, sir,” replied Jack, “ seeing as the bible
as it was chalked down in was lost the first time I was cast
away when I was a mere boy. 1 should say, though, as | was.
a matter o' sixty or seventy years old, though I'd mount aloft
now, old as 1 be, with ere a youngster aboard the craft.” _

“« No doubt of that, Jack,” rejoined the Colonel ; “ you are
as smart a fellow as one can expect to find, but you must be

older than you say.”
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“1 don’t know, sir,” said Jack. ¢ Seventy years is a-gnod
round coil, though maybe you may add a year or two for
¢ coming up.’ "

% More than a year or two, Jack,” replied the Colonel,
laughing ; “I don’t doubt the truth of your yarns, not in the
least, but I've made a rough calculation of the number of
years you have spent in different parts of the world and in dif
ferent positions, according to the yarns you have spun to-night,
and supposing you to have only been ten years of age when
you first went to sea, you must now be in your hundred and
sixty-second year. Now, I must say, you are the oldest man
of your age that I have ever heard of since the days of the
patriarchs. Parr and your namesake Jenkins are not to be
mentioned in the same breath, since the former died younger
than you are now, and the latter actually died, I believe, in his
hundred and sixty-second year, if not a year or two younger.”

The Colonel said this so gravely, that Jack Jenkins seemed
scarcely to know whether to take it in jest or carnest.

“A hundred and sixty-two is a good old age for certain,”
said he. “Somehow or other [ cannot swallow that, sir. You
must have made a mistake in your caleulation,”

“Or you in your dates,” replied the Colonel, laughing ; “ but,
your stories respecting the emigrant ships puts me in mind of
something that 1 have often latterly meant to ask Mr. Selby,
I am induced to visit New York; as you know, Henry,” he
continued, addressing our hero, “in the hope, a faint one I
grant, of ascertaining whether a relative of mine named Alice
Mechan, or Hartley, is stiil living there. She emigrated from
Ireland to the United States twenty five years ago or more. 1
can’t recolleet the date exactly, and the question I wanted to
ask you, Henry, is, whether vou have any reason to believe~
that you were born in America, or whether you are not of
Irish birth, or at least of immediate Irish descent. I believe I

- asked you the question when I first fell in with yon on board
the country ship in which I took passage from the Cape of
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Good Topa for India, but you were a mere boy then; and I

Bave known people in after life, that is to say, after they have
grown to man’s estate, sometimes to recollect incidents which
happened in their childhood, of which during their boyhood
they were utterly. oblivious.” ‘

“I can recollect nothing of my early childhood beyond what
I have told you more than once, Colonel,” replied Henry in a

- grave tone of voice, for the récollection of his childhood and of

the miseries he had then endured always rendered him serious;
“but why do you ask ? how can I have any connection in your
mind with the young lady you speak of 2’ '

“Simply because,” continued the Colonel, “you are the

~ exact counterpart of my cousin Alice, who was about your age

when last I saw her. It was the singular resemblance you
bore to Alice, when a boy, that drew my notice towards you ;
and, as you have grown up to manhood, that resemblance has
daily appeared to me to grow stronger. ' If you were a woman,
I shouid at times believe, as I gazed upon you, that Alice stood
before me, as she appeared when I was a young man of eigh-
teen years of age,”

“] must acknowledge,” said Henry, smiling gratefully at the
Colonel, “ that 1 have great reason to be thankful for my real
or fancied resemblance to your cousin; but I hardly think 1
can claim relationship with you, sir—however distantly-—and
however highly [ should esteem the honor,” And again he
smiled, sadly, as he thought of the painful mystery that en-
shrouded his birth. 7

“ Hartley ! Colonel—IHartley! did you say was the gentle-
man as was spliced to the lady you speak of 77 said Jack Jen-
kins, who had been earnestly listening to the -conversation
between the Colonel and Henry Selby. ¢ Now [ think on it, a
strange mishap, or I may say a whole string on ’em, happened
on board an emigrant ship, as 1 was bosen’s mate of, when ]
was a youhg man, or at least afore I began to feel as I was
growing old.” ‘
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“ Which must have been, by your own account, at least &
eentury and a quarter ago, Jack,” interrupted the Colonel—who
thought Jack was hatching a new story in his prolific brain—
“you could then have been only between thirty and forty
years of age.” ‘

“ You're laughing at me, Colonel,” replied Jack, « but you
must have made a slip-knot in that calculation a’your’n, as
you calls it; for 1 sticks to it, as T can’t be more nor sixty, or
seventy at most. Howsomever, that’s not to the pint, as the
main-sheet says to the compass, when the ship yaws off the
wind, You was a saying something about an emigrant named
Hartley, from Ireland, and I says that I recollects a chap of
that name, on account of the strange mishaps as occurred on
board the ship—though, for the life of me, now, I can’t recollect,
the ship’s name.”

“ And you are sure, Jack, that this is not one of your mirac-
ulous yarus, ” said the Colonel—who began to think, from the
old man’s earnestness, that he might perhaps know somethmg
of the parties to whom he alluded.

“If you think I'm going to tell you a pack of fibs, sir, I'd
best hold my tongue,” retorted Jack-—offended at the insinua-
tion implied in the Colonel’s remark. J

“No, no Jack,” said the Colcnel—who had no desire to
affront the old man; who, tough as were his yarns, had told
them s0 often that he really believed them himself to be true—
“I was but joking, If you know anything of a man named
Hartley, tell it us ; and afterwards, before I retire, as the night

is chill y, if you come aft to my cabin, I w1ll'g1ve you a gla,ss'

of grog.”

“Thank you kindly, sir,” said the old sailor—his anger at
once mollified by the prospect of a glass of grog-—and without
further pressing, he proceeded to tell his tale.

Our readers will recollect that in the early part of our story,
we told of the misfortunes that had befallen Barnard [fartley
and Alice Meehan, and how they had died ere they reached the
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land of their adoption—leaving an erphan child, who was
nursed by a compassionate Irish girl, and how at last the listle
orphan fell into the clutches of the infamous Mother Shipley,
and was trained up by her to lie, and beg, and steal ; and was
beaten, and ill-treated, and half-starved-~and how this desti-
tute and forsaken orphan was rescued by the Watehman, and
by him instructed. in better things. In a word, the reader
knew long: since, that Henry Selby’s name was really Henry
Hartley, and that the resemblance he bore to Alice Meehan
vas not accidental. He was the orphan child of Barnard Hart.
Joy and Alice Meehan, and therefore a distant relative of his
generous benefactor, Colonel Donaldsen.

Jack Jenkins had sailed on board that ill-fated emlgrant ship,
and it was the story of the sufferings that had been endured on
that voyage that the old sailor now told. He particularly
spoke of Barnard Hartley and his wife—the beauty and evi-
dent signs of good breeding in the latter having, it would
appear, made a singular impression upon his mind.

Colonel Donaldson listened with earnest attention to the
story. If the old sailor told the truth, and he was so earnest
that the Colonel had ne reason o doubt him, Barnard Hartley
and Alice Meehan had long’been dead; but they had left a
child, who had reached New York in safety, Was that child
still living? was the question he asked himself; and strangely
enough, as he looked at Menry, the idea struck him—was it
not pussible that the young man beside him, who so greatly
resembled his cousin, might be his cousin Alice’s child, How-

. ever, he did not give expression to his thoughts, and “ eight

bells” now striking, and the watch being relieved, Jack Jenkins
went below, and the Colonel and Henry Selby also retired to
their state-rooms.

Lord Mordant- suﬁ'ered a good deal from sea-sickness, and
seldom joined the rest of the passengers upon deck; but one
fine evening, when the vessel was approaching -the Cape of,
Goed Hope, and sailing as smoothly over the unruffled ocean
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as though she had been on the waters of a lake, his lordship
was tempted by the beauty of the weather to come upon deck.
‘William Carter happened to be at the wheel, Standiﬁg but a
short distance from the spot where the passengers were seated.

Lord Mordant was speaking of the abject of his journey to
New York, and expressing a hope that it would not be alto
gether in vain.

“It is a mere chanee ” he observed, “ that I may be enabled
to obtain possession of the signature on the piece of paper in
which I wrapped the card I gave to the watchman, Carter:
still I should like to find the honest fellow, and do something
for him. I certainly should have seen him again before I left
New York, but I was suddenly called to England, and I left
America sooner than I anticipated.”

Fhe mention of the name Carter, struck both Colonel Donald-

~ son and Henry Selby, who were seated one on either side of
his Tordship, and for the first time since they had sailed from
Calcutta, they recollected that Lord Mordant had previously

‘mentioned Carter’s name in allusion to the busmess which

called him to New York.

%[t is rather a singular coincidence, my lord,” said the Colonel,
¢ that there should be on board this vessel a son of the man
you wish to find,”- —

“Indeed !” exclaimed Lord Mordant. “It is a singular co-
ineidence: then doubtless he will be able to save me much
trouble. Ie can of course inform me where his father is to be
found, if he is still living.”

“ Unfortunately, my lord,” inter posed Henry Selby, “the
young man does not know hunself. He ran away from home,
and wént to sea, several years ago, and since that period has not
heard from his friends. His object in shipping on board this
‘vessel was to return to America, in the hope of finding his
parents. Iam going on the same errand: let us hope, if the

» old man be still alive, that amongst us we shail be successful in
finding him, or at least in finding some portion of his family.”
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“What is the name of the young man of whom you speak ?’
asked Lord Mordant., “Be so good as to point him out, Which
among the sailors is he 27

“He is now at the helm, my lord,” replied Henry, «His
name is Wﬂham-—-Wﬂham Carter: but he passes on board
under an assumed name, He has 51gned himself in the ship’s
articles as Williama Hooper.,”

“ What has been his motive for that ?2°? asked Lord Mordant.
“ He has, I hope, not been guilty of‘ any crime that renders it
necessary for him to d1sgulse his name ?”

“Not exactly a crime in the rigid acceptation of the term,
my lord,” said Henry, smiling; “though I presume you, as a
military man, consider desertion a crime ?”

“ Undoubtedly, promptly replied Lord Mordant; “and so

1 am, sure does Colonel Donaldson. If it were not considered

80, Mr, Selby, and severely punished, the service would go to
ruin, Is the young man a deserter from the Indian army, or
from the regular line?”

“ From neither, my lord,” returned Henry, smiling at his
lordship’s earnestness, “ Ie is a deserter from the American
navy.” |

“Oh! from the navy, and from the American navy ; that-

.makes a difference to be sure. It is very indiscreet of the

young man, certainly ; but it does not call for our interference,
I, for my part, should be very sorry to bring him into trouble;
but I scarcely know whether, had he deserted from the mlhtary
secvice of India, I should have been doing my duty to have per-
mitted him to escape.” :

“The guslt of desertion then, my lord,” said Henry, “depends
it would appear, upon the circumstances connected with it;
whether, for instance, the deserter be flying from a native or

- foreign service, and is modified very considerably in your lord_

ship’s mind, when the culprit hias deserted {rom the navy, and
not from the army %7

¢ Certainly,” replied Lord Mordant,
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Henry Selby and the Colonel could not forbear laughing
heartily at his Jordship’s naive definition of the crime of deser
tion, and perceiving that he had been entrapped into making
some absurd remarks, Lord Mordant good-humoredly joined
in the laugh against himself,

“I should like to speak with the young man,” he said, after
some moments.

“ 1 do not think, at present, it would serve any purpose to do

,” replied Henry ; “you can put yourself into communication
Wlth him immediately we arrive in New York, In fact,
I have been guilty of a breach of confidence in disclosing his
name, but your mention of his father, threw me off my guard,

I told your lordship that he is known on board the ship as Wil

Ham Hooper: I recognized him, for I knew him when we were
both children ; but I promised to keep his secret after he had
told me his story. [ obtained permission to tell it to Colonel
Donaldson —now your lordship has surprised it out of me.”

“In that case, then,” replied Lord Mordant,  “I shall of |

course say nothing to him, nor appear to recognize him, until
we arrive at New York,” | :

At this moment, the captain of the vessel came up from the
cabin; and taking two or three hasty turns up and down the
quarter deck, looked anxiously to windward and aloft : then
addressing the man at the helm, he exclaimed —

“ How ’s her head, Hooper 2”

“ Southwest, half west, sir,” was the prompt reply

“ Won't she lie due southwest. (A

“ No, sir,”

“ When did she break off ?”

- % Halfan-hour ago, sir, when the mate braced up the yards.”

“ Keep her as close as you can, my lad,” said the captain, as
he again. descended the companion-ladder,

He looked anxiously at the barometer after he entered the
eabin, and then returning to the deck, ordered the mate to take

sails.

THE WATCHMAN. 203

in the Toya'ls a,nd topgallant-sails, and to stand by to reef top-

. The weather looked so ﬁne, the sea was so smooth, and the
sky so clear, except just at the verge of the horizon, where a
dark mass of clouds rested, which spread into mare’s tails from
their uppermost edges, that this order to reduce the sail, aston.
ished not only the passengers, but such of the crew as were not
acqua,inted with the rapid changes which take place in the

enther in the treacherous latitude of the Cape of Good Hope,
the storm often giving scarcely the slightest warning of its
approach. :

The upper sail was speedily reduced, and still so faint was
the breeze, that thus shorn of her lighter pinions, the heavy ship
lay almost motionless upon the surface of the water. A single
reef was then taken in the top-sails, and the watch was allowed
to go below again, but told to be in readiness to spring up in a
moment if their services should be further needed.

The eaptain then conversed with the mate for some minutes,

" and the watch on deck were set to work by the officer to double.

lash the spars and boats, and the flying-jib- boom was run in on
deck. _ o

All these evident preparations for heavy weather, while the
sky still looked so clear, and the stars shone so brightly and.
the sea remained so calm, looked ominous, and the passengers,
who had nearly all congregated upon deck that evening, lured
by the extraordinary beauty of the weather, whispered to one

~another, and began to grow alarmed. The captain now ap-

proached the spot where Lord Mordaut and the Colonel, and
their ladies, who had joined them from, the cabin, were seated,

“ We are going to have a breeze, gentlemen,” he said, as he
approached. :

“You don’t think there is any dfmoer captain ?” asked Lady
Mordant and Mrs. Donaldson ina breath

“ Certainly not_just now, ladles,” replied the captain, gaily,

“nor likely to be any, 1 hope, but it is always well in these lati-
- . - 3
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tudes to be prepared for a gale. We are now almost in the

latitude of the Cape, and not more than a hundred 1eagues to
the eastward of it. My barometer has fallen two and a half
degrees within the past hour, and the mercury is down to 28°;
with the wind as it is from the eastward, that predicts a heavy
blow from the southward and westward, and those dark clouds,
skirting the horizon, which but a few minutes since were on our
weather-beam, but which are rapidly flying roind to leeward,
with the mares’ tails streaming from them and stretching far
up into the sky, give fair warning that before long‘we shall
have as much wind as we can stagger under. I was in hopes

to have got into Table Bay the day after to-morrow, if the

breeze had only held its own for a day or two longer; but if
we are caught in this ‘souwester,” which will certainly blow
for three days, we shall be driven off the coast again: so ladies,
make up your minds not to see the Table Mountain, or to set
foot ashore in Cape Town for a week to come ; however, with
the wind from the quarter I expect it, we shall have plenty of
sea-room, so we must just make ourselves as snug as possible,
_and wait with patience for fair weather.”

“ Mr. Briggs, call the hands up, sir, and take a close reef in
all the top-sails at once,” exclaimed the captain,-.suddenly
breaking off in his conversation with the passengers, and
addressing the mate. |

The mass of cloud already spoken of had crept completely

round to leeward, and the sky had darkened with astonishing
rapidity., There was as yet no wind, but it was evident from
the uneasy motion of the ship that a swell was coming up from
to leeward, and the passengers, with the exception of one or
two of the best sailors amongst them, sought their cabins.

The shrill sound of the boatswain’s whistle and his hoarse

call resounded through the vessel, and the watch sprung up -
from below. The top-sail halliards were let rum, and the sea- -

men sprung aloft, and in less than twenty minutes the ship was
snug under her three closereefed top-sails, with her main-sail

hauled up.

THE WATCHEMAN.

CHAPTER XXX,

THE PASSAGE HOME.f-THE GALE OF WIND,—A  MAN LOST
OVERBOARD.

e And now with gails declined -

The wandering vessel drove before the wind;
Tossed and retossed, aloft and then below

Nor port they seek, nor certain course they know,

But every moment wait the coming blow.”
‘ DrypEN

* Ir was well that the captain of the Montezuma had taken
warning in season from the indications of his marine barome-
ter. The sky became rapidly overcast, until it was completely
obscured by dense clouds, forming a dull, lead-colored canopy,
which seemed almost to touch the mast heads, so low did
they hang downj and then there suddenly arose a mighty

" tushing of the winds from the opposite quarter to that from

which the breeze had been blowing for some days before, and
from which the dense mass of cloud, which was the precursor
of the tempest, had first made its appearance.

So sudden and so violent was the approach of the gale, that
had not the vessel been well prepared to meet its fury, the masts
must all have gone by the board, and coming as it did from the

. opposite quarter, the vessel would have been taken by the lee,

and probably have foundered with every soul on board, Heavy
rain followed the first blast of wind, and this continued without
intermission for twenty-four hours, beating down the sea, but
seeming rather to increase than tolessen the fury of the squalls.

However, there was plenty of sea-room, and all sail having
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been taken in except such as was absolutely requisite to steady
the ship and keep her to the wind, she was hove to, and made
as snug as possible, until the fury of the tempest should abate,

The Montezuma was not alone in the gale. During oneé of
the lulls, when the haze slightly cleared away for a few
moments, another vessel was dimly. visible as she rose to the
summit of a mountainous wave. She appeared to be a
large vessel; the captain thought either an Indiaman or a
man-of war—but it was impossible to form any correct judg:
ment, as she appeared in view but for a few moments at inter-

vals, and then sunk down into the trough of the sea, and the -

mist rendered the vision so obscure, that it was almost impos-
sible to form any correct idea of the distance she was from the
Montezuma. This was a source of great anxiety to the éaptain,
as the night was closing fast, and he was fearful that possibly a
collision might take place amid the darkness of the night, in
which case both vessels would inevitably be lost.

However, a good Jook-out as was possible was kept. The
wearied watch below went to their hammocks to sleep, as foar-
lessly as sailors learn to sleep, even amidst the wildest storm,
trusting implicitly to the watch and ward of their messmates,
and the passengers made themselves as comfortable as they
could under the circumstances; few of them slept soundly, for

they had pot learnt to consider a gale of wind & matter of

course, and many anxious thoughts and fears erowded into
their minds as they lay in their berths, rocked violently to and
fro, unable for five minutes together to preserve their equili.
brium, or to maintain a comfortable position.

Towards morning they became aware that some change had
oceurred in the weather, for the motion of the ship was altered,
and over their heads was heard, amidst the howling of the
storm and the pattering of the rain—the heavy and rapid tread
of the saillors——the creaking of cordage, and the rattling of ropes
thrown violently down upon deck; and still high above al,

'
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the boarse but to them unintelligible shouts of the captaii, as
he gave a seriés of rapid orders through his speaking-trumpet.
It was evident enough that some fresh danger threatened the

~vessel ; many of the passengers too frightened or too sick to

rise or to make any exertion whatever, lay trembling in their
berths, alternately praying and thinking of their distant homes
and friends ; others, resolved to know the worst, rose from their
beds and endeavored to dress themselves as rapidly as possible,
as they staggered about, sométimes thrown completely off their
legs by the violent motion of the ship.

Presently, however, a sound was heard, which banished all
thought "of sickness from the minds of the most helpless and

" languid amongst them.

The companion-way was suddenly opened, and the voice of
the captain was heard shouting to them in the eabin. ¢ Pas.
sengers,” he said, “hurry on deck for your lives; the strange
ship is close on board of us, and if she strikes us it will be for-
tunate if either one of us escape destruction.”

-The hatchway was immediately closed with a crash, for the
water had been pouring into the cabin while the captain was
speaking, and the terrified passengers, who had all risen at the
dreadful summons, were mingled together in confusion, and
left to attire' themselves in their garments, which had been
thrown on the deck, and were dripping with the water which
floated the cabin to the depth of an inch, A fearful sight pre.
sented itself to the few who were able to gain the deck, The
day was just breaking, but the thin gray light only served to
render the confusion more palpable: a heavy mist shrouded
everything from view at the distance of a few yards. The
deck was covered with eoils of rope, which- had been thrown
down, and which were dashed violently from side to side, while
with every roll the csh'p dipped gunwale under, and sent a

- volume of water dashing across the deck with such violence as
to sweep everything overboard, through the broken bulwarks,

‘which was not securely fastened to the decl,
13%
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It was only with the utmost difficulty that the passengers
could save themselves by clinging tightly to the rails and
stancheons from being swept into the seething ocean—and,
most fearful sight of all ! apparently close upon them to wind-

ward, looming phantom-like and terriﬁca.lly large, th‘rough the

mist, was the ship that had been seen in the evening, shortly
after the gale commenced. '\

Her crew were evidently aware of their d‘mgcr, for above
the storm counld be distinctly heard, at intervals, the hoarse
commands issued through the trumpets of her captain and
officers. o , '

To wear the ship seemed the only possible way to. escape a
-eollision, and this operation was dangerous in that heavy sea,
and might be fatal to the ship, and should the strange vessel
try the same manceuvre at the same moment, the hope of safety
by this means would prove their mutual destruction. The
mate proposed to put the ship before the wind ; but this the
captain dared not do; the stern of the Montezuma was low in

the water, and he was afraid of “ pooping” the vessel in the

attempt. However, delay was dangerous, and more sail was

set, though the masts creaked and trembled bencath the force.

of the wind thus brought to bear upon them. The passengers
_ were hurriedly ordered to lash themselves to the railing, and
the hazardous feat of wearing ship in such a sea, was attempted.
For a moment, as the vessel righted, she trembled in every
plank, as though she was aware of her imminent peril—then she

again keeled over—and the strange ship passed ahead, almost

scraping the bow of the Montezuma as she did so. The
danger was over, and the captain and crew and passengers
breathed more freely. The perils of the gale—which appeared
to increase in force as the daylight approached—seemed as
nothing, compared with the more imminent peril which they
had so narrowly escaped.

Towards noon the weather suddenly cleared up, and the wind
temporarily lulled; but this was only the precursor, as the

awful thing—the loss of a man at sea.
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b ;
captain was well aware, of a change of wind from southwest

to northwest, when it would probably blow with more viclence
than ever. But the ship was prepared for the -change which
soon occurred. The short brokensea now took a wider sweep ;
overhead the sky was clear and cloudless, and notwithstand-
ing the gale had increased in fury, all were rejoiced at, the
change. A tight ship, a bright sky, and a long steady sea,
banished all thought of fear, even from the minds of the pass-
engers.. The vessel now “lay to* snugly ; no longer shipping
a drop of water to windward, but rising and falling as grace-

fully as a sea-fowl, as she alternately rested on the summit of

the mountain wave, and then sank into the valley of waters -
beneath.

The strange sail was still visible af intervals; but there was
now a long and a safe distance between them,

Now, however, there was a8 commotion apparent amongst
the crew on the f'orecastle, and the mate sent forward to know

-what was the matter,

“ One of the men is missing,” was the reply.
“Who ?”

“ Bill Hooper, sir,”

“When was he missed ?” asked the mate, who had now
himself gone forward,

“ He hasn’t been seen since daylight that I knows of, sir,”
replied one or two of the men; “but nobody seems to have
missed him till just now. JFack Williams says how he was
alongside of him when we was wearing ship.”
© ¢ Are you sure he has not gone below 2

“Yes, sir.  'We've sarched the fo'ksel, and he can’t be found

nowheres.”

“Poor fellow!” exclaimed the mate, “he was doubtless
swept overboard by the sea that broke over us and carried
away the galley, just before the wind changed.”

The news soon spread amongst the passengers. ' It is an

The words, “a man
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overboard,” strike terror into the stoutest heart. Still more
awful is the thought that the man has gone ‘silen‘tly to his
.dczom, unseen and unheard. His death-shriek of agony un-
heeded amid the noise of the elements; the sound of his own
voice mocking him, taunting him, as it were, with his irapo-
tency. “A manislost!” One of the little family of human
beings who form a world of their own in the midst of the waste
of waters! ‘We hear of a sudden death, or of a mystei*ioﬁs
disappearance on shore, with consternation and dread. But
tenfold more fearful is such an accident at sea, where the man

is necessarily known to each, and missed by all. It is, for the

time being, as though one of our own family had been suddenly
- snatched f'rom us.

“ A man was lost overboard durmg the night, or carly this
morning,” was whispered in terror-stricken tones in the cabin,
and the question “ who?” was asked by all present, and by
the ladies who had seldom visited the deck, and who could not
be expected to know the man by sight,

“ Poor Bill Hooper,” replied the captain. “The mate thinks
he was swept overboard by the sea that took the galley, but I
rather suspect he must have been lost while we were wearing
ship. I fancied I heard a cry of agony just at the moment thbe
strange ship was crossing our bows, but I listened and did no
hear it repeated, and therefore thought I had been mistaken.
My mind was so ocenpled at the time, that I had forgotten the
circumstance. I have no doubt now that it was poor Bill
Hooper’s ery for help that I heard.”

“ How shocking!” exclaimed one of the ladies.

- “Yes,” replied the captain ; “still, even if he had been heard
by any one on board at that moment, nothmg could have been
done to save him.”

“Bill Hooper, did you say, Captain 2" said Mr Selby.

“Yes, sir. You must recollect the man; a tall, straight

- young fellow-; one of the best hands on board the ship.” "\

“1 recollect him well,” replied Henry, ¢ Captain, I never
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mentioned the matter before, but Bill Hooper was not the
young man’s real name. It was Carter. 1knew him when he
was a boy.” '
“Indeed ! do you know his friends, sir ?” asked the captain.
“Well 37 replied Henry. “One prmclpal object of my
visit to New York is to see them. T cannot relate the particu-
lars now, but some time I will tell you the cause'of the young

man’s assuming a false name,”

%1 have ordered his chest and other effects to be brought aft,”
said the captain, who knew Henry Selby’s position in (J.llcutta
perfectly well. ¢ Perhaps, Mr. Selby, you would wish to take
charge of them yourself, and deliver them to his friends in
New York ?”

“] wiil willingly undertake the mournful duty,” replied
Ilenry, * though 1 really cannot say, that 1 know where to find
the family.” : ‘

« Por that matter,” said the captain, “I know no more than
youraelf where to find the poor fellow’s friends, but they can
most likely be found by advertising. But I must go on deck,
and see how things look. Mr, Selby, I'll order the mate, as
soon as the weather moderates, to strike the chest down into
the hold, where the bulk of your luggage is stowed, and I will

deliver you the key, sir, which one of his messmates tells me is

hanging on a nail over his bunk in the forecastle

“I'm happy to be able to tell you, ladies and gentleman,”
continued the captain, looking at the barometer, “ that there is
every prospeet of the gale shortly abating. - 1see the mereury is
rising very fast. 1 trust we shall have fine weather again before
night, By this time. to-morrow, there is a prospect of your
being at anchor in Table Bay.”

The captain was followed on ‘deck by two or three gentlemen:
passengers, amongst whom was Henry Selby. Jack Jenkins
was standing at the gangway, holding on to the railing, and
gazing at the sky to windward. Turning his head, he saw Mr.
Selby, and immediately came towards him.
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“The back-bone o’ this here gale’s broke, Mr. Selby,” he
said, “but it’s been the means o’ sending one poor soul to its
last account, sir, You've heerd - that poor Wllham Carter’s
lost the number of his mess?”

“Yes, Jack, and truly sorry Iam,” replied Henry. “16 be
sad news to communicate to his poor father and mother and sis-
ter—that is,” he added, after a pause, “if they are still living.”

“Loose the fore-topsail, and shake a reef out of the main-
topsail, and then set the courses, Mr. Dobbins,” shouted the
captain to the officer of the deck, “she’ll bear them now ;" and
in a few moments all was bustle and confusion, to the unprac-
tised eye, on board the Montezuma. f

The captain’s prophecy was correct : before night, the vessel
was sailing before a fine breeze, with all sail set, and at noon,
the next day, she cast anchor in Table Bay. :

She remained there a fow days to refit and repair the damage
sustained during the gale, and then set sail again for New York,
The remaining portion of the voyage was effected without any-

thing of special importance having occurred ; and seven weeks

from leaving the Cape, the arrival of the Montezuma. off Sandy

Hook from Caleutta and the Cape of Good Hope, was tele.

graphed in New York,

THE WATCHMAN.

CHAPTER XXXI,

NEWS UPON CHANGE,

% Three thbusmﬂ dueats,—well.
Ay sir, for three months.

F¥or three months—well"
* * * * * # #

“« Albeit, T ﬁeither lend nor borrow,
By taking or by giving of excess—
Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend
Tl break a custom —"
‘ MEB.OHANT oF VENICE.

Toere, in Wall-street, “ where merchants most do congre.
gate,” had assembled on the afternoon of which we write, an
assemblage of the busy, anxious mercantile en, and brokers,
and bankers of New York; men whom we are wont to term
hard-hearted, close-fisted, wholly absorbed in the one grand

‘object of amassing wealth., Nevertheless, amongst these men

may he found many possessed of all the most generous attri-
butes of human nature, Hard, they may be, in making a bar-
gain—close in examining into the nature of Securities--unwil-‘
ling, in the way of business, to disburse a penny, unless they
can be led to believe that the penny will become a groat. The
needy speculator ; the reckless money-hunter ; the ruined mer-
chant, may spend weary hours on ’change, in vain endeavor,
and go thence with an aching and sinking heart, cursing in his
inmost soul the base ‘passion for gain, and the cautious and
close investigation, which locks up from him the coffers of the
capitalist, and vent his spleen on the system which so hardens
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men’s hearts to the needs of the unfortunates, forgetting, or-

choosing to forget, that they, in times past, have exercised
equal caution, and then thought it right and just; and that the
desire by illegitimate means to extend their business, has
brought them to their present condition, and that if those whom

they anathematize, were to act in the same manner, they too -

would soon be brought to poverty ; but it is unjust thus to stig-
matize the merchant of New York. Amongst this numerous
class, there may be some in whose bosoms the sordid love of
guin grows stronger gs years advance, and gray hairs grow thick
upon the head, but as a body, the world cannot boast of men
more generous, more sympathizing, more kindly disposed to
help the unfortunate, and to push forward the youthful aspirant
for mercantile honors, than the merchants of this great-city.
Witness our numerous charitable institutions ; witness the mag-
nificent donations to institutions, calculated to benefit the less
wealthy classes of society ; witness the open-handed liberality
with which money is tendered to soften the horrors of famine,
or other dread casualties in distant lands, Mark these proofs
of generosity, and then be silent when your own disappoint-
ment, or a single instance of callousness and indifference to
human suffering, would lead you to stigmatize as a body this
noble-hearted and generous class of men,

Judge them not by their actions upon ’change. In the way
of business, the father may prefer the stranger to his own son,
if the stranger offers a larger interest for a loan, or if he can
turn his money in any way to better advantage by dealing with
those alien to him rather than with his own kindred; but in
thus acting, is not the father really working for the son's advan-
tage, since it is for him and 4ds children he is gathering up
wealth, and better still, endeavoring to establish an honorable
name in the commercial world?

Let those whe would judge harshly the actions of the busi
ness man, consider that if he did not act thus keenly in business,
he could not afford to give in charity. The anecdote is an old
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one, but it WIH well apply here, and it is so much to the purs

‘pose that its repetition may be excused, ‘which tells of the ex-

. perience of the missionary of some charity, who had, afier a

hard day’s toil, succeeded but poorly in his endeavors to make
a collection. At last he came to the house of a merchant of

“reputed wealth, and rang the bell; the door was opened, and

when he entered the hall, he heard the master of the house
chiding a servant for her calelessness in allowing an inch of
candie to waste.

“1 have no business here,” thought he ;- my errand will be

“in vam: the man who could thus be annoyed at so trifling a

loss,"is not likely to be rvady to give to the needy.” But he
had sent in his name by the servant who had opened the door,

~and it was too late to retreat. In a fow moments he was

requested to step into the parlor, and was politely asked to
take a seat, and state his object in calling, He did so, with
very little expectation that it would be of any service. The
merchant made many and close inguiries as to the object and
progress of the charity ; and at last, apparently satisfied that
all was right, went to his bureau, and presented the collector
with a sum of money, exceeding in amount all that he had
previously obtained during his hard day’s toil. His looks of
surprise were observed by the generous donor of the gift, who
asked the missionary the cause of his astonishment,.

“You will not be offended if I tell it?” said the latter,

“ By no means,” replied the merchant.

“Then, sir, it is this, After entering your house, while Wait-
ing in the hall, I'heard you chiding a servant for some trifling
waste ; had I not already announced my name, I should have left
the house, for certainly I expected to obtain nothing here; judge
then of my astonishment at receiving so liberal adonation as this.”

“ My friend,” returned the merchant, “ had I not been careful
to allow of no waste in small matters, 1 should not now be in a
position to assist your "s or any other charity.”

The missionary made subsequent 1nqu1nes respectmg this
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man, and learnt that, although he was considered a close and

hard man of business, he was one of the most charitable men
of the city, always being ready to assist the needy both with
advice and money, and giving away annually a handsome
income in charity. \ , . ‘

On the afternoon in question, Mr. Blunt, the unfortunate
merchant, who at the period of the opening of our story was
in the midst of a prosperous career, appeared upon ’change,
anxious to obtain an advance upon a mortgage he held upon
‘some property, the last remnant of his once vast wealth, which
he had hitherto retained intact as a dernier resort, in case sick-
ness or infirmity should fall upon him—for he was growing
old-—and render him unable to earn his living in the humble
situation he now occupied. He now fancied he had an oppor-
tunity, if he could raise a little ready-money, to commence
business again in a small way, and thus release himself from
the anxiety of mind which must always attend aged men who
are dependant upon the caprices of employers; but the poor
“man sought amongst the capitalists in vain. Money was easy—
as the phrase goes; there was a plethora in the banks; dis-
counts could be readily obtained upon first-class paper, either
froni the “Boards,” or in the streets: indeed, in the streets,
capitalists were anxiously seeking to get rid of their superfiuous
funds, but they had been bitten before. A monetary panic

had not long passed away, and like a burnt child, they dreaded.

the fire, Poor Mr. Blunt found every application useless, His
securities were doubted—not his honesty of purpose. No one
believed that he had failed in business from any other cause
than misfortune ; large payments having devolved upon him
at a moment when a more than ordinary stringency in the
money-market had rendered him unable to meet his bills.- No
one believed, had the merchant promptly met the first demands
upon him, as under ordinary circumstances he could have done,

that the subsequent pressure upon him, which led to his ruin,”

would have oceurred; still he had fail - a»d ‘n his failure had
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mvolved many others, and had caused several of the capitalists
now upon ’change to lose a great deal of money. Everywhere

" -else but in Wall-street, this was forgiven and forgotten, even -

by the sufferers; but there it was marked down in black
indelible marks, which it seemed impossible for time to efface.
Years had passed by since this event had oceurred, and many
fortunes during that period had been made and lost; but the
black marks against the unfortunate merchant’s name were -
fresh as ever. J ~ _ '

“Sorry, Mr, Blunt, very sorry ; but I wonld rather not have
anything to do with landed property just now, at any rate on
such a small scale as that you offer. If, now, it were a lona
Jide sale you wished to make, and the property were of that
description likely to be in demand,” said one, as he buttoned
up his poeket-book, and turned away. -

“ A note for six months you think you could get from
Messrs. ,” said another, “with your own endorsement.
Qeally, Mr. Blunt, I am very sorry, but I have just lent out
sl the available capital I possess; and as to the mortgage, it is

. ntirely out of my line.”

“If you could get another good name to endorse your note,
Mr, Blunt,” said a third, “I think I could manage it for you.
I don’t doubt you at all—understand me—but I have made a
resolve, which I always adhere to, never to discount a bill with
a single endorsement.”

And similar excuses were made and refusals given by half
a dozen others, :

Mr. Blunt was about to leave the Exchange in despair, when
he chanced to catch sight of Mr. Wilson, of the firm of Wilson

. & Co. He had done considerable business with this house in

his days of prosperity, although since his failure he had not met.
Mr. Wilson., At any other time he would have avoided him,
for. Mr. Wilson had been one of the greatest losers by his
bankruptey : but riow rendered reckless by disappointment, he
went up to the banker, and stated his intention to go into
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business again on his own account ; at the same time explain.

ing in what way he hoped to raise the needful funds,
Mr. Wilson listened to him with patience ; but finally, after
asking various questions, returned him a similar answer to the

rest; but noticing the poor man’s cbagrin, he added—%[-

can’t do anything in the way you suggest jnst now, Mr. Blunt,
but call on me to-morrow afternoon, at my office, and perhaps
we may devise some plan which may enable y{m to carry out
youpr intentions.”

This was the only word of encouragement Mr, Blunt had
met with that day ; but coming from the lips of a man like Mr.
Wilson, it was cheering; and thanking the banker, and say-

ing that he would be punctual to the hour appointed, Mr, Blunt

walked home with & more elastic tread than that with which he
had entered the Exchauge.

“The Montezuma has arrived, sir. She is off Sandy ook,
and will be up most likely during the night,” said George Iart-
ley, as Mr, Wilson entered his private office, on his return
from ’change.

“ Indeed!” was the reply; “ 'm glad to hear it, Mr. Hartley,
for really her delay began to be alarming, Let me see, she is
nearly four weeks over-due, is she not?”

“Yes, sir, I see from the report, that she met w1th very
bad weather off the Cape, and was compelled to remain some
time at Table Bay, to refit.” '

“ Well, so that she has arrived safe at last, it does not much

matter,” rephed Mr. Wilson. ¢ By-the-bye, Hartley,” he con-
tinned, « if the vessel should not get up till to-morrow, you had
better go down to the pier in the morning, and offer to guide

~ Lord Mordant and Mr, Selby to the office, or offer them-in my

name any service they may require; and if the Montezuma

dovs come up to-night, you had still better call on board in the -

morning, ascertain at what hotel the passengers are putting up,
and call upon them there. You can introduce yourself by
your own proper name, and discovgr whether you are the party
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gought for by Lord Mordant,” added the merchant, 4smiling
“ And, Mr. Hartley, say that I will do myself the pleasure of
waiting upun them du: ing the day.”

“] will do so, sir,’ ,rephed Hartley—and it now being Mr.
Wilson’s usual hour for quitting the office, he put on his hat
and over-coat and went home ; and shortly afterwards Hartley -
laid aside his books, and f'ollowed the example set by his
employer,

The Montezuma came up during the night, and when George
Hartley called on board the ship in the morning, he found that
the passengers had all left at an early hour. He inquired of
the captain to which hotel Mr. Selby had gone.

“] really can’t say,” replied the captain. ¢ But I know that
Lord Mordant and Colenel Donaldson, with their ladies, went
to the same hotel with Mr, Selby, They were all of the same
puarty. Perbaps the steward can say,” e called the steward,
and upon the man’s making his appearance, asked if he knew
to which hotel Lord Mordant’s party had gone. '

“To the New York Hotel, sir,” replied the steward. «I
have some things to take up to them to-day there,”

“ Which you will take care not to forget, | warrans,” replied
the captain, aside. “I fancy, Mr. Hartley, the steward has
good reason to recollect Mr. Selby’s party,”

“] asked the question at the request of Mr. Wilson,” con-
tinued George Hartley. * IJe has received letters from Mr,
Selby and Lord Mordant, written in India before your shipr
sailed, intimating that they have a great desire to see him.
Indeed I believe Lord Mordant has stated that he can assist

~him greatly with regard to the only business that calls him to

New York. You have a good deal of‘ merchandize consigned
to us, captain, | believe ?”

“Yes, | think there is,” said the captain, “T shall call at
the office and see Mr. Wilson-in the course of the day In the
meanwhile please to make my compliments to him.”

“1 will,” replied Hartley. “ Good inorning, captain. I

L
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chall call at the hotel before T go to Wall-street, and leave Mr.,
Wilson's message, althongh it will probably be too early to
ks.” .
Se‘i‘t(};:)jgl—day, Hartley,” returned the captain, as the. young
man 1éft the side of the ship, and hurrying along t.he pler; was
soon lost to sight amongst the piles of goods strewn about in
irection. - :
ev?:y;;vilsr hardly ten o'clock when George Hartley reached the
New York Hotel. Going up to the elerk’s office, he looked on
the list of new arrivals, and soon found the names of-—
“ George Mordant and Lady,”—* Colonel Donaldsqn and
Lady,”—“Henry Selby”—all from Calcutta, 7
« Can I see Mr. Selby ?” asked George of the clerk. ,
«Mr. Selby is now at breakfast, with Lord Mordant and
Colonel Donaldson and the ladies,” replied the clerk; ‘_‘ but I
will send up one of the waiters with your name, if you
choose.” ‘ o | :
George drew a card from his pocket, on w:lnoh hls‘: OWE pame
was engraved, and writing at the bottom in }')encll-——- FI.‘OII]..
Messrs. Wilson & Co., Wall-street,”—handed '1t to the waiter,
who took it up to Mr. Selby. .
“ A gentleman has called upon Mr. Selby, and sent up his
card,” said the waiter, entering the private apartment where
the party were seated at breakfast. :

“VWho ean possibly want to see me?” exclaimed Henry,

greatly surprised, but as is usually the case, not thinking how
<oon he could solve the mystery by reading the name on the

card. People always perplex themselves needlessly on the:

receipt of a strange letter or card. '
“ 'i‘)hey’ve hurried you up pretty quick, Henry,” said Colonel

- Ponaldson, laughing, | .
@ Oh, it must be some mistake,” replied Henry. .
« Why not read the card, Mr, Selby, and see whose namo it

bears,” interppsed Mrs. Donaldson. ¢ That may give you
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some clue. I declare, you have been holding the card upside
down all this while,”

Henry laughed, and looking at the card, read—¢ George
Hartley, from Messrs. Wilson & Co.”

“There, now, the dread mystery is explained,” said Lady
Mordant, -

“ Yes,” replied Henry; « Mr. Wilson, I suppose, has heard of
the vessel’s arrival; and discovering at which hotel we were
stopping, has seut a messenger to congratulate us on our safe
passage across the stormy waters. But, by the way, how sin-
gular! Did you hear the name I read? ¢ George Hartley,’
Suppose, my lord, or you, Colonel, this messenger should
belong to the family you wish to discover 27 J

“Is Mr. Hartley below 2 asked Henry of the waiter.

“ Yes, sir,” veplied the man.

“Then ask him to be so good as to step up stairs. We

- will at least see what this George Hartley looks like,” eon-

tinued Henry, when the waiter had departed on his errand,

In a!few moments George knocked af the door, and was
requested to come in, |

“1 have called at the request of Mr. Wilson, of Wall-street,”
said George, introducing himself, « My name is Hartley. I
am the managing clerk of the firm. = Mr, Wilson desires me to
present his compliments to Lord Mordant and Mr. Salby—
from both of whom he has received letters—and to inform
them that he will do himself the pleasure of waiting upon them
to-day, at any hour they may appoint.” ' ‘
- There were three gentlemen present, and of course George
Hartley could not tell which two of the three bore the names
of Mordant and Selby. Henry, however, rose and introduced
the party, and desired Mr, Hartley to say, in the joint names

of Lord Mordant and himself, that they would do themselves

the pleasure of waiting upon him during that afternoon, if’ con-
venient.” '

“I'presume it will be convenient,”, replied George, “Mr,

%
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Wilson usually leaves the office about four o’clock, sometimes
earlier; but if you will mention at what. hour you can call, [
_have no doubt he will wait for you.” i

« Certainly not,” sai¢ Lord Mordant. “We will suit his
time. What do you say, Selby ? Shall we call at three this
afternoon'?” -

“If you please,” replied Henry.

“ Three o'clock be it then,” said his lordship, and Henry re-
quested Mr. Hartley to present Lord Mordant’s and Mr.,
Selby’s compliments to Mr. Wilson, and tell him that if con
venient to him they would call at his office at that hour.

“Good morning, ladies and gentlemen,” said George, as
having received the message, he bowed and left the room.

“ A fine young man that,” said Lord Mordant. 1 should
have no objection to learn that he really was the party whom
I seek. What do you say, Colonel?” )

Mrs. Donaldson was whispering in her husband’s ear, and
the Colonel had not paid attention to his lordship’s observation.

“ Very like, indeed. It struck me the moment he entered
the room.” B

“Very like what, Colonel?” said Lord Mordant, laughing,
«“ ask you if it wouldn't be a pleasure to find the young man
whom I am seeling for, like this gentleman in manners and ap-
pearance, and you reply, “ It struck me when he entered the’
room! "

“1 was replying to a remark of Ada’s,” said the Colonel,
¢ She was observing that there was a very strong resemblance
between this Mr. Hartley and our friend Selby, here.”

“'Fore George, so there is!” exclaimed Lord Mordant.
] was wondering who he was like that I had known. myself,
and yet, although Mr. Selby was present, did not trace the re-
semblance to him.” -

“|t is a striking likeness!” interposed Lady Mordant.

“ Te can be no relation of yours, Selby 2” continued Lord
Mordant.
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“,Not that I am aware of, my lord,” replied Henry, «J
ﬁo;é t know that 1 have a single relative living,”

olone! Donaldson sat in deep thought, hi i

is gaz
towards Henry., - ’ o g drected
“ What are you thinking of, Colonel ?” asked Lady Mordant
[1] s 1 :
o Nothnig of consequence, my lady—nothing,” replied the
.o.ou'ei; “but S‘e]by, if you think Mr, Wilson would not con-.
sxf‘der 1t an intrusion, I should like to be one of the party this
afternoon, I wish to see this young man again, and I should
like to see you and him together again, Henry,”
[ 1] H :

Go with us by all means, Colonel,” replied Henry ; “we
are all s.tr.angers alike to Mr. Wilson, and of course an’ addi-
tlon::i v1s1tor'under such circumstances can be no intrusion:
but,” he cfmtmued, smiling, “ you are making a great deal ouf;
of the fancied resemblance this Mr. Hartley bears to me. It is
glerely a f.'arll]c}ay, depend upon it, for I assure you again, I am in

€ unenviable positi vi i ion in thi
fho e Position of not having a solitary relation in this
“Not that you are aware of] you mean,” observed Colonel

Donaldson, gravel G : .
s y. However, I will call wi ; iy
afternoon.” ;  eall with you this

The ladies now retired to their own apartment, and the gen.
-tlemen strolling into the reading room to look at the morning

papers, the cloilversation was, for the time being, broken up.
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CHAPTER XXXIL

THE DOCUMENTS FOUND—A STRANGE DISCOVERY.

“In every eye arovnd I mark
The feelings of the heart o’erflowing,
From every soul I cateh the spark,
Of sympathy in friendship glowing.”
“0Oh1 could such ever fly,
Oh! that we ne'er were doomed to lose 'em”  Mooke

Ar the appointed hour Lord Mordant, Colonel Donaldson,
and Henry Selby visited the office of Mr. Wilson in Wall-
street. Although for certain financial reasons, Mr. Selby was
received by the worthy merchant as his particular friend, the
greatest respect, it was evident, was bestowed upon Lord
Mordant, and Culonel Donaldson came in for the second
share 3 for, although we reverence highly the ‘successful man
of trade, and especially the merchant whose business tends to

the benefit of our own, it must be confessed that we Yankees'

have an especial respect for titles, and nowhere is a live Jord
received with more homage than in this our own dear republi-
can country. ) _

1 am truly glad to welcome you to New York, Mr, Selby,”
said Mr. Wilson, shaking Henry by the hand. “1 hope we
shall become better acquainted, sir—that is to say in a social
point of view. In business matters I trust we have long per
fectly understood each other.”

«[ trust so, sir,” replied Henry ; © but allow me to say that |

the experience that our house has had in ifs business connexior
with yours, and the amenity that has grown out of that exper]
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ence, can searcely be increased by any closer connexion. ~ Allow
me, however, to introduce you to Lord Viscount Mordant and
Colonel Donaldson, of the Honorable East India Company’s
service. These gentlemen have been long known to me in
India, and I believe you will find them in every way worthy
of your friendship.” '

“I have made Tord Mordant’s acquaintance by letter
I believe,” replied Mr. Wilson, “ and now [ am happy to mak;
it personally. I have exerted myself, my lord,” addressing
Lord Mordant, “to- discover the man Cartér to whom you
alluded in your letter, and I believe I have succeeded. How-
ever, we will talk of that by-and-by. By the way,” again ad-
dressing Henry, “ you, Mr. Selby, are, I believe, not altsogeﬂier
a stranger to our city. You were, I am told, born in New
York?” 1

“If I'was not born here,” replied Henry—< and I have every
reason to suppose I was——at least my earliest recollections
are of your city. But you say, Mr. Wilson, that you have
found out the Carter family, Iam glad to hear it, for you‘ re-
collect that I wrote you a letter begging yo‘u as a favor to
learn, if possible, whether they were still residents of New
York.”

“ There was another family whom I wished you, if pqssibie
to discover—of the name of Hartley,” interposed Lord Mordam;’ \
“ am aware that I have imposed a great task upon you:. bui.;
I should be glad to learn that you have succeeded in this en-
deavor, also, the more especially since my friend, Colonel
Donaldson, is also interested in discovering the same family.”
. “I'have made every inquiry, my lord,” replied Mr. Wilson,

but to no purpose. I have, it is true, a gentleman in my office
the same who called upon you at the New York Hotel this;
n.norning, whose name is Hartley : but he has no relations
living in America that he is aware of,” |

“Is Joseph Carter still a resident of New York ?” asked
Henry Selby, growing imipatient. - '
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“He is at present, although he has but recently returned
from Philadelphia, where he has resided for some years, ”? said
Mr. Wilson.

“The man I mean was some years since employed as one

of the city watchmen,” continued Henry.

“] presume it is the same man, sir., This man Joseph
Carter, was formerly a resident of New York, and a city
watchman, and carman.”

“In that case,” said enry, “I have no doubt he is the indi-
vidual whom I seek. Pray allow me to ask you another
question : has he a family 27

“ He has a wife and daughter,” replied Mr, Wilson. ¢ He

also had a son: but the young man left home some years ago,

and has not since been heard of. They fear he is dead.”

“Thank God!” exclamed Henry, with fervor, “They
must be those whom [ have so long sought in vain to discover,
I should wish to see them ; that is to say, to see the father,
Joseph Carter, as soon as possible,”

“ You can see him to-morrow, sir; he will be here at nine
o’clock ; he is now employed as a messenger by our firm,”

“ He had a daughter—a little gir]l she was when I left New
York, many years ago. I suppose it is she to whom you have
alluded,” asked Henry, in as calin a tone as he could assume,
though his face reddened and his voice trembled as he asked the
question.

“ The same, sir, I presume 7 returned Mr. Wilson,

¢ I should have thought she would have been married before
this time,” said Henry, carelessly.

“ No, sir, she is not yet married,” replied Mr. Wilson,
% though it is, perhaps, extraordinary, since she is a very bea.u-
tiful and a very good girl.”

“ And this young man, Hartley,” interposed Colonel Donald-
son: “I have some interest in him, as my friend, Lord Mor-

dant, has told you., Yousay he is in your employ. Is he now
here?%”
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« No, my lord,” replied Mr. Wilson, “ Mr. Hartley left for
Philadelphia at two o’clock, but he will return to-morrow.”

“] should very much like to speak with him, and learn some-
thing of his family, if he would not deern it impertinent,” said
the Colonel.

“ Well, gentlemen,” interposed Mr. Wilson ; “if Mr. Selby
calls to-morrow to see¢ Carter, you can accompany hixﬁ and I
shall have great pleasure in introducing you to Mr. Hartley,
though, by the by, I suspect he introduced himself this morn.
ll'lg

“We are greatly obliged to you, Mr. Wilson,” returned

. Colonel Donaldson; “we will do ourselves the pleasure of
calling.  “Selby,” the Colonel continued, turning to Henry,

“ you, no doubt, have matters of business to arrange with Mr.
Wilson; we will leave you, and take a stroll by the river.
You have a very fine prospect,” again addressing the merchant,
“from that enclosure that was pointed out to us this morning—
what was it they called it 2—ah—the battery.” '

“ Very fine,” returned the merchant, “but you will enjoy it
best at an early hour in the morning; it is a pleasant place at
sunrise, before the dust covers the promenade, and before it is
so erowded with idlers,”

“ Nevertheless,” replied the Colonel, smiling, *since it is
very probable that while I remain here, I may not rise with
the lark, for though our habits are early in India, I feel your
chilly mornings very severely, we'll enjoy the prospect now,
with all its drawbacks, T wish you good day, Mr. Wilson,
and feel greatly obliged to you for the information you have
afforded me. Come, 1\101 dant—S8elby, we'll meet you at the
hotel at dinner, I suppose 2

Henry replied in the affirmative, and the two gentlemen lef$
the merchant’s office, arm-in-arm, and str olled down to the bat-
tery. '

They walked up and down the various pathways for some
time, enjoying the busy scene, and at length directed their steps

*
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to the promenade by the river side. A group of sailors were
seated upon one of the benches, and amongst them the Colonel
recognized his old friend on shipboard, Jack Jenkins; though
so changed in appearance by his bran new glossy slop-attire,
that the Colonel had to look closely at him before he was cer-
tain it was he.

Colonel Donaldson directed the attention of -Lord Mordant
to the old sailor, and then stepping towards him, addressed him
by the name of Davis, which name it will be recollected he had
borne on the ship’s books, and hfa.d always been called by
excepting when he was engaged in cosy conversation with
Henry Selby and his friends.

Jack immediately sprang to his feet, and made his sailor’s
bow and scrape.

“Glad to see you on shore, gentlemen,” said he,

“And we are glad to see you, Davis,” said Colonel Dounald-
son. “I intended to have spoken with you before I lefs the
* ship, last night, but forgot it in the bustle and confusion. You
am.used us so often on shipboard, that it is but right that we
shoald recompense you for it;” and the Colonel slipped some
motiey into the old man’s hand. “And now, Davis, let
me &sk you another question ; where can I find you, should I
want to see you again?”

The old man gave his address at a sailor’s boarding-house,

in Greenwich-street, observing : ‘

“It’s a respectable, decent house, Colonel none o’ your
Water-street boarding-houses for Jack J enkms; and that
reminds me, if so be you should call, ax for Jack Jenkins;
I’ve unshipped t'other pursers’ name; I never took kindly to
it; it always sot uneasy on me.”

“Jack Jenkins we will call you then,” said the Colonel,
smiling; “but,” continued he, “what is the reason that you
sailors so often change your names?”

“Some has one reason, and some another, your honor,”
replied Jack; “just as a man changes his tarpaulin, till ‘he
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finds one that sots easy on his head. Sometimes it’s to avoid
the land-sharks, and the sea-sharks too, for that matter; and -
sometimes to get out o’ a serape with the women folk, Now

T've had the name o’ Jack Jenkins chalked down in my log for

a matter. o' thirty years or more, and yet that ain’t the name
as I first shipped into the world with; but it’s somehow or
other sot more easily upon me than any other, though I’ve
tired on it sometimes for g short spell, and chalked down ano-
ther on the ship’s articles. Howsomever, Jack Jenkins I'm
known as at the boarding-house, and youwlll find me within hail
there, till I goes to sea again.”

“ Well, Jack, good-bye for the present,” said the colonel;

%I may give you a call.”

“ Good-bye, gentlemen, and thankee both,” replied the old
seaman,

“ What put it into your head to ask the old men where he
lived, colonel?” asked Lord Mordant, as the two gentlemen
strolled homewards. '

“] hardly know,” replied the colonel; “but you recollect
hearing the old fellow spin a yarn, as he called it, one night
about the mishaps that befel an emigrant ship that he sailed
in some years since, on board of which ship were also a married
couple of the name of Hartley ; now it may be pure invention
on the part of the old man, for 1 believe he has told some of
his incredible stories so often that he believes them himself to
be true, yet there may be some truth in the tale. And,
since we have so singularly fallen in with a person of the name
we both seek, on the very first day of our landing in New
York, it might turn out that he is the very individual we want
to find ; and if so, and there be truth in old Jenkins’ story, his
testimony may be of service to us.”

“ Very true,” observed Lord Mordant ; “I did not think of
that; indeed I had quite forgotten J ack’s yarn, though I recol-
lect it interested roe at the time I heard it.” _

“You are tolerably well acquainted with the localities of
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New York, Mordant, are you not?” inquired the colonel,
changing the subject of conversation.

“Tolerably well with some of them,” replied Lord Mor-
dant, smiling, “as I observed when I first mentioned to you
that I had been in America. I was a sad wild young scamp
then, but that was many years ago, and things have very much
changed. I recognize the principal thoroughfares, but it seems
to me as if the buildings had all been transformed. However,
-I will say one thing, the city is greatly improved, and so is the
style of architecture, though it is certainly of the cosmopolite

order. Still some of these large stores, as they call the shops .

here, are unsurpassed in splendor by anything in the old
world—and then the hotels ——"

“The hotels,” interrupted the eolonel “ gre gorgeous—mag-
nificent—perfectly oriental in splendor! bus I can’t say that I
admire the custom of all the inmates intermingling so muchj I
prefer a little more exclusiveness,”

“So do I,” said Lord Mordant, “but I suppose we should
get accustomed to this free and easy style if we were here Jong
enough.”

“ Yes, if we were here long enough,” replied Colonel Donald-
son; “but it strikes me that I should require to be here very
Iong.  However, there is more to praise than to blame, and
then the cost is so trifling. I cannot conceive how these places
are supported, when the charge for the week, as I see by the
printed regulations, is little more than one would have to pay
for a day’s board at an English hotel, unless, indeed, things
have greatly altered since 1 left England.”

“ That is the result, in a great measure, of the social freedom
of which you complain, colonel,” repled Lord Mordant. “In
Europe, and especially in England, hotel life is an exception,
The guests at an hotel are comparatively few, and of course
the charges must be great; while, although there may be as
much, or perhapsin your opinion and mine, more comfort,
there cannot be so much splendor. We leave that for our
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own homes; but the American people, especially the unmar-
ried young men and the young married people, make their homes
in the hotels.”

“] don’t think 1 could ever get aceustomed’ to that style of
living,” said the colonel.

“ Perhaps not, at your time of life, and after a residence of
several years in India,” replied Lord Mordant ; “but it hasits
fascinations for young people. 1 really learned to like the sys
tem when I was here before,”

They had by this time reached the hotel, and the conversa-
tion dropped. The two gentlemen retired to their own
rooms to make the necessary change in their attlre before they
joined the ladies.

Henry Selby had not yet returned from Wall-street, before
the dinner was announced, and the rest of the party sat down
to the table without him, for they took their meals in a private

“room, the colonel, aud the ladies particularly, not being able to

reconcile themselves to the freedom of the table d’hote.

“ How did you like Mr, Wilson ? ” asked Lord Mordant of
the colonel. : N

“ Very much indeed,” was the reply. “If he is a fair spe-
cimen of an American merchant, 1 shall certamly entertain a
very high opinion of them.”

“He is, to the best of my observation,” replied Lord Mordant.
¢ ] had occasion when here before to meet several Ameriean
merchants and professional men, and was generally much
pleased with them., The more you see of them the better you
will like them.”

“] presume to-morrow you gentlemen intend to escort us
abroad,” said Mrs. Donaldson, *It was very polite indeed to
leave us alone all day at an hotel.”

“ 1t couldn’t be ‘helped, Ada,” replied the colonel, “and I
fear we shall be truants again to-morrow morning! After that
we shall be at leisure to attend dutifully upon you.”

“ Business is always a plausible excuse with the gentiemén,”
14* |
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replied the lady, good-humoredly, “ when they want to enjoy
the freedom of bhachelorhood, However, if we allow you to
leave us to-morrow morning, we shall expect you to repay our
generosity by extraordinary attention during the remainder of
the day. Really, we'vé been here twelve hours, and have seen
nothing of the city yet.” :

“ Dreadful ! * playfully exclaimed Lord Mordant. ¢ Surely,
ladies, your patience must be quite exhausted.”

#What have you done with Mr. Selby 2" asked Lady Moz-

dant. ¢ He left the hotel with you this morning, did he not%?”

“ He was detained on business, with the merchant upon
“whom we called,” replied Colonel Donaldson; “but he is a long
time coming. We walked home very slowly. If he doesn’t
arrive soon he'll be too late for his dinner.”

“Then he can dine at the fable d’hote; in fact, obtain his
meals at any moment,” said Lord Mordaut. ¢ There, eolonel,
is one of the advantages of the American hotel system.” * # *

Let us for a moment return to Mr. Wilson'’s office, and

learn what it was that had so long detained Henry from his
friends.

After his friends had retired, ITenry Selby continued for
some time in conversation with Mr. Wilson, on matters apper-
taining to their mutual business transactions, when one of the

clerks entered the private office, and intimated that a gentle-
man had called upon Mr. Wilson, according to appointment;

and he handed him a card. .

“ Ah!” exclaimed Mr. Wilson, looking at the card. “I
‘recollect. Show the gentleman into my brother’s office. M,
Selby, pray excuse me for a few moments; I will return im-
mediately.” And he passed out of the office. .

iIn the course of ten minutes he returned, and again apolo-
gized for having left Henry alone; but he added: “ You will
excuse me, when [ tell you the cause. I have advanced a
small sum of money, on my own responsibility, to assist a
podr gentleman into business again, whose misfortunes, 1 truly
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believe, originated out of no fault of his own, save that in a
tirme of inflated prosperity, he speculated too deeply; and
wher. the depression consequent upon such a state of things
arrived, he fell, in the almost universal crash, He fell honor-
Ably, though; for he surrendered everything unreservedly to
his ereditors, and so impoverished himself that he was unable
to rise again. His pride, too, forbade him to ask 'assistance, -
and for years I have almost lost sight of him, until yesterday

he appeared on 'Change, wishing to raise a small amount of

money on a mortgage—which, however, he could get no one to

pay any attention to. Ie then applied to me, and told me

that if he could raise a few hundred dollars, he had an oppor-

“tunity of going into business again. The securities he offered

were out of our line altogether, nevertheless I wished to do .
komething for him, and I desired him to call to-day. He did

#0, and I have lent him the amount he required.”

“If there were need of any apology, Mr, Wilson,” said
Henry, “yours would be ample; but really there was none,
for I have no claims on your time; besides, | have amused
rayself very agreeably with the newspaper ; but may I ask the
name of this unfortunate gentleman? When I was a boy,
residing in this city, I knew most of the eminent merchants, by
name at least—many of them personally.

“Then,” replied Mr. Wilson, “you certainly must have
heard of Mr. Blunt. Some years ago he was reputed to be
one of our most wealthy merchants. e was the last man in
the city whom I should have imagined likely to be affected by

- & monetary crisis, Until he ventured into speculation, he was

& most careful business-man.”
113
Mr. Blunt!” exclaimed Henry, in a tone of surprise;

“surely you don’t mean Mr. Blunt, the shipping-merchant, for-
merly of South-street; 27

“The same,” returned Mr. Wilson. I see you recollect

the gentleman, and I scarcely wonder at your surprise in heap
ing of his altered circumstances.”




324 THE WATCHMAN.

“ And Mr. Blunt has been actually reduced to poverty!”
said Henry, speaking to himself, almost unconsciously.

“Yes, sir; to such poverty, that the once wealthy merchant
has been for years employed as a clerk, at a salary barely suf.
ficient to maintain his family. His son, too, has turned out
very wild, and has I believe left home for some time. Indeed,
I fancy his parents do not know where he has gone. But you
seem to be affected, sir, You mus ha.ve known this gentle-
man intimately 2

“1 did, Mr. Wilson,” rephed ‘Henry. “I was for many
months an inmate of his housebold. I should much like to see
pim. Do you know where he resides?” '

“[ do not; but he is employed at a house in Maiden Lane,
until six o’clock in the evening. You will find him there now
most likely, and it is on your way to the New York Hotel.”

“Be so kind as to give me the address, and I will call,”
answered Henry. “Mr, Wilson, 1 have detained you Iong
enough to-day. I shall have the pleasure of meeting you agam
to-morrow, according to appointment,”

Mr. Wilson had meanwhile written the address in pencil, on
the back of a card, which he handed to the young man, who
immediately rose from his seat, and shaking the merchant by
the hand, wished him good day and left the office.

He soon found himself at the specified place in Maiden Lane,
and with a nervous feeling that he could not account for, he
entered .the store, and inquired of one of the clerks if Mr
Blunt was within.

“You will find him seated at the desk in the inner office,
behind that railing)” said the person addressed, and Henry
walked towards.the place indicated and found himself in the
presence of his former protector~-in the presence of the man
of whom he had always stood in awe, during the time he lived

at his house ; for Mr. Blunt, though a kind, generous, and well--

meaning men, had been somewhat stern and retired in his de-
meanor, and perhaps had been a little actuated by prejudice
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and false reports, in his conduet towards the destitute child.
What a change was there now in thelr relative positions!

The old gentleman was so busily absorbed in his ledger, that
he had not heeded the approaching footsteps of Henry, who
stood for some moments, without announcing his presence,
anxiously gazing upon the old gentleman’s features.

Time and Care had made their joint imprint upon the once
florid complexion and handsome features of the cidevant mer-
chant, and Care had perhaps caused Time to lay his hand with
greater weight, and to leave a more visible mark of his passage

. than he would otherwise have done.

When: Henry had lefs New York, Mr. Blunt was in the
prime of ripe manhood; now he was bowed and wrinkled
with premature -old age. His once dark brown hair was
thinned, leaving the.crown of the head nearly bald, and the
straggling locks that remained and encircled the head like a
wreath, were white as snow. The face was pale, and the brow
wrinkled, and the lines of the mouth deeply marked as with
incessant painful thought; for the mouth sooner than any
other feature, takes its character from the action of the brain.
Poor Mr. Blunt ! still not an old man, according to the ordi-
nary acceptation of the term, looked as if he had already
attained his seventieth year. :

For some moments, as still he gazed at the wreck before
him, Henry Selby’s heart was too full to speak,

At length, controlling his emotion, he addressed the old
gentleman by name. Mr. Blunt looked up from his ledger,
and for the first time noticed the presence of a stranger.

“1 beg your pardon, sir,” he said, descending from his stool,

“1 did not observe you ;” then, afi:er waiting for a few moments,

as if in anticipation of his visitor speaking further, he asked for
what purpose he had called,

“ Do you not recognize me, Mr. Blunt?” said Henry, offer.

ing his hand.
“] really do not, sir,? rephed the old gentleman, acecepting

e e R b o
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the proffered hand, and retaining it in his own in the kindly
manner peculiar to some persons, while he curiously scanned
his visitor’s features ; “and yet,” he continued, *I fancy I have
seen your face hefore. Where, I am unable to say; but
surely it must have been years ago ?”

“It was years ago,” returned Henry; “ many years have
rolled over both our heads since last we met. I have grown
from boyhood to manhood, and,” smiling sadly, he added, after

a pause, “your head has become frosted by the touch of time.

Mr. Blunt, do you remember Henry Selby 27
“ Henry—Selby,” said the old gentleman slowly, and em-
phasizing the words, as though striving to bring the name to

his recollection. “'The name appears familiar to me, and yet,

though I seem also to recollect your features, I cannot say
where or when we have met heretofore.”

“Do you not remember the little outeast boy, whom you
received into your house in Bond-street, and who repaid your
kindness by running away and going to sea?” ‘

“ The little fellow that Joseph Carter found in the streets in

a destitute condition, and who lived for some time with his
family, until I relieved them of the charge? Yes, I recollect
now, his name was Henry Selby ; but-—no—it cannot be possi-
- ble I—you cannot be he 2”
- “I am Henry Selby, and the little outeast who was saved
- from starvation by honest, kind old Joseph Carter, and who
subsequently lived in yonr house,” replied the young man, his
voice trembling with emotion.

“Good heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Blunt, gazing upon the
tall, handsome young man, as if unable yet to believe his eyes,

“ And you have now returned from abroad for the first time
gince you were a-child 2%
“ For the first time,” replied Henry.

“And I need not ask if improved in position and circum-

stances as well as in appearance,” continued the old gentleman.

“1 am glad of it—truly glad of it. Ah, Henry—I beg your -

| o
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pardon, Mr, Selby, T should say—there have been sad changes
since you left,”’ and the tears trembled in the old gentleman’s
eyes as he spoke, “But I presume you know what I mean;
you have heard of my misfortunes—you know all.”

“1 have but this moment heard of them,” replied Henry.
“I was at Mr, Wilson’s office, in Wall-street, just now; he
mentioned your name in my hearing, and I naturally made
inquiries respecting you; Mr. Wilson told me all. T asked
where you could be seen, and he directed me here,”

“ And he told you also, Mr. Selby,” said the old gentleman,
with trembling eagerness ; “he told you also, that my misfor-
tunes happened through no wrong doing on my part,—that I
acted honestly in giving up all to my ereditors 2"

“ He did,” replied Henry ; “Mr. Wilson spoke most highly
and kindly of you; but eall me Henry still, Mr. Blunt, and
not by the formal title of Mr. Selby, I like the old familiar
sound from the lips of a former friend and patron.”

The old gentleman smiled sadly. « Yes,” he said, “a for-
mer patron, but unable to befriend any one now. Mr. Wilson
is @ good, kind-hearted man, Still, Mr, Selby—Henry ; I will
eall you Ienry during this our first meeting, since you desire
it, I was partly in fault; I speculated rashly, and so lost my
all. Young sir, if you are now in business, as 1 believe you
are, take the advice of an old man who has been taught by sad
experience—never speculate beyond your meaus, never ven-
ture where, if your venture fails, ruin must ensue. But tell me,
when did you arrive here, and where have you come from?
Excuse my curiosity,” he added, smiling, “but I am an old
man, who knew you when a mere child ; , it is but natural that
I should be interested in your welfare,”

“It is a long story to tell,” replied Henry, ¢ 'but I shall take
pleasure in relatmg it to you; but I cannot do so here. I
should wish to have some eéarnest conversation with you, Mr.
Blunt. It is no impertinent curiosity that urges me to ask;
but if you will tell me where I can call upon you this evening,
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I will meet you at your own residence; or rif you choose, I
shall be glad to see you at the hotel where I am temporarily
residing.”

% ] have no objection to tell you where I live, Henry,” an-
swered the old gentleman, with another of his sad and p'un.ul
smiles. “ My days of pride have gone by. Pride was once
my besetting sin, and I was justly smitten down for it. DBut i
warn you, it is not at the old house in Bond-street; I can only
now claim a much humbler lodging as my own.”

% No matter where it be, sir,” replied Henry. “If it were
in the lowest hovel in the city it would rather increase than
diminish the respect I feel f'or you, and for all unmerited mis-
fortune,”

« You are a good lad, Henry Selby,” said the old gentleman,
taking the young man’s hand again in his own, and brushing an
unbidden tear from his evelids. He then gave him’the name
and number of a humble but respectable boarding-house in
Hudson-street, and said he should be disengaged at six o’clock,
and should be happy to see him any time during the evemno'

“Jt wants but a few minutes of six o’clock now) said
Henry, looking at his watch. “I will bid you good-bye for the
present; I will but return to the New York Hotel and relieve
my friends there from any anxiety they might otherwise feel
at my protracted absence, and then I will call upon you—say
at eight o’clock.”

“ Any time during the evening that suits you will also suit
me,” replied Mr. Blunt; and so with another hearty shake of
the hand they parted—Henry returning to the hotel, and the
01d gentleman closing his books and putting them aside for the
night, pondering over in his mind the while the mysterious

___action of Providence, which had exalted the once despised, out-
cast child;-and humbled the once rich and influential merchant.

“In the name of all that’s wonderful, where have have you
been to, Selby 2 exclaimed Colonel Donaldson, as the former
entered the readibg room of the hotel, where the colonel was

"

\
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soated with Lord Mordant. ¢ The ladies have been very anx.
ious, I assure you, and dinner’s over an hour since, so you
must put up with the table d’hote fare, which Mordant tells
me can be obtained at any moment in these wilderness-like
caravansaries. But first give an account of yourselfl, We

-hear such strange tales of this city that we began to think you

had been spirited away, or something dreadful had happened
at least the ladies did; for my part, I knew well enough you
were able to take care of yourself,”

As soon as Henry could. find an opportunity to speak a word
in reply to the long speech of the colonel, he briefly stated the
cause of his absénce, and furthermore said that he had pro-.
mised to make a call during the evening; indeed it was only
to relieve any anxiety on their part that he had now returned.
“I shall be able to obtain sufficient to satisfy my appetite at
the table d’hote, I fancy,” he added, smiling. ¢ Make my re-
spects to the ladies, and good-night. It will probably be late
before I return home, and therefore I shall not see you again
until to-morrow,”

“Good-night,” said both gentlemen, and Lord Mordant
added, “Don’t forget, Selby, you have an appointment af
Wall—street in the morning.”

“I shall not forget it, I assure you,” replied Henry, as he

-passed out of the room, . “I feel as deeply interested in it as

either of you can,”

As the clock of Trinity Church struck the hour of eight, he
found himself at the door of Mr, Blant’s boarding-house. The
sound vibrated in a strangely familiar manner upon his ear—
immediately a host of recollections crowded upon him, He
forebore to ring the door-bell of the house, and stopping and lis.
tening attentively, counted the strokes. He had doubtless often
in lus childhood heard the sound ; but the only times that he
could recollect heamng it were, ﬁrsL when he had sat shivering
on the door-step opposite the church from eight o’clock till
midnight, listening to every chlme and - last, when he had
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counted the stroke of ten but a few moments before he had
waved his farewell to Joseph Carter, from the opposite side of
the street, on the night he ran away to sea. IHe thought of
the changes that had occurred since then ; of the many vicissi-
tudes he had passed through; of the difference in his condition
and prospects since that well.remembered night. Ile thought
how since then, he had wandered far and wide, over half the
~ carth, while the tall thin spire had remained immovable, point-
ing ever upwards into the clear, cold sky. A beacon of Hope
it had been to him then, and still a beacon of Hope was it now.
He raised his heart in gratitude to God, who had blessed and
prospered him, so much beyond his deserts; beyond even the
most sanguine of his boyhood's expectations. -And then he
thought of the generous friends, who had been the humble
instruments of God’s Providence in rescuing him from his

forlorn condition, and who, pitying his miserable plight, had

first implanted within his bosom the desire to do well, which
is the best incentive to success.

How long he might have remained in this reveric we cannot
say ; but passenger after passenger passed by, and at last he
became conscious that they were regarding him with wonder,
as he stood looking up at the tall, graceful spire; and recollect-
ing what had brought him to that spot at that hour, he rang
the door-bell, and was admitted into the house.

e was ushered up stairs, upon making inquiry for Mr. Blunt
whom he found occupying, with his wife, the first floor of the
tenement. The room into which he was shown was neatly fur-
nished ; but how widely different it appeared from the rooms
of the splendid mansion in Bond-street, where he had formerly
lived in the family.

Henry was kindly received by the old gentleman and -

warmly welcomed by Mrs, Blunt, who had been advised by
her husband of the young man’s intended visit, and informed
of his identity. He found the old lady changed considerably,
but not in so marked a manner as was her husband, Time and
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Care had, perhaps, pressed as sorely upon her, but neither had
left so deep an impress upon her form and features, 8¢ill, there
was an expression of anxiety which appeared to have become
fixed upon her face, that was harrowing to look upon. It
‘seemed to tell that something more deeply painful than the
ordinary disappointments of life and the loss of this world’s
goods had fixed that anxious look. It was as though she,
were afflicted with some never.dying mental sorrow, that
nothing could for a noment banish from her recollection, for
it was present in her very smile, making the smile a mockerjr.
Henry learned the nature of this deep affliction before he
left that evening. The mother sorrowed for her only child.
She did not weep him dead, but worse than dead—hardened
and unrepenting. Tdward Blunt had, after a long career of
debauchery, left his father’s house and his mother’s watchful

- care, and had gone, years ago, no one knew whither,

When the poor outeast boy, Henry Selby, had been an
inmate of Mr. Blunt’s mansion, Mrs, Blunt was a worldly,
fashionable Woman——unexceptiorlab]_;r moral in her .character
and deportment, according to the world’s acceptation of the
term: but utterly devoid of all the Christian graces that find
favor in the eye of Heaven. Now, however, she was greatly
changed. Sorrow and trial had chastened her, and the depri-
vation of worldly wealth had brought her nearer to God. She

.was now a truly pious woman. Her faith in Providence was

daily strengthened; and even as she sorrowed for her lost and
erring child, she prayed and trusted that God in his due season
would hear and answer her prayers,

The reader is familiar with the career of Henry Selby, from
the period when a boy he left the merchant’s house, until he
returned from India, in the possession of wealth, and honor,
and brilliant future prospects—and he also is cognizant of
the trouble which had befalien Mr, Blunt during that period;
the?efore, it were needless for us to ‘repeat the conversation
that ensued and lasted until a late hour of the night. Henry
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briefly told his adwentures, and Mr. Blunt related to him the
story of his troubles, and when the lady had retired, the two
gentlemen entered into a private conversation relating to mat-
ters which will be told in their proper place. Suffice it to say
that Henry left the humble tenement happy in the feeling of
having done good; and Mr. Blunt offered up that night a
grateful prayer to Heaven, and retired to vest with a lighter
heart than he had possessed for many a weary year.

At the hour mentioned, on the following morning, Lord
Mordant and Colonel Donaldson, accompanied by Henry
Selby, visited Mr. Wilson ; and Joseph Carter, who had been
apprised by his employers that some gentlemen wished to see
him, was sent for. He shortly made his appearance, and was
first introduced to Henry Selby alone.

“ Do you recollect me, Joseph ?” said Henry.

The old man appeared astonished at being addressed in this
familiar manner, by one whom he had supposed an' entire
stranger. . \ '

“No, sir,” he replied, “ you have the advantage of me; I
can’t say that [ can call to mind having seen you before.”

“Look at me again, Joseph,” said Henry, taking the old
man’s hand. “ Do you remember finding a poor child in the

street one cold autumn night, when the sleet and snow were .

falling fast, and the slush lay deep upon the ground, and giving
that poor boy shelter and food for the night ; and then taking
him to your home, and ecaring for him as' tenderly as if he had
been a child of your own? Unele Joseph, don’t you remember
Henry Selby 27

“ Grod be praised!” devoutly exclaimed the old Watchman.
“Can it be possible that you are that poor child, grown to be
s0 handsome a man? Welcome, welcome home! I have so
long earnestly prayed that I might see you once again before I
died. We have heard of your good fortune, sir; and rejoiced
over it with full hearts. How glad Mary and Ellen will be to
see you. You will call and see us, sir, now that you have
returned home again 2" s
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~ “To besure I will, at the very earliest opportunity ; to-night

if the visit will not incommode you. You don’t know hm’;

anxious I have been to see Mrs. Carter, and Ellen. Elien
is well, I hope?”

“ Quite well, sir, and so is my wife. We have often spoken
of you since Ellen got your letter all the way from India. But
we doubted some whether a gentleman such as you had become
would condescend to visit our humble dwelling,”

“Did you think so hardly of me as that 27 eaid Henry.
“Little Ellen never doubted me, I'm sure. Little Ellen! I
say, when I suppose she has’ grown up to be quité a beautiful
girl; but somehow or other, to me she has always appeared
as_the little Ellen who was wont to take my part and plead
for me so earnestly when I had played any of my mischievous
pranks.” ‘

_“And to my mind, sir, you have always appeared as you
did the last time I saw you; though of course I well knew that
you had long since grown up to be a man, That’s how it was
I didn’t immediately recognize you when you spoke : but I see
the old smile now. No, Master Henry, I can’t say that I
thought you would be so proud as'to look down upon us
neither T think did Ellen ; but my wife had some misgivings.’:

“Then T'll call and see you to-night, Joseph, But stay,
where are you now residing 2" ,

“At the old house in Mulberry-street, sir. The rooms
ha}}pened to be unoccupied when we came up from Philadel-
phia, where we have been living for a long time, till Mr. Wilson
sent for us the other day, and ‘T was glad, and so were Mary
and Ellen, to go back again to the old hearth-stone. But———?
and the old man’s countenance fell, and a tear started to his

_eye, “ you will find one missing, Master Henry. Willy, our

]]:_0}’ ,-”has gone from us, and for years we have heard nothing of
111,

In his delight at meeting with his earliest benefactor, Henry

. Selby had forgotten for-the mouent the sad fate of William
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Carter, and now as the father spoke of his son, Henry felt a pang
shoot through his heart as he thought of the distressing intelli-
gence of which he was the bearer. He knew that it was his
duty to. inform the parents of the death of their first-born, but
he could not find it in his heart to tell the sad news now. He
would, he thought, delay it until another time; until after he
had seen and spoken with Mrs. Carter and Ellen, and the first
joyous meeting was over. Then it would be time enough to
relate that which he well knew would send mourning and
lamentation into the watchman’s loving and happy home.

“T must make you promise me one thing, Uncle Joseph,”
said he, assuming an appearance of cheerfulness which at that

fnoment he certainly did not feel. “You must keep my

secret with Mrs. Carter and little Ellen. I would like to see
if they recognize me.” '
“ Ellen will, I warrant me,” said Joseph.
" % We shall see to-night,” replied Tlenry. ¢ Mind, I shall call
as soon as I think you have gone home from the office. Ishall
drop in upon you at tea-time.”

« Do, Mr. Henry, do,” replied Joseph; “youw’ll find at least

a hearty welcome.”

“ And now, Joseph,” continued Henry ; “there is a gentle-
man here with me, who wishes to see you on some private busi-
ness. [ will leave you here, and send him in; he’s an old ac-
quaintance of your’s, ke tells me. Let's see if you'll recollect
him.” ) '

Henry quitted the room, and in a few moments Lord Mor:
dant entered. He was immediately recognized by the watch-
man, who also recollected the name which was on the card his
lordship had presented him at parting,

“«Jam truly glad ‘to see you, Carter,” said Lord Mordant.
« You look almost as young as you did when last we met and
parted.”

«] am happy to see you too, sir—my lord, I mean”—added
Joseph, apologetically. '
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~ “Never mind my lord,” said his lordship, smiling. “Re-
collect, my good friend, you have no lords in the United States.
You did me a service once, and like all persons who have re-
ceived a favor, I wish you to do me another. You recollect
my giving you a card with my name engraved.upon it ?”

“Yes, sir,” replied Joseph,

“That card 1 folded up in a piece of paper torn from a letter,
and desired you to keep it, and call upon me should you ever’
vYant a friend. It was, however, a silly thing on my -part:,
since I returned to England, and shortly afterwards went to the

Fast Indies with my regiment, so you could never have found

me if you had been desirous even of doing so: but what I wish
to know is whether you have that piece of paper in which the

card was wrapped, still in your possession. If not, whether you
recollect and can swear to the signature npon it2”

“I don’t recollect the name on the paper, sir,” said J oseph ;

“but I do that upon the card, though I have never even

looked at it since. It lies in my wallet at home, in the very
pocket where I placed it when I received it from your hand,
‘wrapped in the identical piece of paper. You can have it at
any time, Mr. Selby is going to call at my house this eve
ning, I will send it to you by him.” ‘
“Thank you,” said his lordship, “thank you my worthy
friend. You have relieved my mind of a vast deal of anxiety
and probably will do me a service, the magnitude of which you’
have little idea of., I may trust to your sending the card, and
especially the paper, to my hotel to-night, by Mr. Selby?”
“Certainly, sir,”” replied Joseph. ' ‘
“I will not offer you money, my friend,” continued Lord
Mordant; “for 1 know from experience that you will not accept )
it: but I will not be baulked #his time in the exercise of my
grateful feelings. I shall find some means of recoﬁlpensing
you that will not'be repulsive to your independent spirit,”
1 wish for no reward, sir,” replied Joseph, as he turned to
quit the room ; “but I must go now, sir. I have some checks
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to take to the bank, ready for me outside. The cashier drew
my attention to them as I passed him on my way here.”

“ Well then, good-day my friend,” said Lord Mordant.
“ We shall meet again, before I leave New York.”

Another interesting conversation had meanwhile been going
on between Colonel Donaldson and George Hartley, who were
seated by themselves in the office of one of the junior partners

Jof the firm,

In point of fact, this latter conversation was the most exei-
ting of any ; for Colonel Donaldson had actually found a rela-
tive, in some faint degree, in George Hartley, who had satis-
fied the colonel that Barnard Hartley, his uncle, had married
a young woman named Alice Meehan, and George recollected
his aunt Alice well enough to describe her personal appearance.

There seemed every prospect of his discovering at once all
that he wished to ascertain, with regard to the family ; since
if George could only prove that his unele and aunt were dead,
as he believed them to be, and that they died without issue, he
was the only surviving member of the family.

'The only difficulty was how to set to work to find out this;
and as George was necessarily occupied during the greater
portion of the day, he readily accepted the invitation of the
colonel to visit him at the hotel in the evening, and there talk
matters over at their Jeisure.

‘Wishing him, therefore, good-day for the present, the colonel
joined his friends, and the three gentlemen left the office to-
gether and returned to the hotel, each silently occupied with
his own thoughis. :

The colonel, however, resolved to seek outold J ack T enkins, -

- the next day, and ascertain from him all that he eould learn in

relation to the emigrant ship, and the passengers who had’

come out from Ireland with Barnard Hmﬂey and his wife
Alice.

Henry Selby anxiously awaited the evening, when he could
pay his promised visit to the old house in Mulberry-street. As
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soon as the hour arrived when he thought he should find Joseph
at home, he started from the hotel, taking the direction of the
well remembered house, which he had no difficulty in finding ;
but how cramped and confined seemed the narrow streets he
passed through; how small and*'mean the houses he had thought
so grand when he was a boy !~—and the watchman’s humble

- tenement! Henry remembered every joint and timber of its

frame, the position of every window, every peculiarity belong-
ing to ity but what a small, humble dwelling it appeared to
him now-—standing as it did the only wooden house in the
row, and one of the smallest tenements in the narrow street.

It is- always so with us when, having quitted our home in
boyhood, we return to it after years of absence, even if our
childhood has been spent amidst scenes of elegance and luxury,
such as had never greeted the eyes of Henry, when he was
taken under the protection of Joseph Carter. Qur imagination
dwells upon and magnifies the past, and as we become familiar
with the world and its changing scenes are no longer a novelty,
we associate the scenes of childhood’s recollection with those
passing around us, and are disappointed to find when we return
to the old homestead, that our fancy has been making of it a
chateaw en espagne, which fades from our view like the mirage
of the desert as we draw near,

But the friends of our childhood and youth—these fade not
from our remembrance, and if we meet them changed in out-
ward aspect from the pletm es which fond memory has daguer-
reotyped—as it were—in our minds, we find them unchanged
within, and twine the links that have bound them to us more
closely than ever.

It was with a fluttering heart that Ienry ascended the well-
xnown stairease that led to the portion of the house oceupied
by Joseph and his family. e rested for a few moments on’

» the landing before announcmg himself; in order to control his

agitation and meet his old friends with calmness—then he tapped
gently at the door,

*
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It was opened by Mrs, Carter, who secing a strange gentle.
man at the door, stood silent as if waiting for him to explain
his business. Ilenry was on the poiut of betraying himself; it
was with difficulty he could refrain from addressing the old lady.
by name and grasping her by the hand; but he restrained his
impetuosity of feeling, and in as calm a tone as possible, inquired
if Joseph Carter resided there,

“ Yes, sir,” replicd Mary Carter.

“Js he at home at present?”’

“Te has been home from work, sir; but he stepped out on
business immediately after tea.” '

The fact was Joseph had gone out purposely, in order to
give Henry an opportunity to meet his wife and daughter by
themselves, and to make himself known to them. Joseph felt
that he was unequal to the task of concealing, in the presence

of his family, his previous recognition of his anticipated visitor, '

« Will he shortly return 2* asked Henry, ¢ I should like to
see him this evening.” :

% He said he should return in the course of halfan-hour,” re-
plied Mrs, Carter. “ WIill you please to step in, sir, and take
a seat ¥ | : o

Henry Selby promptly accepted the invitation, apd as he
entered the room, Ellen, who was seated at a small table, busily
occupied with her needle, rose and placed a chair near the fire,
and in a gentle voice, every tone of which vibrated in the
heart of the young man, invited him to be seated.

Henry sat down, taking a position that served to conceal hig
features as much as possible from the females, who had resumed
their seats at the table. _

« Mr, Carter seldom goes out after he returns from work,’
observed Mrs. Carter. I don’t think he’ll be long away: D«
you find it cold, sir?” observing Henry to draw his chair
closer to the five. |

«“ Somewhat chilly,” replied the young man. *The fact is,

I’ve just returned from abroad, and have resided in a warm

*

in the same ship with-me,”
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climate so long, that I find your spring mornin i
: ( and e

uncomfortably cold.” : & e

Ellen suddenly looked up from her work, and gazed at the
stranger, but his features could not be seen by her. She
looked then at her mother, as if she wished her to continue the
conversation, . | .
. Mrs, Carter understood the silent appeal, and indeed she
was herself desirous fo learn whence the strange gentleman

~had come, who wished so particular] y to see her husband that

evening. Perhaps, she thought, he might be from the East
Indies, and might bring news of Henry.

- “If you wouldn’t think it rudé,'sir,” she continued, “ I should
like to ask you if you have been in India. My hus;oand and |
and indeed my daughter also, are very anxious to hear from a,. |
gentleman who has been living in Caleutta a good many years
We knew him, when a Iittle boy, sir,” she added, ag If tc;
explain how it was that a family in their humble ci\rpu’mstances
should possess influential friends abroad, 4

“Rude!” exclaimed Henry; “not at all-——yodr friend is
living in Calcutta, you say ?” | '

“He has been living there, sir; but we received a letter

. from him a short time since, which was written so long back

as a year ago, in which he expressed his intention of visitin
the United States : perhaps he has left there before now.” ;
“May I'inquire his name 27 said Henry. “Ihave foﬁé‘ been
a resident of Caleutta myself In fact, I only left there some
four months since ; possibly I may know the gentleman of

“whom you speak,”

“ His name is Selby, sir—Henry Selby,”
“ Heury Selby,” replied the young man, ] dol know a

person of that name; but he is not in Calcutta now ; he left

there the same time that I did ; indeed, came home passenger

“Is it possible !” exclaimed Mrs | Car '
: . ter, %],
really now in New York?” s Henry Selby
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« Mother 1 exclaimed Ellen, starting from her seat, and.
moving towards the young man—* this is Hem‘yet!lis_%s Mr.
Selby ; T thought from the first I recognized something in the
tone of his voice. Henry—Mr. Selby,” she continued, address-
ing him—*How could you try to deceive us so lung.’? why did’
you not mention your name when you came in?. Did you not
know how glad we should be to see you?”

But Henry had also risen from his chair, and ere she had
concluded her address, had caught the blushing girl by both
hands, and kissed her cheek. Then releasing Illen, and Furn-
ing to Mrs. Carter, he took her hand, and stooping down, kissed
the old lady also.

“ Oh, how glad Joseph will be!” said Mrs. Carter, as she
looked admiringly at the tall, handsome, sun-burnt young man,
who stood before her. * Deary me, can it be possible that
little Henry. Selby has grown up to be such a fine handsome
gentleman !” - o

« Quite as possible as that little Ellen Carter has grown up
£0 be such a tall and beautiful young lady ; and that you, Mrs,
Carter, don’t look a day older than you did the last time 1 saw
you, You recollect that evening, dear Ellen, do you ‘not.,” h.e

continued, again taking the blushing girl’s hand, z?nd holding it
in his own—— ¢I don't think Henry means to be wicked, do you,
Henry 2’ Those ‘were the last words you spoke to me, Ellen,
for we were both crying when we parted, and you could not
articulate ‘f“:ugood-bye 2 but those last words, KEllen, 1 have
never forgotten when I was tempted to do wrong—they rupg

their gentle warning in my ears—‘ Little Ellen Carter doesn’t

think Heury means to be wicked ;’ and for Ellen’s sake, Henry
Selby first learnt earnestly to pray, that he might not be led
into temptation; and for Ellen’s sake, he resolved to exer:t
himself honestly to get forward in the world, Dear Ellen, 1t
is to you and yours, but to you, especially, under Providence,
that I owe the success that I hdve met with; had you nob
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uttered that kindly warning and asked me that earnest questioﬁ,

my course might have been very different.”

“Oh, how I wish Joseph would come home,” repeated the
old lady, weeping with joy ; “ how glad he will be to see you.”

Henry smiled. “He has seen me, dear Aunt Carter; you
must let me call you by that old familiar appellation to-night.
I saw him at Mr, Wilson’s office, and made myself known to
him.” :

“Why!" exclaimed the old lady, ¢ Ie never said a word
about it at tea-time.” : :

“He promised me he would not,” explained Henry. I
wished to surprise you, and judge whether you would be really
Pleased to sée me;” and he gently pressed the little hand he
still held in his own. ‘

“ How could you doubt it 27 gently murmured Ellen. ¢ But
you did not doubt,” she added, blushing and smiling, “you
only said so to teaze us,” '

“I declare,” said Mrs, Carter, “Ido believe Joseph went
out a-purpose to be out of the way when you called. T won-
dered what it was that called him out to-night, knowing that he
so seldom goes abroad of an evening.”

At this moment the Watchman entered the room, and a
fresh round of greeting took place. .

- Some hours were spent in conversation. Joseph Carter told
of all his troubles and trials and blessings. How every thing
had come out right at last, as he knew it would, all except -
Willy. But he prayed and trusted still that Willy would be
restored to them, and then they would be as happy as they
could well be in this world, * '

Every word that Joseph or Mrs. Carter, or Ellen, uttered
about William, Carter, sent a pang to the very heart of Henry.
Still he could not, on this the first evening of their reunion,
dash to the ground and crush for ever the hope that _sustained
them in this their last great trisal. He knew that it was his
duty to tell the sad story of William Carter’s death, unseen,




342 THE WATCHMAN.

unheard, amidst the howling of the tempest and the rushing of
the mighty waters: still he deferred the painful narration until
another meeting. Indeed he thought it best to tell Ellen first,
and let her break the sad news to her parents,

And when Joseph Carter had finished his story, Henry told

him he had been taken by the hand by a gentleman who was.

now in New York, and from a poor cabin-boy, had become a
prosperous merchant; and he interested the little party, by
telling them tales of India, and describing the strange sights he
_ had seen there, It was near midnight when he rose to retire:
" Mprs. Carter did not remember when she had sat up so late
before. Ellen certainly had not been out of bed at that late hour
since the weary time when she was employed as a seamstress;
they seemed even then loth to separate, but Henry reminded

them that he had a long way to go to his hotel, and that prob-

ably his friends there would be sitting vp for him.

“ By-the-bye,” he added, “speaking of my friends, puts me in
mind of a commission entrusted to me, which I had well nigh
forgotten, Lord Mordant, the gentleman whom you spoke
with to-day, wishes you to give me the card, or at least the
piece of a letter that it is enclosed in, which you say you still
~ have in your possession.”

“ Certainly,”
ing a drawer, he took thence a pocket-book, from which he
extracted the liftle packet in question, and handed it to Henry.

% And now good-night,” said the young man, “I shall see

you again, [ trust, to-morrow. We have been separated so

long, we must meet each other often now.,”

“ Good night, Mr. Selby,” said' they all, in veply.

The title Mr, seemed to grate harshly on the ears .of the
young man, “I wish,” he said, “ you should call me Henry,

as of old, at least until the first freshness of our meetmg is

over. I Wﬂl be Mr. Selby by-and-by.”
“ Then good-night, Henry,” exclaimed the old couple.
Meanwhile’ Ellen had advanced to open the door; Henry

said Joseph, gomg to an old bur ean, and open.
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seized the opportunity to give her a parting squeeze of the
hand, and stooping down, he whispered in her ear—*I am
Henry Selby to you, dear Ellen, I hope.”

Leaving the Carters to talk over again the events of the
evening, before they retired to rest, we will follow Henry
Selby to his room, at the hotel, where he found Lord Mordant -
waiting for him, as he had anticipated.

“You almost tired me out, Selby,” said his lordship, as
Henry entered; “but I could not go to sleep until 1 was safis-

fied that the old watchman still had that document, and that it

is the right one. He might be mistaken you know.”
“] have the card, enclosed in the paper in my pocket-book,”
said Henry, taking it from his pocket and handing the little

packet to Lord Mordant, who immediately unfolded it, and - o

glanced hurriedly at the signature.

“All right,” he joyfully exclaimed, looking earnestly at
Henry ; “the old watchman has saved me the trouble of con-
testing 4 good estate; perbaps, indeed, saved me the estate

itself”

Henry looked at his lordship, inquiringly: “It’s too long a - -
story to tell to-night,” continued Lord Mordant; “I am con-
foundedly sleepy, too. You shall hear about it another time.
Good-night.”

“ Good-night,” replied Henry, and the two gentlemen sought
*t-in vegnective chambers,
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'CHAPTER XXXIIL

THE REPENTANT.—A DEATH-BED BCENE,

“ Oppressed with grief, oppressed with care,
A burden more than I ean bear,
I sit me down and sigh—
Oh life | thou'rt but a dreary load
To such 4 wreteh as 1.
Thus, backward as I cast my view
‘What siek’ning scenes appear
What sorrows yet may pierec me throngh,
* Too justly I may fear,
Still earing, despairing,
Must be my bitter doom ;
My woes hers, will close neer,
But in the closing tomb®

“ By many a death-bed I have been,
And many & sinner's parfing seen,
But never anght like this”
' Scorr.

Mgrs. Epwarps, since Charles had committed the forgery, had
heard nothing of or from her husband, and the anxiety of mind
caused by this ecircumstance rendered the poor lady at times
very dejected, although she was doing well and supporting her
family in comfort from the profits of the store in which she had
been settled by George Hartley. Mosst of her friends entertained
the supposition thai he was dead; that he had fallen a vietim
- to dissipation, or perchanece, in a fit of remorse had laid violent
hands upon himgself; but they cared not even whisper these
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suspicions to the still loving wife, who pleased her imagination
with the hope that the guilty husband would yet return home
repentant and reformed-—-and then, the past forgotten, fancy
pictured a bright vista of the future, when, loving and beloved,
the long-parted husband and wife, reunited ere age had impaired

‘the faculties of either, might tread together the downhill of life,

enjoying a golden autumn and a serene and happy winter, not-
withstanding the springtide had been blighted by frosts, and
the summer had been dark, and hopeless, and dreary.

A few days after the return of Henry Selby to New York,
Mr. Hartley received a letter dated from Bellevue Hospital,
There was no name signed to the missive—* Yours in extreme
distress,” was the conclusion of the letter, and it stated in brief
yet forcible language, that the writer was in a dying condition,
impoverished, and mentally as well as physieally reduced to
the lowest degree, The handwriting Hartley could not judge
from, even had he known the dictator of the letter in happier
days; for, as stated in the commencement of the letter, it was
written by a commiserating friend.

George Hartley could not refuse to comply Wlth the earn-
estly expressed wishes of the writer, that he would visit him at
the earliest opportunity, and the same day that he received the
letter he left the office at an earlier hour than usual and made
the best of his way to the hospital.

“ Inquire for George Bronte,” said the letter; “that is not
my true name, but it is the name by which I have been received
as an inmate of this charity ;”” and consequently for George
Bronte did George Hartley inquire of the porter when he en- °
tered the gates, [

- #] don’t know the inmates personally,” was the polite reply

of the official; “but see there, sir, is the steward crossing the
corridor. Ask of him, and I have no doubt he will introduce
you to the individual whom you seek.”

Ilartley hastened to mtercept the steward, and from him
15*
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learned the name and number of the ward in which the party
of whom he was in search was an inmate,

“Do you know anythmg of the man?’ he asked of the‘

© steward.

“No, sir,” said the official in a tone of surprise. *Is he not
a friend of yours ?”

“8o far from that,” replied Hartley, “I know not his real
name, 1 have received a letter from him, written by a fellow.
invalid at his dictation, in which he earnestly requests—nay,
implores me {o call upon him. I could not refuse, though I
have not the least idea who it is that has written.”

“Please to wait a moment,” said the steward; and he re-

ferred to a large ledger in the entrance hall:—

“(eorge Bronte—George Bronte—" said he, running his
finger down a column of names. ¢ How long, sir, has he been
an inmate here 2 ”

“ He does not say,” replied Hartley.

“ Ah.Isee!” continued the steward, resting his finger at the
bottom of one of the last pages in the huge ledger. ¢ Here is

‘the name. The man has been here but three days—" and he )

read :—

“(George Bronte, left the ship Dart, from various ports
in the Gulf of Mexico—arrived at New York on the 13th inst,
~——seaman—native of England-—disease, consumption. You
will find him in Ward No. 4, sir;” and having given these
directions, the steward, after pomtmg out the direction in which
Hartley should proceed, wished him good-day and went about
his own-affairs.

Guided by the dlrectmns given him, George Hartley soon
found the ward to which he had been directed. At the door
he met a young surgeon, who was just quitting the ward, after

having visited the patients. George for a moment arrested
him :— ' ' ‘

“Have you a patient of the name of Bronte — George
Bronte,” said he,  in this ward 2" ‘
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% George Bronte!” repliéd the young man addressed ; “yes

. there is a man of that name. A desperate case too—can's live

many days—Ilungs gone entirely—been intemperate—must
have lived a hard life. Seen better days too, I fancy, from
cerl;ain expressions he lets drop occasionally.” :

“1 should like to see the man,” said Hartley. *Can Ibe
admitted ?

“Why, this is not the regular hour for visiting the swk
Stlll, if you know the man, I presume you can see him,” said
the young surgeon, “We haven’t many visitors to see the pa-
tients here. Ours are hard cases generally, The man is no

“relation of yours, sir 7

“ don’t even know him,” replied Hartley; “but he has
sent for me to visit him. Some one of his fellow-sufferers has
written me a letter imploring me in the most earnest terms to
call on him, [ certainly have a curiosity to see whether he is
any one whom I have known at some distant day—although I
don’t recollect the name,”

“Pll see what I can do, sir,” said the surgeon. ¥“I'll go to
the superintendent——or stay, I'll take the responsibility upon

‘my own risk, and give you an order for admission. What

name, gir?”

“(George Hartley.”

# George Hartley,” repeated the young surgeon, writing the -
name and an order for admission in pencil upon a slip of paper,
and giving it to Hartley, “Now, sir, if you please be so good
as to sign your name and address in this book,” and he pointed
to an open page of the visitors’ ledger. Iartley signed his
name, and forthwith proceeded to the ward in which he had
been informed that George Bronte was confined. -

On making inquiry of the nurse in attendance, he-was di
rected to the bed occupied by the sick man, who was in a dis-
turbed sleep when he entered, but who immediately aroused
upon hearing the light footfall approaching the bedside, and
turned his careworn, haggard face towards the visitor, His
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features were attenuated to a frightful degree; his eyes sunken
and glassy ; -the outline of his figure—as perceptible beneath the
thin covering of the bed—for he was burning with fever, and
had thrown off all the bed-clothes but one light sheet, sharp
and thin as a living skeleton ; his complexion was sallow, and

the skin appeared parched and as tightly drawn over his lantern

visage as the parchment of a drum ; his voice, as he essayed to
speak, was so thin, faint, and stammering, that it was scarcely
audible ; but amidst all this frightful disguise, George Hartley
recogmzed in the miserable being stretched before him, his
former friend and companion, Charles Edwards.

Charles Edwards—as he might have anticipated seeing him
had they met after a lapse of twenty more years, the whole of
which period the unhappy man had spent amidst hardship and
privation of every deseription. Hartley could not doubt that
it was Edwards whom he saw stretched on that bed of sickness

unto- death ; but he was shocked beyond the power of utter-

ance as he gazed upon this awful wreck' of manhood : speech-
less with astonishment and horror as he thought and wondered
how it had been possible that a very few short yoars could
have made such a fearful change.

“ Hartley,” murmured the unhappy man, feebly stretching
forth his hand from bencath the coverlid, “I knew you would
come ; but I dared not send for any one else—my wife? ?

These last words were spoken in a tone of plaintive, trem-

bling interrogatory. Hartley understood the poor wretch, and

he replied, speaking for the first time since he had approached
the sick bed :—

¢ Charles, your wife is well;” he had taken the sick man’s

hand in his own, as he spoke these words. “ Your wife is -

well,” he repeated, “ and if she knew you were here, would call
immediately to see you.”
A faint smile lit up the wasted features of the sick man,
.making the ravages of disease still more apparent.
“ But you must not remain here,” continued Hartley, in as
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cheerful a tone of voice. as he could assume. “ We must Te-
move yuu home, and we shall soon set you on your legs again,”

“ Home! home!” murmured Edwards, removing his fever-
ich shrunken hand from Hartley’s grasp, and gazing vacantly
at his thin fingers as he unconseiously worked them to and fro.
“ Home! I have no home. There is no longer home, wife
family, or friends for me!—but you—but you—" he added
and pressing his fingers upon his eyelids he lay for some mo-
mentg silent, the convulsive movement of his chest bhetraying
the mental anguish he endured, while from between the bony
fingers the scalding tears oozed from his eyelids. ‘

Hartley did not disturb him for some minutes. e thought
it were better to permit his pent-up anguish to find vent thus
—and he judged wisely. In a short time the unhappy man
became more composed, and again took Hartley’s hand :—

«“ it down—sit down,” he whispered. “I have much to
tell you—and—but little time to tell it in.”” |

"Hartley sat down by the bedside, as he was requested to do,
but poticing the utter physical prostration of the sufferer, he
begged him not to distress himself with talking, but to wait
until he could be removed and had gained more strength, and
then tell the hardships and misery that his appeamnce suffi-
ciently testified he had endured. :

“Then I shall not tell it at all,” murmured the unhappy man,
with a sickly smile; “for my days—aye, my hours are num-
bered. You say she would come? Send for—"

A violent fit of coughing, during the exertion consequent on
which the blood ocozed fearfully from his lungs, checked his
utterance, and when the-attack was over he lay back so ‘weak
ened that he was unable to conclude the sentence; but he
turned his glassy eyes upon Hartley with a mutetappeal which
spoke far more forcibly than words.

Hartley understood the appeal, and drawing a card from his
poeket he wrote upon it the address of Mrs. Edwards, and
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showing the card to the dying man, said he would dispatch &
messenger immediately for her.

Edwards smiled assent; but scemed to wish, yet to be un-
able to speak, His anxiety was so-apparent, that Hartley, di-
vining his meaning, added to the message he had written to
Mrs, Edwards——*bring the children with you”—and again
showed the card. A gesture of assent signified that his desire
had been partially understood; but a lingering expression of
dissatisfaction, and a fresh attempt to speak, which again
caused an effusion of blood from the lungs, told that yet some
wish remained unsatisfied.

“ What can he desire further 2” thought Hartley. “Shall I
send for a clergyman?” he asked; but the question was un-

heeded—the dying man seemed to have lost the sense of hearmg.
—and Hartley, as a last resource, added the words to the message

already pencilled on the card, and showed it to him. A smile
of assent and gratitude, signified to him that he was right at
last, and he immediately rose for the purpose of seeking a mek-
senger to dispatch on the sad errand. He would have gone
himself, but he saw now that Edwards might breathe his last

at any moment, and he could not bear the thought of leaving

him to die alone among strangers,

Some suspicion that he was about to leave him appeared to
cross the mind of the poor wreteh, and he cast a look of suppli-
cation upon Hartley, as though imploring him not to quit his side.

I will not leave you,” said Hartley ; and though his words
were inaudible to the dying man, he seemed to understand his
gestures, or to read the motions of his lips, for he sank-back,
apparently satisfied, and closed his eyes,

Hartloy was not long in procuring a trusty messenger whom
he urged, by the promise of a liberal reward, to hasten to Brook-
lyn, with all possible dispatch, and bring Mls Edwards and
the children and a clergyman with him. At the same time, to
make matters sure, Hartley wrote a brief note to his wife, di-

recting the messenger to leave it at his own house, which he
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had to pass on his way to Mrs, Edwards’ residence, in which
he begged Mrs, Hartley to hasten with the messenger to Mrs.
Edwards, and break to her, as gently as possible, the sad intel.
ligence of her husband’s return to New York in a dying condi-
tion; farthermore, to procure the services of a clergyman,
whose name he mentloned and if possible herself to accompany
the party to the Bellevue Tlospital, without unnecessarily spar-

ing a minute’s delay.

The messenger faithfully fulfilled his task. Mrs. Hartley
was naturally shocked at the intelligence; but she felt In a mo-
ment how imperative was the duty she had to perform; and
although, under other circumstances, the shock might have un-
ner ved he:, she, as gentle woman always does in the hour of
trouble, hastened to her unfortunate sister, deeply regretting
that it had fallen to her lot to be the bearer of such sorrowful
tidings, but anxious to render all the assistance and to tender

all the consolation it was in her power to impart,

She ealled at the house of the Reverend M. on her
way. The clergyman knew Mrs. Edwards, who was a con-
stant attendant at his church, and he had also heard something
of ‘her misfortunes. He readily consented to accompany Mrs,
Hartley to the place that was so soon to be turned into a house
of mourning, and in the eourse of a few minutes they arrived
at the store. Mrs. Hartley dismissed the messenger with a
message to her husband, informing him that she would be at the
hospital with Mrs. Edwards and her children and Mr,
as soon as possible; and then she entered, and calling the un-
‘happy lady aside into her private room, told her in the pres.
ence of the clergyman, and in as gentle a manner as possible,
the sad tale of which she was the bearer. '

We will not attempt to describe the scene that ensned—
written words are .ever inadequate to paint the full force of
mental anguish-—we will leave it to the imagination of the reader,

In the course of half an hour, the clergyman in the mean
while having procured’ a carnatre, Mrs. Hartley and the long-
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widowed wife——now so soon to become a widow in reality—
and her children, accompanied by the Rev. Mr. , Were
on their way to the Bellevue Hospital. In as short a time as
it was possible for the horses to carry them over the space, the
carriage stopped al the.gates of the Bellevue Hospital, and the
sad party silently descended, and were immediately admitted
into the building and conducted to the bedside of the sufferer.
During the period that had elapsed since the messenger had
been dispatched on his mournful errand, Hartley had sat by
the bedside of the dying man, who had apparent y remained in
a state of utter unconsciousness—ahis breathing so faint as to be
imperceptible ; his fice so pale and deathlike, that more than
once Hartley thought the spirit had fled to its eternal rest ; bug
ever and anon the thin transparent hands would twitch nerv-
ously at the bed-clothes, and a faint sound would gurgle from
the throat of the sufferer, as though he were striving to speak.
At such times Hartley would incline his ear and listen anxious-
Iy fur an intelligible word, bat in vain—he heard naught'bu{:

an incoherent and unintelligible muttering, unrelieved by word
or sign of consciousness,

Mrs, Edwards—although she had schooled herself, as she.

thought, during the mournful ride, to control the distress she

could not but feel—no sooner found herself in the sick ward,

and in the presence of her long-lost husband—returned but to
die, than she forgot all her assumed composure, and heedless

of the gentle remonstrances of her friends, she rushed to the

bedside, and uttering the cry, “ My dear husband,” threw her

arms around his neck, and would have sunk fainting to the floor

had she not been caught by Hartley, who assisted her to an

~ adjoining couch, on which he laid her and left her to the tender

care of his wife,

The effect upon the dying man was electrical: he had been
deaf to all other sounds for hours ; bust the voice of his wife—
the plaintive despairing cry, “ My husband”—seemed moment-
arily to awaken him to renewed life. e opened his eyes,
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stared wildly around, and before any one could prevent .him,
fling the bed-clothes aside and sprung to the floor, wildly
uttering the words, “ My wife! my children!” .But the effort
was too much ; it was but a momentarily returning gleam of
consciodsness, and he instantly fell heavily to the floor, the
blood rushing from his mouth and nostrils. ' '

Happily Mrs, Edwards still remained in an unconscl'ous state.
The affrighted children screamed, and were immediately re-
moved, weeping bitterly, from' the room; and the unhappy

. dying husband and father was lifted into the bed again, and a

surgeon promptly sumimnoned.

It was too late; the doctor shook his head the moment he
saw his patient. _ ‘ ‘

“Tt is all over with him,” he said; “he has burst a blood
vessel, and a hemorrhage of the lungs has ensued ; already he
is in the last stage of consumption—he cannot possibly rally 32
and so saying, the man of medicine, not naturally unfeeling,
but used to such scenes of suffering, turned away, and went to
devote his attentions to some other patient, to whom he might
still be of service. ] '

The clergyman knelt and prayed; prayed that the dying
sinner might give one sign of consciousnegs, one token of pen-
itence and hope of pardon. In vain—while the prayer still
lingered on the good man’s lips, and while George Hartley was
uniting his supplications with those of the minister of God, the
death gurgle was heard in the dying man’s throat, his frame
became convulsed ; straightening himself ount, a tremor suc-
ceeded as if every nerve were under the influence of magnetism

" —and then all was over-—-—Char]és Edwards was no more, Ha

had died'in the presence of the wife whom he had so cruelly for-
suken, and who had in her last embrace assured him of her love
and forgiveriess ; but he had made no sign of penitence beyond
the desire he had expressed to see a clergyman, and he had
drawn his last breath without being conscious that the prayers
of the clergyman were being offered up in his behalf, Happily
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his wife had not witnessed his fearful end. She still rested
upon the couch, supported by Mrs. I—Ia,rtley, utterly uneon-
scious of what was ‘passing around her.

The clergyman rose from his krees, and gazed long and sor-

rowfully upon the inanimate body, and the distorted features.

of the victim whom Death had claimed as his own.
Well his features expressed the words of the poet, which we
have adopted as a motto for our chapter—

'

“ By many a death-bed I have been,
And maoy a sinner’s parting seen,
But never aught like this,”

Mrs. Edwards was fenderly removed with her children from
the hospital and co_nveyed home by Mrs. Hartley and the Rev-
erend Mr. ; George Hartley remaining behind to ar-
range matters for the funeral, the expenses of Whlch he resolved
to defray himself, ,

Edwards was buried, two days afterwards, in Greenwood
Cemetery ; Hartley and the unfortunate man’s widow being
the sole mourners. It was a simple unpretending cortege, but
as sorrowful a one, perhaps, as ever entered the gates of the
burying-ground. It is not always that the most costly funeral
is expressive of the deepest sorrow.

Hartley exerted himself to obtain some information respect-
ing the career of Edwards during the years he had been absent,
a wanderer from home, a fugitive from justice; but he met
with little success.

He had returned to New York, as the reader is aware, from
some port in the Gulf of Mexico, on board the ship Dart, and
Hartley hunted up the captain and strove to learn from him
some information relative fo the unhappy man; but the cap-
tain only knew that he had been shipped at Honduras in the
capamty of a seaman, the vessel being short of hands, ““ Other-
wise,” said the captain, “I would not have taken him on board ;
he was a perfect scarecrow, and had evidently seen hard tunes,
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and nearly killed himself with drink, but I dldn t know he was
g0 sick as he really was. He was of ho use on board, having
been laid up from the third day afler he joined the vessel. 1
cent him to the Bellevue Hospital, as soon as the ship got into
port; for he wouldn't say he had any friends. But I guess
there was somethmg preying upon his mind, in addition to his

bodil slckness | ‘ f
'I‘h?s was a1l the captain of the Dart knew—+this was all that

the world has ever learnt of the career of the unhappy Ed-
wards, after he committed the forgery upon his employer in
New York; and but for George Iartley, who was, his friend
to the last this much would never have been known. e
would have died unknown and anlamented in Bellevue Hos-
pital, and been buried in Potter’s Field, and then have been

forgotten,
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

L

THE DENOQUEMENT,~~THE MARRIAGE OF HENRY SELBY WITH ELLEN

CARTER,

“GWas ever seen such villany ¢
So nently plotted and so well performed,
Both held in hand and flatly both begniled.”

o JEW or Marra,
O magie of love! unembellished by you

Has the garden a blush or the herbage a hue,
‘ 0‘1' blooms there a prospeet in nature or art
Like the virtuo that shines theough the eye to the heart”

Moorg,

Wz closed a preceding chapter at the moment when Lord
Mordant had recovered possession of the torn letter cont

the S_]gm?'z@e he so anxiously desired to obtain possession of,
It Is necessary, in order to explaiu his lordship’s anxiety, that
- * s ’
we give the reader an insight into the nature of the threatened

lawsuit which, had it proceeded, might have involved the loss

of one of his lordship’s estates,

f[_‘he ordant family was very wealthy, and tho claim
- against the property alluded to, although if substantiated it
would have involved a pecuniary loss, was not of a sufficient
amount to make any very great difference in his lordship’s in-
core, Still no one likes to lose property of any deseription

which he considers justly his own, without contesting it I:j[,orc{
Mordant had resolved upon retiring from the arm; il:l eonse

quence of the death of his father, Earl Mordant. mis;ncr him to-
the rauk of an Irish peer of the realm, and placing hi at tho

aining
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head of the family. THeretofore, though he had been called

Lord Mordant, he was only stich by courtesy, holding the title
according to the usage of the sons and near relations of peers

in their own right,

On the late earl’s decease, a small estate in the Province of
Leinster, which had been in possession of the family for several
generations, had been claimed by an obscure tradesman, who
had but once before attempted to make any assertion of his as-
surned right, That was some years before, at the period when
Lord Mordant, then a young man, was on a visit to the United
States. . This man had then written a letter to the old earl—
who was, even at that time, in his dotage~—in which he had -
threatened, unless a’ certain sum of money were paid him, to
lay claim to a property adjoining the residence of the earl,
which he asserted had been unjustly confiscated during the pro-
tectorate of Oliver Cromwell, when so much Irish property
was arbitrarily conveyed over to the protector’s English adhe.
rents, although a great portion of it was subsequently restored
to the rightful owners, ,

A great many lawsuits arose out of this partial restoration
of property, many unprincipled persons seizing the opportunity
to make claims to which they had no legal right—and we are
sorry to add, many just and lawful claims being made, which
were unceremoniously set aside. -

The claim in the present instance was made by a farmer
named Selby, and the old Farl sent the letter to his son in New
York, informing him that such a claim had been made, and ex-
horting him to return to England and contest it. However his
lordship, on reading the letter, had thought so contemptuously
of it—indeed the imposture was so apparent, in the fact of the
claimant offering to take a bribe, in no way tantamount in value
to the interests asserted to be involved—that he had utterly
disregarded it, and bad even forgotten the name signed at the
end of the epistle, Still he had put the letter aside and re-

 tained it, although he had torn off that portion of it containing
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the mgna,ture when he gave his card to Joseph Carter on the -

night of bis frolicsome escapade in New York.

The second intimation, which he had received at Calcutta, after
his father’s death, through his attorney and land agent, seemed
equally as outrageous in many respects, as the previous one,
but it appeared that some disreputable lawyer had been con-
sulted by the elaimant, who had perhaps urged him into action.
And it was possible (so said the attorney) that a lengthened
litigation might be the result. “Xowever,” continued the
attorney, *“it strikes me that the sighature fo the letter I
now send your lordship, (Shelton) is not the same that was
appended to the letter, received some years since by your
late noble father. I have forgotten what that signature actually
was, but it certainly was not Shelton. Has your lordship that
letter still in possession? if so, and the signature should prove
to be different, I think I have a clue to the dé-ception; if not,
we shall have to submit, at least to a troublesome law-suit.”

Lord Mordant, although he had quite forgotten the signature

of the first letter, thought himself that it was not Shelton, ~ He
had judiciously resolved to retain the letter, while dismissing
the subject from his mind, and he would have retained it perfect,
had it not been for his folly during the wild frolic which led
to his first introduction to the watchman, Then he had torn it,
heedless of what he was doing, and giving his card Wrapped
up in it to the guardian of the night, he had replaced the remain-
ing portion of the letter in his pocket-book,

His lordship’s sudden surprise on receiving the lost paper

from Henry Selby, had been occasioned from two causes, oke

was the almost unexpected restoration of the torn document,
and the proof thus afforded that his attorney’s and his own sus-
picions were correct ; the other was to find that the signature
- appended was that of the friend who had assisted him in pro-
curing it—* Henry Selby.” The reader will recollect that he
returned to his sleeping chamber, without ma.kmg any explana-
- tion to Henry that night, :
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‘The following morning, Colonel Donaldson set off at an
early hour to-find the old sailor, Jack Jenkins, at his boarding-
house in Greenwich.streats and having succeeded, he directed
the old man to meet him at the New York Ilotel, at three
o’clock that afternoon, having requested the attendance of Mr.
Hartley at the same time, for the colonel had conceived the
idea that Henry Selby’s resemblance to his fair cousin, Alice
Mechan, might prove to be no fancied resemblance after all,
and the strong apparvent family likeness between Mr, Hartley
and Henry Selby, had also engendered some strange suspicions
inhis mind. The reader is aware that the old sailor had spoken -
of an emigrant ship in which he had sailed many years pre.

. viously, having on board a family named Hartley, and hehoped

that by bringing the parties together, and ascer taining to what

_extent his various surmises and suspicions could be made to

agree, his object might be attained.

Accordingly at the appointed hour they met, the party con-
sisting of Lord Mordant, Colonel Donaldson, Henry Selby,
George Hartley and Jack Jenkins.

Prior to this meeting, however, Lord Mordant had held «
private conference with Henry Selby :—

“You must have noticed, Selby,” observed his lordshlp,
“ that I was taken somewhat by surprise, when you presented

‘me with that little document last night ”

“J did, my lord, but I presume it was in consequence of
your unexpectedly——one might almost say, providentially—re-
covering possession of a mere strip of paper, of importance to

‘you, but which thele was not the shadow of a probab111ty you

would see again.”
“ That certainly was one reason,” resumed Lord Mordant :
5 although Carter had prepared me to receive back the torn
letter : the principal cause of my surprise, however, was that
the signature [ was anxious to recover, proves to be your own,”
“ Mine, my lord!”
« Yours,” said Lord Mordant; “that is to say~—the name is®
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the same as your’s, though the handwriting is different—see,”
and he drew the paper from his pocket-book and presented it
to Henry. “ Henry Selby—there it is, as plain as noon-day.”

“That is matter of surprise, truiyf observed Henry, ex-
amining the signature with much curiosity.

“You know no one of the same name as yourself?” said
his lordship, interrogatively., :

“No, my lord, I never met any one of the same name
exactly. Selbys I have met with, who, so far as I knew, were
no connections of mine ; but no Henry Selby. Still the name
is by no means uncommon: there may be many persons
bearing it.” : ‘

“ Well,” continued Lord Mordant, smiling, ® things turn out
strangely. Donaldson has discovered a namesake of some
relative of his, and this watchman, Carter, turned up as readily
as if the matter had all been previously arranged.”

“Yes,” replied Henry,” we have been singularly fortunate
thus far.”  Then looking at his watch, he continued, “ It is the
hour, my lord, when we promised to meet the young man,
Hartley, and Carter, in Colonel Donaldson’s room, Suppose
we adjourn thither.”

“I am ready at anmy moment,” said Lord Mordant, and the
two gentlemen -quitted the room together, and proceeding to
the colonel’s room met the persons already mentioned.

“We were waiting for you and Selby, my lord,” said
Colonel Donaldson ; “our old friend Jack Jenkins and Mr,
Hartley have been here some time.”

“Good morning, Mr. Hartley,” said both the new comers,
“ (zood morning, Jenkins,” and Henry Selby shook hands with
the latter, '

“lhave already explained to you, Mr. Hartley,” said the
colonel, after Lord Mordant and Henry Selby had seated
themselves, “ my motive in wishing to see you here in company
with Jenkins; and now, Jack,” he sdded, addressing the old

® sailor, ¢ if you will spin us one of your yarns—that relating to
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the emigrant ship I mean—we may be able to see our way
clearly where all now appears inextricable confusion.”

“ Well, gentlemen,” said Jack, “1 believe I have told all I
know consarning that ship, and what happened on board of her,

‘without going into private matters of my own, which maybe

you'd not fancy to hearken to.”
- % We shall patiently listen to anything you choose to tell us,
Jenkins,” said Lord Mordant.

“ Unless you shoot with too long a bow, Jack,” slyly re-
marked the colonel, :

“In that case, gentlemen,” continued the old man, “1 don’
object, seeing we've been shipmates, and the matter happened
so long ago, to tell you the whole story; but, talking’s dry
work, gentlemen "—and Jack looked askance at a beaufet, on
which a decanter and wine-glasses were sta.ndmg 4

“Then take a glass of wine, Jack, to wet your whistle,”
said the colonel, “or perhaps you'd prefer something more
potent?”’ * ' ;

“If it’s all the same to you, sir, I'd sooner have a glass of
brandy. Wine’s apt to give me the colie. Such thm drink, I
take it, is only good for women.”

« You shall have brandy, if you prefer it,” said the colonel

ringing the bell for the waiter; and vchen that functionary

made his appearance, he ordered him to bring up a bottle of
brandy.
The liquor was brought, and Jack helped himself to a stiff

glass, and drank to the good health of his entertainers.

“That’s rare good stuff they keep here,” said he, catching his
breath, as He wiped his lips with his jacket sleeve, after swal-
lowing the potent draught. ‘

. % And you didn't forget to takea bo’se’n’s ‘nip,’ said Henry,
laughing., “Two fingers and a thumb, eh, Jack ? the old habit,
you know, on board the Montezuma.”

“[ rever stints myself, when the hquors good and freely

offered,” replied Jack, laughmo' in his turn., “ But now,
16
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gentlemen, since I've freshened the nip, I will go on witn my
yarn.” |

“ We are all attention,” said the eolonel.

“ Well then, gentlemen,” continued the old man, “T believe,

I have told you that there was on board the emigrant ship—the
Margaret was her name—I happened to think of it the other day,
though I had so long forgotten it—a man named Hartley, who
had emigrated from the Province of Leinster, in Ireland, He
had not been many years married to as sweet a girl as I ever
clapped eyes on, and he loved her as every true-hearted man
ought to love his wife——""

““How long ago was that ?” asked Ge()]ge Hartley, inter-
rupting the old man.

“ A matter of twenty or thirty year,” replied the old man;
“I can’t recollect the date ’zackly.”

% Good heavens !” exclaimed Hartley, © From the Province
of Leinster., They must have been the relations whom I have
so long sought in vain.” ‘

“ They had a child with them,” continued J ack, “ who lived
to reach New York, and was cared for, after his father and
mother died, by a young woman who was a passenger on
board.”

* Then this Hartley and his wife did not live to reach New
York 2” again interrupted Georfre Hartley. ‘
~ “No, sir,” replied Jack, ¢ They died just before they

reached the land, after enduring great hardships. For, as I
have told these gentlemen the emigrant ship was abandoned at
sea, and the crew and passengers were taken on board another
vessel: but if you interrupt me so sir, I shall never get
through my yarn.”

“1 beg your pardon,” said Hartley. I will not interrupt
you again,” :

The old man continued :

“This young woman, as I spoke of, took to the child uncom
mon, after his mother died—and a nice, smary young woman
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she was too, as you'd see in a mionth of Sundays. Aund now,
Mr. Selby, sir, 'm going to explain how it was as I came to
take to you so natural when you were a lad, aboard the unfor-
tunate Sea Gull, It was along o’ your name, sir. This here
young woman’s name was Selby—Jane Selby-—and after she
got to New York she and I were ¢spliced, and we lived
happy together for a matter of three months or more—1I1 work-
ing as a ’long-shoreman, and sometimes as a rigger, the while,
At last I took it in my head to go to sea again; and when 1
came back I heerd as poor Jane were dead. What had become
of the child I never learnt, though somebody told me he was
dead too, You see, I shipped for a long vy’ge round the
Horn, and lefs an order for halfpay with Jane: but the ras-
cally agents in New York (the ship hailed from New Bedford)
wouldu’t pay the money after the second month; and folks
told me when I came home that Jane had fallen smk soon arter
I left, and had got to be so poor that she was well-nigh starved.
The neighbors helped her on a little, as well as they could,
poor things—for they hadn’t much themselves—and after a
while she got better, and left the neighborhood, taking the child -
with her. I never heerd when or how poor Jane died,” con-
tiuued the old sailor, after a pause—*but they told me she
was dead. You recollect, gentlemen, that t’other day I told
you as I hadn’t always hailed to the name of Jack Jenkins, It
was after I had lost Jane as I tuk to it. Afore that I hailed to
the name of Shelton : and the reason why I chalked that name
off the log-board was cause I ¢lotted on’ to another woman,
who took me in tow with her palaver, one day, when I was
three sheets in the wind, and I promised to marry her; but I
couldn’t get any sartificate as poor Jane were dead; so she
persuaded me to tackle to her by the name of Jenkins.”

“Js she living ?”" asked the colomel, who, as well as the rest,

‘had been deeply interested in Jack’s story.

“ Can’t say, sir. I cut adrift from she—couldn’t stand her

tongue no how.”
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“ Did T understand you to say, Jack,” asked Lord Mordant,
that your real name is Shelton 2"

“ Can’t say that, neither,” answered Jack, “because I don’s
know as [ ever had a real rname'. I don’t know where I first
seed daylight, nor who my father and mother were.”

“It is singular ! * said his lordship, sotfo voce. “Shelton and
Selby—the different signatures of the claimants to the Bally-
cloe property.”

At this moment, a waiter of the hotel entered the room, and

informed Henry Selby that a man’ named Carter was waiting
to see him below.

“ Ah, I'recollect, I desired him to call to-day,” replied Henry; |

“ask him to walk up stairs. You have no objection, gentle-
men ? "’ addressing his friends. | .*

“Not at all,” replied the colonel, in the name of the rest;
and Joseph Carter was shown into the room and welcomed by
Henry and Lord Mordant, the latter expressing his thanks for
the return of the important signature,

The watchman having been invited to seat himself, the old
sallor proceeded with his story.

“As 1 was a saying,” he continued, “I cut adrift from my
second wife—Shipley her name was. She had an old mother
as used to eall upon her, and almost live in my house and on
my earnings, for I had taken to the rigging business again, I
couldn’t stand the pair on ’em, and I went off to sea, unbeknown
to ’em ; since then I've heen knockmg about the world, doing
no good for myself or any one else, except p'raps, maybe
them savages, when I was guv’nor of that ere island as I once
told you on, Mr. Selby ; and here I be, an old hulk, not fit for
much more sarvice; another vy’ge or two, and old Jack Jenk-
ins ’ll be laid up 111 harbor, till his timbers rot, and he smks
into the ground.”

“Did you say, sir,” asked Joseph Carter, who had been an
interested listener to the latter part of Jack’s narrative, * that
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you were married to the daughter of an old Woman of the name

of Sh:pley e
“ Yes,” replied Jack, somewhat alarmed ; “ the old gal aint

“alive T hope? If so be, and she’s in this city, the sooner old

Jack Jenkins ships off to to sea again, the better.”

« 1 don’t know whether I have allusion to the same person,”
replied the watchman; * but it was one Mother Shipley, from
whom [ rescued Mr. Selby, when a mere child, and she had at -
that time a daughter living with her in Cow Bay. Both, Iam

" sorry to say, very bad characters. After Henry Selby went

to sea, I had the old woman arid her daughter in my custody
several fimes; and the old woman told me on one occasion,
though as she had previously given me another account of
Henry’s parentage, [ paid little heed to her, that the child was
the son of a sailor, whose wife had died in her house, and that
her danghter had subsequently married the child’s father.”

“Then it must be the same,” replied J ack. I ‘said I
tuk to you, Master Henry, on account of the name,” addressing
Henry ; « you' are the child that poor Jenny saved and tended
50 carefully ; but the son of Hartley, the emigrant, I have
spoken of, not my child, But shipmate,” said Jack, address-
ing himself to the watchman, “ you don’t mean to say as old
Mother Shipley and her daughter are alive?” I

“They are both dead,” replied Joseph.

““ Thank Heaven for that,” piously ejaculated the old man.

Colonel Donaldson had sat for some minutes, deeply absorbed -
in thought: he now rose, and advancing to Henry, took his
hand. “ Mr. Selby,” he said: “I think T have heard sufficient
to satisfy me that you are the son of Barnard Hartley, who
married my cousin, Alice Mechan; When [ go to England, 1

- ghall be able to get further proof. Meanwhile, Ithmk Iam

justified in congratulating you on the prospect of your coming -

" into possession of considerable property in Scotland, which is

bequeathed to Alice Meehan and her heirs, jointly with myself,
but which, until the death of the heirs on one side or the other,
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can be proved, must remain intact, the surviving heirs, until such
proof is furnished, not being permitted, according to the will,
to come into possession. How singular that the first moment
I saw you, I should have recognized in your features the linea-

ments of poor Alice; and you, Mr. Hartley, are doubtless a2

relative of Selby’s—or Hartley, as I should call him—for that
is his right name. In that case, you too, are a connection: of
mine. As a Scotchman,” he added, “claims cousinship to
the thirtieth degree, I may style you my cousin. Mr. Selby’s

- cousin—I cannot yet bring myself to style him by any other
than the old familiar name—you assuredly are, Let me pre-
s.enf; you to each other;” and he led Henry to Hartley, and
joined the hands of the -two young men, who rose and ex.
pressed their mutual congratulations.

“Jack Jenkins,” said Lord Mordant, I think it is my turn
to speak now; l cannot see my way so clearly as eaﬁ.my
friends Donaldson and Selby, but you have given me some
information which will require further investigation. You
must not go to sea again just yet, my old friend ; indeed I
think it high time that you laid yourself up in ordinary for the
rest of your days. You have seen service enough. I shall
‘leave shortly for Europe; you must accompany me., Per.
‘haps,” he added, smiling, “ we may yet discover that you reall y
had a father and mother; and you, Carter,” added. his lord-
ship, addressing the Watchman, “you, my good old guardian
of former days, have done me a service that gratitude compels
me to repay. Nay, I will take no denial this time,” added
his lordship, observing that Joseph was about to speak.
“ We will nof speak further on the subject now, but eré I leave
for England, T must hold some conversation with you, Mr.
Selby,” addressing Henry, “I congratulate you upon having
discovered a relative in a gentleman so worthy of respect
as Colonel Donaldson; and you, Mr, Hartley,” addressing
~ George—* you and I must in future be friends.”

Mutual congratulations took place all round, and the party
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separated, ‘after arranging to meet again at an early oppor'tu-'
nity, and Lord Mordant, Colonel Donaldson, and Henry,
joined the ladies.

That evening, Ada and Lady Mordant, were informed of the
nature of the discoveries that had been made, and until a late
hour the party sat up, diseussing various subjects having ref-
erence to the singular denouement. ‘ ‘

Henry Selby, or as we should now more justly style him,
Henry Hartley, called every day at the humble abode of the
Watchman’s, in Mulberry-street, . and to tell the truth, spent
most of his time when there, in conversation with Ellen Carter.

Thus several weeks passed away, during which period Lord
Mordant had seen Joseph again, and with difficulty pressed upon:
him the acceptance of a check of considerable amount. Henry
had, in as gentle tones as possible, informed Joseph and his

* wife and daughter of the melancholy death of William Carter.

They were sorely stricken by the sad intelligence, and Henry
felt that he had little consolation to offer them, save that poor
Willy had forsaken his evil ways, and was on kis return home,
a repentant son, when he met his sad fate—and this knowledge
afforded some relief to the feelings of his bereaved relatives.
Joseph Carter had left the gfnploy of Mr. Wilson, for an af-

~ falr was about to take place, yhich would materially change his

position in society, Lord Mordant and Colonel Donaldson,
with their ladies, had engaged their passage to Kngland; and
old Jenkins had promised to go with them, having been per-
suaded thereto by Lord Mordant. Menry had also resolved
upon accompanying his friends, He had obtained Ellen's
promise to unite her fate with his, and the trip to Europe was
to be their wedding tour. )

Henry Hartley and $llen Carter were married two days be,
fore the packet ship sailed that was to bear them across the -
Aglantic. The wedding was as private as possible. * Lord and
Lady Mordant. and Colonel Donaldson and his lady were the
ouly witnesses of the ceremony, except the watchman, and his
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wife—who, poor 0ld body, was perfectly - bewildered at the
thought of her daughter’s good fortune. ¢« And to think, toe”
she said, “ that this should come out of Joseph’s kindness to
little Henry. But,” added the good old dame, “is it not written,
. “And whoso receiveth one such little child in my name, re-
ceiveth me.” ? .

The wedding took place, and Colonel Donaldson gave away
the blushing bride. There was no parade. It was not heralded
in the newspapers—the rank of the assistants at' the ceremony
was unknown, save to the clergyman himself—and quietly, after
Henry Hartley and Ellen were united by the bonds of the
church, as their hearts had long been united in the honds of
love, the happy party returned to the hotel.

Two days afterwards the packet ship sailed -for England.

* * * * #* #* *

~% 8o I see your friend Colonel :Donaldsom has sailed, and Mr.

Selby top,” observed Mr, Wilson to George Hartley.

“Yes, sir,” replied the latter.

“I am glad you did not go with them,” continued Mr. Wil
son, “Ibegan to think, Hartley, that they would entice you to
leave me.”

“That I should not do, on any account, without your consent,
sir,” replied George., “ Although I should much like a trip to
Europe.” - :

“Well, well,” replied Mr. Wilson. “Perhaps you may

take one shortly, Mr, Hartley, with my consent, and on my
business as well as your own.”

“On my business as well as your own,” thought Hartley.

“There is some hidden meaning in Mr. Wilson’s words; for
he emphasized the last sentence,”

The old gentleman had in fact more than once hinted at the
probability of George Hartley’s becoming a partner at some
future day. * Can it be that he means that?” said the young
man to himself, ashe wended his way to Brooklyn that evening.
“It.is almost too much to expeet, and yet Mr. Wilson meant

S THE WATOHMAN. ' 869

 something more than he said when he gave ufterance to those

words.” o ' -
George talked the matter over with his wife that night; and

when he retired to bed, he enjoyed pleasant dreams, for he fan-
oied he had in reality become a member of the firm of

« Wilson Brothers and Hartley.”

17%
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CHAPTER XXXV.

CONCLUSION.-——THE VISIT 0 EUROPE.——THE RETURN HOME,~—THE
PRODIGAL SON RESTORED,—A JOYOUR MEETING.—RELATION OF

A MIRACULOUS ESCAPE.—THE LAST OF THE WATCEMAN.—

THERE IS NO MORE NIGHT; BUT ENDLESS DAY AND NEVER
CHANGING BRIGHTNESS, ’

“For this my son was dead and is ahve ‘again, was lost and now 1s
found."—LukE. xv. 24.

“Now let me die, since I have soen thy face, for thou art yet alive,—
Genesis xlvi, 80.

Four weeks after leaving New York, the packet ship which -

conveyed Henry and his. compagrons de voyage to England ar.
rived at Liverpool, whence all the party, with the exception of
Colonel Donaldson, sailed in the course of a few days for Ire.
land. The colonel wished to visit his relatives in Scotland,

and for that purpose he proceeded thither, promising to join his

friends at Lord Mordant’s seat in King’s County, Leinster, in
the course of a few weeks.

The first action on the part of Lord Mordant, after his arri-
val at Mordant Abbey, was to send for his agent and make in. -

quiry respecting the person who had urged the claim to the
estate in question,

The agent, who speedily arrived at the Abbey, informed his

Iordship that the man was a resident of the nelghbormg hamlet
- of Ballycloe,

“In what position is he?” asked his lordshxp
“A mere country farmer, my lord,” returned the agent;
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“ and a very ignorant man at that; possessing indeed less
shrewdness than is usually found in men of his class.”

% What is his name, Shelton or Selby ?”

¢ Neither, my lord; his name is Guilfoyle.”

“ Guilfoyle!” said Lord Mordant; “how then does he pre-
tend to claim the property under elbher of the names he has
signed in the letters?”

“ The name of Shelton is an adopted one, my lord. One of
this man’s ancestors was a foster-brother of Mr. Shelton, the
former owner of the property.”

% Then how does it happen that the name of Selby is aﬂixed

to the first letter % '

“Since I wrote to you upon that subject my lord, I have
ascertained that the sister of Louisa Shelton married a man of
the name of Selby—a cousin, I believe; and the claim is urged
upon thé ground that the estate, if they have any legal right to
it at all, was left by the great-grandfather, prior to the alleged
confiscation, to his joint heirs.”

“Why then,” asked his lordship, “ urge the clalm on both
names separately ¢ It should have been a joint claim.”

“I believe, my lord, from what I have been enabled to ga-
ther, that it was subsequent to the date when the first letter

was written to your lordship’s late father, the discovery was

made that there was another claimant who had a.prior right.
Shelton is the adopted name of the elder branch of the family.”

“ Do you think, Mr. Porter,” said Lord Mordant, “that
they have really a claim upon the estate? If I thought so, I
would not contest it. 1t is not the value of the property that
I care about, but I don’t choose to resign my property piece-
meal to every unjust_claimant; I mighs in that case in time
be defrauded out of the whole of it.”

[ don’t think they have the shadow of clalm my lord. I
have reason to believe they have been put up to make the

claim by a third party. Shelton, I know, is too obtuse even
to have thought of such a thing,”
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“ Has Shelton, or the other party, Selby, any children 2"
“Shelton, my lord, is a wvery old man, and T am not aware
that he has auy children living. " He had, I believe, a soﬁ
who shortly after his marriage went to Australia, and on th;
voyage his wife gave birth to a child—a tradition in the family
soys it was 4 boy. Both parents died during the voyage, and
what became of the child is not known, If he be still ]i:ving
he must be well up in years himself, Shelton now is ninetyj
seven years of age. : ‘
. “ Humph ! exclaimed his lordship, and the thought crossed
his mind, “ My old sea-dog, Jack Jenkins, is that son, beyond
a doubt, And Selby ?” he asked, “has Selby any children %’
“Yes, my lord; he has a daughter;living—he had two
daughters, but one went to America when quite young, and
has not since been heard of: that was many years agdz but
the daugbter now residing at Ballycloe, who.was several }ears
younger then her sister, is married, and has a family grown u p.”
“ Selby himself must be a prefty aged maﬁ, then 2 ** .
“Beventy, at least, I should imagine, my lord; but you
observe, he has descendants, who would be enabled to e(;ntest

the claim, always provided it were just, even if both the old

men were to die,”
“ Exactly so,” said his lordship. * Understand me then,

Mr. Porter. Use every endeavor to ascertain whether they .

are Justified in preferring this long dormant claim. If so, I will
Tesign the property without proceeding to litigation ; ’if not
We‘will contest it to the utmost. By the way: you ;ay ym;
believe they have been put up to this business by some in-

ter‘e‘asted party ; do you suspect any particular individual 2"
I have my suspicions, my lord, but at present they are so

vague that I do not feel myself justified in avowine them.’*
“ Well, then, T will wish you good-by for the gresent, Por-

ter, Act in my behalf as I have dictated to you, and let me
know how you prugress.” ' I |
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The agent wished his lordship good morning, and left the
abbey. . _

Lord Mordant sat for a few minutes silent and absorbed in
thought ; he then rang the bell, and a servant appeared in an-
swer to the summons. J

“ s ‘the old sailor whom I brought over from America in-
doors, Thomas ? 7 inquired his lordship of the servant.

« He is wandering somewhere about the park, my lord, I
believe,” replied the servant. “I saw him by the fishpond:- not
half an hour ago.” ' '

“See if you can find him, and send him here to me. Stay,
never mind ; I will take a stroll out myself, perhaps I shall
meet him.” And his lordship took his hat and left the study.

« Where is Mr, Hartley 2” he asked, as he preceded the ser-
vant down stairs. |

%o js with the ladies, my lord, in the drawing-room, They
are going out for a ride, I believe. T just now heard my lady
give directions to the groom to saddle the horses.”

«Tell the groom to saddle Hector also for me.”
. “Yes, my lord. Shall I tell my lady that you are going to
join the party 27 : ,
“No: Ihave private business to attend to. I will go alone.”
In the course of & quarter of an hour the whole party was
mounted. But leaving Henry to escort the, ladies, who were
desirous of riding to the market-town a few miles distant, Lord
Mordant walked his horse slowly through the avenues of the
extensive park, in search of Jack Jenkins, whom he found at
last, amusing himself watching the fish in the fishpond, a favor-
ite resort of the old man, who was, perhaps, attracted thither
in consequence of his habitual love of water, the fishpond being
the only piece of water, natural or artificial, within a distance
of several leagues from the abbey. o
Lord Mordant slighted from his horse, and tying him to a
tree, sauntered to the spot where Jack Jenkins was seated
absorbed, apparently, in some deep reverie, '
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“Well, Jack,” said his lordship, « you have been here some
days now, how do you like Ireland ¢” '
¥ Why, sir,”” replied Jack—he never could trust his tongue
as he expressed himself, to say my lord— I like this herebﬁne’s
park very well, but to my mind it’s too fair a sample of Ire.
land té give a just idea of the whole country.”
- “1 believe you are correet there, Jack,” returned his lord-
ship ; “but you think these tolerably good qu\arters, ch??
“Yes, sir, only, axing your pardon, there’s one fault.”
“ What's that, Jack ?” |
*1’s too far away from the sea coast; sir, A man feels un-
nat'ral-like—fit to choke for the wanst o’ water.
this here fishpond I don’t know as I could live
as the grounds is, siv,” |
Lord Mordant langhed.

. A‘s you say, Jack,” he replied, “it would be an improve.
ment if there was a good view of the ocean from the house or
some part of the park, but we can’t have everything We wish;

4

but I wanted to ask you if ici
O as You ever had any suspicion t
were of Irish descent ?” TR hat you

“ Of what, sir??

“ Whether you ever had any idea
or both, were Irish 2>

“Not as I knows on, sir, *ceptin as the gir! Mary Selby—
she as | .lotted on to in New York, as I told you—said as she
ha(ii‘ §ou31ns o’ my name ; that was Shelton you know, sir 2 77

.Well, Jack,” replied his lordship, ¢ the motive I have in
asking you is this, I believe 1 have found out some relatives of
yours in this neighborhood.”

“Xh, sir!” exclaimed Jack, looking up at his

“E 7 ex lordship with
surprise depicted on his features, “it’s more than I knows on.” -

“It is thus, Jack,” resumed his lordship. ¢
. ) ) p. “You say that
your wife, MaryASelby, told you that she had relations of the
| nl?me of Shef'ltc?n, and Bhelton is your own right name, ' Now
there are .remdmg in the next parish, Ballycloe, two families,

If it warnt for
here long, fine

that your father or mother,

i
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one of the nime of Shelton and the other of Selby ; they are
velated, and both of them had chiidren who went to sea, and
were not afterwards heard from. Shelton is a very old man—
ninety-seven years old as | understand—and Jack, I have reason
to think he is your grandfather.” f

“ My grandfather!” exclaimed Jack, laughing at the idea.
“ Why, sir, that’s impossible; I'm old enough to be a grand-
father myself.” | | ‘

“ That may be, Jack, and still it may be as I say. You
know people marry very young in this country, often before
they are twenty years of age. You are probably no more
than fifty-five years old, though you look older in conse.
quence of having been battered about at sea and living for
many years of your life in hot climates. Now if it should twrn
out as I suspect, Mary Selby was a sort of cousin of yours,
since the Selbys of whom I speak had a child who went fo
America about the time that the Hartleys went, I imagine. She
has never been heard from since; but she was in all proba-
bility the Mary Selby of whom you have spoken.”

«1's mighty strange, sir,” said Jack, “ ain’t it? S’posen, sir,
as they should turn out to be relations of Mr., Selby—Mr,
Hartley, as now is ?” o ‘

« You forget, Jack, that Henry Hartley, as we have every

reason to believe our friend’s real name is, was only called

Selby, in consequence of his baving been taken care of by the
young woman, and having been with her when she died.”

«To be sure sir, and,.as I said, the reason as I tuk to him so,
aboard the Sea-Gull, was, cos he bore the same name as poor
Jane. Well, things comes out strange, gir. DBut where are
these people?” o ' |

« They reside within the distance ofafew miles,” said Lord Mor-
dant ; but I have not yet seen them, nor do I know, at present,
their exact locality. I shall see them in a week or so, when my
agent, Mr. Porter, has made some further inquiries respecting -
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them. I-should wish you to visit them at the same tims,
Jack.” | ’

“PIm at your sarvice, sir,” replied Jack; adding humor.
ously, “Since your honor’s found out my grandfather, it is
but fair that you should introduce me to the old chap.” ,

Leaving Jack to his contemplations, Lord Mordant re-
mounted his horse, and rode to the market-town, to §oin the
party, who had preceded him, and with them he returned to
the Abbey, relating, on the way, the conversation he had held
with the old sailor. ‘

A week or more elapsed ere his lordship heard anything
farther from Mr, Porter ; and during that period Colonel Domi
aldson arrived, from Scotlaud, bringing with him all the evi-
dence he could collect, in relation to his cousin Alice Meehan's
martiage with Barnard Hartley. He had brought with him
from New York dircctions from George Hartley, to enable
him to find out the locality of the latter’s family. connections
although George had stated that he was not aware that any ofz
his relations were living ; his parents had died in Dublin pre-
viously to his having left that city ; and he believed his faihér’s

cousin, Barnard Hartley, was, saving himself, the last of the -

family stock. : '
The locality designated was the parish adjoining that of

Ballycloe ; consequently, Colonel Donaldson’s plans were .
greatly facilitated, as the place was so near his friend, Lord .

Mordant’s residence,

Shortly after the colonel’s arrival at Mordant Abbey, Mr.
Porter came back from Dublin, in which city he had beer: rprn:
secuting his inquiries with regard to the alleged claim on Lord
Mordant’s property, urged by Shelton and the Selbys; and he
had satisfied himself] that the poor, ignorant, peasant,farniers
had been made tools of by a erafty lawyer of Dublin, who had
by some means learnt, that the estate in unestio‘n had some
century before been in the possession of a Shelton, of Ballycloe
but the family had become extinet shortly after it’ had been coni
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fiscated—the proprietor having died broken-hearted and in
extreme distress. Like many others of the present landed pro-
prietors in Ireland, the Mordant family, who were of English
descent originally, had become possessed of their Irish estates
by fraud, in the first instance; but the rightful owners had
also, like the rightful owners of many of the estates similarly
obtained, either died off, or their heirs had become sunk i
poverty and -obscurity, and their claims forgotten by them-
selves and everybody else, '

He had discovered, likewise, that in the matter of the estate
against which the claim had been laid, the ban had been remo-
ved shortly after the owner’s death, and therefore if he had left

-any descendants they would have possessed a legal right to the

property. DBut against this, he had discovered that the old
man, Shelton, now represented as the heir, in conjuuction with
the Selbys, was the son of a foster-child of the original proprie-

'~ tor, but bore no relationship-—the name of Shelton having been

adopted. . In those days, both in Ireland and Scotland, depend-
ants ofien took the family name of their patrons, - It was the
same with the Selbys, who had adopted the family name of
Cornelius Selby, a cousin of Mr. Shelton, who, like him,
had left no descendants. However, it was resolved upon by
Lord Mordant and his agent and legal adviser to visit the old
folks themselves ; and they were accompanied on their visit by
the colonel, Henry, and Jack Jenkins, as the old sailor per-
sisted in styling himself—averring that it sot easier upon him,
after having logged it for so many years, than his own name
of Shelton, ' “

A couple of hours easy riding brought them to the harhlet
of Ballycloe, and without much difficulty they found out the
residence of old Shelton, who had just returned home from the
field, to his dinner. - ‘

1t was a miserable cabin in which they found the old man;
who, however, notwithstanding his ninety odd years, appeared
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hale and hearty, and expressed himself as able as ever he was
in his life to go about his daily employment.
He was a little surprised at receiving such a visis from the

gentlefolk ; but sopn recovering his composure, he, with true :

Hibernian politeness, begged his visitors to be seated, though
there was nothing for them to sit upon but “ the ground for.the
foor,” and he replied unhesitatingly to the interrogatories put
to him by Mr. Porter.

“I understand, Shelton,” said the agent, “ that you belleve
yourself to be the owner of the Ballycloe farm, on Lord Mor-
dant’s estate. Isitso?”

“Shure an it’s meself doesn’t koow more nor what *Mr.
Phillips tould me, your honor,” said he.

“ And what was it that Mr, Phillips told you 27

“ He said many years agone, afore the ould lord died, how
that the Ballycloe farm belonged of right to me an& a far-away
cousin o’ mine, Corney Selby.”

¢ Is Shelton your right name 2

“Bedad! it was the name ov me father before me,” replied
the old man. .

*And have you never heard how your father came by the
name %" '

“Yes, shure, yer honor, Wasn’t he fosther-brother wid onld
Shelton, who, in the good old times, afore the curse o’ Crom’ll
fell on the land, owned all the estates hereabout? And didn’t

me own gran’mother nurse ould Shelton along wid me father—

an betoken, the ould man took his foster-brother’s name, out o’
respect and sarvice to the family ?” l

“ And what was your father’s true name 3"

“Sorra a bit o’ me knows, The likes of us doesn’t pry into
family saycrits,”” answered the old man.

“ What did this man, Phillips, advise you to do?"

* Bhure, yer honor, an’ he didn’s advise me to do anything
at all, He tould me far-off cousin, Corney Selby, that both he
and I had a right to the farm, and he wrote a letter to the ould
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Jord, for Corney, and tould us thas if he got back the estate, he
would pay us a hape ov money. And afterwards, when the
ould lord died, he wrote a letter for me to the young lord,
makin the same eclaim.” :

“ How came he to write in Hem*y Selby’s name in the first
instance ?”

« Bekase, then, he didn’t know that I was Corney’s far-off’
COUSIH
- “But Corney is not Henry ?”

“Shure Henry is Corney’s name ; but we e call him Corney for

" short, "kase Corney was a favorite name wid the ould family.”

“ But how could he have told you that the farm was right-
fully yours, if he didn’t know you at that time?”

“Shure he didn’t tell me, he tould Corney,” replied the old
man, “ He tould me afterwards when the ould lord died.”

“ But you contradict yourself, Shelton 27

“ Maybe I do, I disremember things that happened so long
ago.”

“ Even though a farm depends upon the matter 2”

¢ Shure me an’ Corney wasn’t to have the farm, the ]awyer

. Wus to have it, usin our names; and was to pay us-a power o’

money.” :

“ Are you not aware that you were preferring a false claim
both of you? that being merely the foster-brother of Mr. Stiel-
ton gave you no claim upon the property, even had the claim
been just in itself?”

“ Would ye's have poor men like me an’ Corney go agin the
gentlefolks 77 asked the old man, in a tone of expostulation
mingled with much sly drollery.

“You might have got yourselves into trouble, and perhaps
have been trangported beyond the seas for your pains,” said
the agent. '

“ Thranspﬂrted beyant the says, is it ? shure an’ the young

~ lord wouldr’t thransport the likes ov us for acting accordin to

the advice ov the gmtlefolks, bein’ as he’s a rale gintleman
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himself?” said the old man, “and me,” he added, “nigh a
hundred year ould, for-by Corney’s younger by a good twenty-
five years.”

“ As it has happened, no harm will come to you, Shelton,
nor to your cousin Corney, as you call him ; but Mr. Phillips
has placed himself in an awkward position, if Lord Mordant
chooses to prosecute him. However, we will say nothing fur-
ther on that subject just now. I wish to ask you if yoﬁ have
any children or grandchildren living 2

*Is it childher and grandchildher ye spoke ov? Sorra chick
or child’s left me. FPm an ould man, an’ shall go down into
the grave alone, and lave no kith or kin, but Corney and his
childher, who are only far-off cousins.” f

“ You have had children?”

“ Yeo, your honor ; many’s the long day ago, T had as brave
4 boy as iver the sun shone on, he was the pride ov my heart.
I was then a young man, for I wint afore the praste wid Kath-
leen whin I was nineteen year ould, and Kathleen was only fif:
teen; but whin my boy Pat got married—an’ he was married

at the same age as his father—he started off to Australia to be -

a shepherd there, and me eyes never seen him since. They
tould me years afterwards that me boy and his wife both died
at say. Sorrow on it for a murdherin say to swallow up my
own. boy.”

“ And did your son and daughter have no child 27

“The man that tould me that me boy died, wid his wife, said
they had a child born at say, but I never heern what become
ov him, and I don’t know whether he’s living or dead. The
man was one of the sailors on board, but he didn’t know more
- about the child than that it was a boy, and that after its mo-

ther died it was taken care ov by a fellow-passenger.”

“1 believe your grandson is still living,” said the agent.

“ Where, your honor, where 2” asked the old man. ¢ Tell me
where, your honor ; and if I've to thravel over half Ireland, ould
as I am, T'll see the boy before I close me ould eyes in death.”
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#] believe the boy is nearer to you than you imagine, my
old friend,” said the agent, smiling, as did the rest of the party,
with the exception of J ack Jenkins, at the idea of calling the
old sailor a boy.

Jack sat staring upon the 0ld centenarian before him with a
most comical expression in his face, as he listened to the con-

- yersation.

“ Where is he, your honor; where is hie 27 repeated the
old man, _

“ He is here,” replied the agent, pointing to Jack. ¢ This
person, Shelton, 1 have every reason to believe, is the son of
Patrick Shelton, your son, who died at sea while on his way
to Australia.” L

“That me grandsdp !” exclaimed the old man, in a tone of

‘astonishment, and with as comical an expression resting upon

his own wrinkled .visage as sat upon the features of the old
sailor, :
© “That my grandfather ! ” repeated Jack Jenkins in the same
breath. J

“80 it would seem,” said Mr, Porter. And Lord Mordant
and Henry united with the agent in congratulating both old men
—ifor Jack Jenkins appeared to be nearly as aged as Shelton '
—upon the discovery that had been made of their re]atlonshlp

It was not to be expected that auy very strong feclings were
exhibited on either side. Jack would have been just as well
contented if he had never found a grandfather ; and with the
strange perversity that we have heretofore alluded to, old Shel-
ton, although had he given the subject a serious thought, he
must have known that his grandson, if still living, must be
advanced in yeals had pxetured him ever as a child, in his
mind’s eye. ’

“ Corney will wondther when he hears tell ov this!” said the
old man, after a pause.

“ By-the-by,” resumed the agent, “ speakmg of Corney, re-

- minds me that I wish to see him ; does he live far from this ?”
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“ Only over by yondther,” replied old Shelton, pointing to a
cabin a few furlongs distant. '

“Then we'll go over and see him.”

“Ye don’t mean any harrm to Corney ?2” said the old man,
with the suspicion engendered in the lower class of Irish by a
long system of espionage practised upon their being excited.

“ Harm! far from that” replied Mr. Porter; “we only

wish to learn from him something about his daughter Mary,
who went to America a good many years ago?” ‘
“And do yees know anything about Mary Selby ?2” asked

the old man. “ Bedad, if Mary’s alive, her ould father "1l go’

wild wid joy.” :
“ Mary Selby died in New York many years ago,” replied

the agent.” * Still the old man may like to hear of her, and to -

meeft one who saw her after she left home.”
“Shure I'll send for Corney to come over here, your honor,

and save yees the the throuble of going to his cabin. I'll inthro--

duce him to my gran’son—bedad it’s an ould graw'son ye've
found me.” And an arch smile passing over his withered
features, the old man despatched a red-headed boy, who ap-
peared to be attending upon him, to Corney’s cabin, bidding
him tell the old man that some gentlemen wanted to speak to
him over here by,

The boy departed on his errand, and soon returned brmg,mg
Cornelius Selby with him.

- Old Shelton told his neighbor the story of his grandson 8
return, in his own peculiar humorous manner, and then

. iuforme& him that the gentleman had something to tell him

about his darter, who wint away to Ameriky.

“ Does the gintleman know anything of poor Mary, me long
lost darlint?” exclaimed Corney. “Shure as is the colleen stlll
living, an’ will her ould father see her agin?”

“ My good friend,” said the agent, “your daughter has long
been dead ; she died within & year or two after leaving home,

R AR S A I
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in New York, This old man, y our old friend Shelton’s grand
son, married her there,”

“ My grandson married the collecn Mary'" exclalmed old
Shelton.

“Your gran’son married my poor Mary,” said Corney, in
the same breath, and in a tone of the like surprise.

“ Even s0,” sald Mr. Porter; “but Jack,” addressing the -
old sailor: “tell your own story, you ean do it better than 1”

Thus requested, Jack Jenkins related how he had met with
Mary, and courted her -on board the emigrant ship, unaware
that she was a distant relative of his own, and how she had
taken care of the orphan child of Barnard and Alice Hartley,
who were passengers on board the same illfated ship, and how
she had died soon after her arrival in New York, while he,
Jack, was at sea; and that the gentleman, HMenry Hartley,
now sitting with them in the humble cabin, was the son of
Barnard and Alice Hartley.

As may be anticipated, both the- old men, in their own rude
way, expressed unbounded astonishment at this story; and -
when Jack had concluded his narrative, Corney rose from the-

‘rude seat that had been hastily constructed by old Shelton, to

accommodate the whole party, by placing a rough pine board
across a couple of empty tubs, and shaking the old sailor’s
hand heartily, swore eternal friendship to the husband of his
colleen, poor Mary.

When sufficient time had elapsed to enable the newly-found
relatives to make such further inquiries as suggested them-
selves, 'and to receive Jack’s replies, Colonel Donaldson, who
had been patiently waiting to make some inquiries of his own,
asked the old men whether they recollected anything respecting
Barnard Hartley, and whether any of his friends were living.

“Shure, an’ I recollect Barney Hartley well,” replied Shel
ton ; ¢ ‘though lie was above the likes ov us; Barney was oncst
a well-to-do farmer, but the drouth came and spoiled his
¢rops, an’ then he couldn’t pay the rint, and the agent was hard
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on him; bekase the landlord, who lived in London, like the
rest of ’emn-—~bad luck to all absentees—pressed him hard for
money, and so, at last, Barney sould all he had, left and went
till Amerkay, with his wife and child, an’ nobody ever heard
of him since that day.”

“ And has he no relatives living 2” asked the colonel.

“No, your hounor,” replied Shelton: “he had a’ cousin in
Dublin, but he died, and his wife toc soon after Barney went
to say ; and their son wint to Amerkay, so fulks said, and he
niver was heard of agin; and it was thought the Hartleys had
all died out. The ould stock is all gone, your honor,”

“ Excepting this gentleman sitting beside me,” replied the
colonel, who is, as Jack hastold you, the son of Barnard Hart.
ley and his wife Alice.”

Some further conversation, growing out of the above ensued '

and then having learnt all they wished to know, the party rose
to retire, having first fureed a sum of money upon each of the
old men, and reassured them that no harm should accrue-to
them’ in consequence-of the projected villany of the lawyer
Phillips, who had urged them to become parties to a fraud.
Jack Jenkins retired with them, promising, however, to sée
the old men again. They parted without displaying much
warmth of affection, at least on the part of Jack.and old

Shelton, neither of whom appeared to think much of their rela.-

tionship, though Corney felt his aged heart warm towards the
man who had been the husband of his long-lost daughter Mary,

“ 8o Henry, we have fairly proved that we are relatives in
a distant degree, at last,” said the colonel, as they rode home-
ward, “It is lucky for you, and for me too, for there is a
property of some twenty thousand pounds waiting for the
established heirs of poor Alice Meehan, and you and I are the
only living relatives of the poor girl.”

Henry did not reply, his thoughts were too deeply engaged
to allow him to enter into conversation just then, and he and
the colonel rode side by side, the rest of the way, in silence.
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Lord Mordant and the agent continued in deep conversation
the whole way home, their converse having relation to the
fraud, that it hsd been the intention of Phillips to perpetrate
upon his lordship.

“ How do you mean to act in the matter, my lord 2” asked’

" Mr. Porter, as they rode up the avenue, leading to the stables,

!

" I'may so call him,” said the eolonel,

“1 shall do nothing,” replied his lordship; * the fellow is not

worth the trouble’ of prosecuting; his scheme has failed, and
there let the matter end,” |

The gentlemen dismounted, and surrendering their horses to
the charge of the gfoonis, entered the house, just in time to
make the necessary changes in their attire before the dinher
bell rang; and during the meal the ladies were informed of all
that had occurred during the interview with Shelton and Cor-
nelius Selby.

- After sojourning at the abbey a feW weeks longer, Henry
Hartley and his wife left, in company with Colonel Donaldson,
to pay a brief visit at the colonel’s seat in Dumfrieshire, Scot-
land ; and while there, the deeds relating to the property that
the colonel had spoken of were drawn out and satisfactorily
adjusted, and Henry came into the undxaputab]e possessxon. of
ten thousand pounds. '

At the expiration of three weeks, Henry and Ellen lefe Scot-
land for New York.

Previously to his dap{u‘ture, he and the colonel held a con-
sultation relative to George Hurtley.

“ We must do something for that cousin of yours, Ilenry, if
“It was partially through
him that this business has been so satisfactorily arranged. He
seems to be a very deserving young man. You niust be the
bearer from me to him of a bill of exchange upon New York,
for one thousand pounds.”

“\With pleasure, colonel,” replied Henry, “and I shall add
snother thousand. If I can persuade bim to go out to India

17 '

:
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with me and Ellen, I will take him as a partner in our firm;
but I doubt whether be will be willing to leave New York.”

“I doubt it toe. However, present my respects to him;
assure him of my friendship, and tell him if he ever visits Eu.
“ropg he must not forget to pay me a visit at Holly Lodge.”
 Heénry did not see Jack Jenkins again before he sailed for
America; but he received a letter from Lord Mordant, who
desired him to assure Joseph Carter and his wife of his kind
regards, and informed him that he was about to build himself a
yacht, and that he had prevailed upon. Jack Jenkins to remain
and superintend the building and subsequently to take charge
of the vessel. His lordship further stated that he should take
care that the old man should be bountifully provided for till
‘the day of his death.

Leaving Henry and his wife for a time to pursue their way
across the Atlantic, let us return to New York and leam what
has been going on there in the famil y of Joseph Carter during
the absence of his daughter Ellen in England.

About the time that Henry and Ellen set sail from Greenock,
on their return from Ameriea, the U. 8. frigate G entered
the port of New York. The uld watchman, who was of course
now comfortably situated, was walking on the Battery, in com-

pany with his wife, when the salute from the frigate gave notice

of her arrival, and she was soon descried coming up the bay in
full sail, her progress being watched by a throng of eager spec-
tators,

Joseph and his wife had been conversing together of Ellen

and Henry, and remarking how bomntifully Providence had
dealt with them in thus providing for their old age and render-
ing them happy in their ehild. They spoke too of Henry Selby,
the poor orphan boy, and traced the hana of Providence
throughont his career, from the period when he had been saved
from the streets, until his happy return from India and hlS mar-
riage with Ellen. '

“ How little,” said J oseph “do we know of the mysterlous
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ways of Him who has been our guide throughout life; how
prone have we been a$ times to murmur at fancied evils, when
everything has been working together for our good. Who
shall say what will be the result of even the apparently moss
trivial incident in one’s life. Have we not reason, Mary, to be
thankful to the Great Giver of all Good for the many unde
served blessings he has showered down upon us?”

Mary Carter silently acquiesced in the words of her husband .
still the mother’s heart was full, as she thcught of her lost son—
once her hope, her joy and pride—and Joseph imagining all
that was passing in her thoughts forbore to speal further,

At this moment the first gun was fired from tH€ man-ofwar,
The sound started Mrs. Carter from her reverie. * What is-
that?” she asked of her husband, as gun after gun was fired
from the vessel's side, and the wreaths of white smoke rose
high in the air, distinctly visible from the shore,

“ A man-of-war must have arrived,” replied Joseph, “and
she is saluting the fort. I wonder whether it is an American
ora forelgu vessel.” :

The fr;gate now hove in sight, and the crowd rushed to the
banks of ‘the river to watch the gallant ship as she passed up
the bay.

Joseph and his wife watched her along with the rest until
she was taken in tow by a slenmer and carried up the KHast
River to the Navy Yard. The crew were now busy aloft furl-
ing the sails, and the stars and stripes were dlstmctly seen
proudly floating from the mizzen gaff.

“8he is an American vessel,” observed Joseph, as he and his
wife left the Battery, the vessel being now hidden from view.

The old couple proceeded to the church which they had quit-
ted home for the purpose of attending, after having taken a
stroll on the Battery, and the evening was far advanced when
they returned, to their home in Brooklyn for they no longer
resided in the humble tenement in Mulberry-street,

To their astonishment, when they rung the bell of their own
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house, the door—instead of being opened by the servant, which
both Heury and Ellen had insisted upon their hiring, although
the old lady, so long used to work for herself, at first strenu.
ously opposed it—was opened by a tall young man, who al
though in consequence of the darkness they could not discern
his features, they could perceive was clad in sailor attire.

The old couple stood petrified with astonishment, and on the
old lady’s part with alarm.

“Somebody has got in and robbed the house, perhaps mur-
dered the servant,” she thought; and she hesitated to enter the
door, hanging gneanwhile tremblingly on her husband’s arm,

“ Do you not know me, mother? and you father, have you
forgotten Willy 27 asked a deep manly voice, which they both
in a moment recognized.

It was William Carter, he who was believed to have pérished

returned to gladden the old age of the parents who mourned

him dead.

Uttermg a scream of delight, the mother hesitated no longer;
but tearing herself from her husband’s side, threw herself faing
and trembling, overcome with joy unutterable, into the arms
of her long-lost son, who led her tenderly into the parlor.

Joseph’s embrace, although he was better able to control his
feelings than his wife, was no less ardent, and again and again
was the embrace repeated by both; while still they ecould
scarcely believe the evidence of their senses that the predigal
bad indeed feturned—that the beloved and deeply la.mented
long-lost son was found. a

“ And where is Ellen?” asked William, when all parties had
become sufficiently composed to ask and reply to guestions,

“Ellen is in England—she is on a visit there with her hus-
band,” replied Joseph.

“ Ellen—our Ellen—married!” exclaimed William; “and
to whom %7 : f :

“To Henry Selby—or rather to Henry Hartley,” said Jo-
seph; “for Hartley turn’s out to be Henry’s real name.”
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“I might have anticipated that,” said William, ¢ from what
Mr. Selby told me when he was a passenger on board the
Montezuma. Then, of course, you have heard from him of the
accident that Befel me 2—and it is to Mr. Selby you owe this

~ change I perceive in your circumstances. I only left the frigate

an hour ago—for I came home from India in the man.of war
that arrived this evening—-and hurried off to the old house in
Mulberry-street. I was dreadfuly frightened when I found
you were not there, I feared you were dead; but the tenants
told me that you had removed to Brooklyn, and gave me your
address. I had not been here ten minutes when you came home.
The servant was going to open the door, but I bade her stay
and went myself,”

« But,” said Mrs. Carter, who sat on the sofa, holding her
son’s hand in her own, while Joseph sat on the other side,
“You have not told us how you escaped that dreadful death,
that even now I shudder to think of—though you, dear boy,
aré sitting safe beside me, Henry said you were drowned,”

“ And so Henry thought, mother, and so, I presume, did
every one clse on board the Montezuma, I owe my life to
little short of a miracle. It must have been a special Provi.
dence, in answer to your prayers, mother and father that inter-
posed and saved me, when I was plunged headlong into the
seething ocean on that dreadful night.”

“Tell us how it was, dear,” said Mrs, Carter. “ But stay,
you must be hungry. Jane shall get you some supper.”

“ As soon as Jane can, mother,” was the young man’s reply;
“for, to tell the truth, I am hungry. I was so anxious in mind,
that I could eat nothing on board the frigate all day. But while
it is being prepared, I will tell you how I escaped. Henry has
informed you, I suppose, that, anxious once again t¢0 get home
—repentant of my past folly and wickedness, and weary of
wandering, [left the man-of war on board of which I had entered,
after having laid for some time in the hospital at Ceylon—and

shipped on board the Montezuma ?”
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“Henry has told us all that, dear,” replied Mrs. Carter,
“ We never tired of talking about you, Henry felt as badly
as we did ourselves, almost. He could not feel quite so bad
as your mother and father and sister did, you know, William.”
And the old lady imprinted a kiss, for the twentieth’ time, on
the bronzed cheek of her darling boy, as she fundly termed
him. . * It was a comfort to us, in our sorrow,” she continued,
“to know, that you thought, to the last, of your parents and

- sister, and repented having left us, Willy.”

“Then,” said William, “my story is briefly told. I was
washed overboard by a tremendous sea, that broke over our
ship, just at the moment I thought we had escaped being run
into by another vessel, and was plunged with irresistible force,
head foremost, into the boiling ocean, How deep I sunk I
know not. It seemed to me that I went down, down, fathom
upon fathom deep, into the dark water. The horrors of those
few moments—for, after all, I could bhave been but a few
moments under water—were indescribable, and the duration
of time, short as it must have been, appeared interminable. I
believe I thought of everything that had occurred to me during
my whole life.—saw vividly before me every one whom I had
known—and then the horrid pain—the frightful hot pressure
upon my brain l—oh, it was horrible I'—I will not dwell upon
it "—and the young man shuddered. “I was insensible when
I rose to the surface; but I was afterwards told, that I rose
close alongside of the ship whose proximity to us had compel-
led us to have recourse to the manceuvre which caused the acei-
dent, by bringing our vessel up in the wind. I was seen by an
officer, who, even in the midst of that dreadful gale, had the
humanity and presence of mind to throw overboard one of the

_life-buoys—not, as he afterwards told me, with any expectation
that I should be saved; but he thought it his duty to make the
attempt. I must hate seized it instinctively, and clung to it

with the desperate tenacity of a drowning man—for I was .

hauled on board in safety ; though the loop, through which
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T had managed to pass my arm, almost eut the flesh to the
bone, and was a long while healing up ; the scar still remains,
« When. 1 came to my senses, 1 found that [ was on. board
the G , American frigate. 1 had no recollection how 1 got
there, and was perfectly bewﬂdered until it was explained to

- me by the crew,

“The gale had subsided befoae I was able to leave the cot in
which | had been placed, under the care of the surgeon; and,
when I did go on deck, | was almost immediately recognized
by an offier, who had often wvisited my former ship, as a
deserter from the service. I had laid myself open to severe
punishment, and should doubtless have been punished, had it
not been for the kindness of the captain, to whom I told my -
story. In consideration of what I had suffered, he promised to
look over my offence, The ship was bound to -Bombay, and
then home te New York., So 1 had the satisfaction of knowing
that my veturn home would not be very mnch delayed; and
the captain told me I should have my discharge as soon as we
got to New York. He gave me permm{smn to leave as suon as
the ship was brought to an anchor ; for { told him that a passen-
ger on board the Montezuma, which was beund to New York,
knew me and my parents; and that through him, if the Monte-
zuma survived the gale, you would hear of the accident that had
befallen me, and mourn my supposed death. And now, dear
mother and father, I have told all. I have returned-—1 trust,
penitent and reformed—and, please God, I will never leave
you again.”

The servant entered with the supper, as William Carter con-
cluded his story; and the happy party seated themselves at the

~ table.

The old folks did not eat much, though they made a pretence
of joining in the meal. Their hearts were too full of joy and
thankfulness to allow them at that moment to give a thought
to creature comforts. But the young sailor did ample justice

W
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to the servant’s culinary skill, and made up abundantly for his
long fasting.

Before they separated for the night, the re-united family-—
re-united, all but one-—who though absent, they had every rea-
son to believe was happy and well-cared for—knelt in family
worship ; and the Watchman potred forth his feelings in prayer
and praise to the great God, who had conferred upon them this
last great crowning blessing. And when they rose from their
knees again, the mutual embrace was passed ar: ound, and they
retired to their chambers.

Joseph and Mary Carter slept sweétly, and hac'l happy dreams
that night.

Three weeks after this unexpected and joyous re-union, the
vessel arrived at New York, on board of whlch IIenry -and
Ellen were returning to Ameriea.

As soon as they landed they lost no time in hastening over

to Joseph Carter’s residenee, and the meeting between Ellen .

and her brother was as joyous and unexpected as had been
- that of William Carter with his parents three weeks befure.

As to Henry, he could not for some time believe that it was
really William Carter in bodily form that he saw before him ;
‘he had been so near a$ the time of his supposed Jdeath, that to
him his presence alive and in health seemed incredible. -He
thought he was the victim of some optical and mental delusion;
but when he was assured, and doubt could no lenger remain,
his delight was equal to that of the rest of the family, Onee
- again, after the lapse of many years, the watchman and his
wife, and William and Ellen, and Henry Selby, once the poor
outcast orphan, now the wealthy and prosperous merchant,
acknowledged and respected by all who knew him, were assem-
bled under the same roof. _

In their happy re-union, the promises held out to the faithful
were marvellously verified. Here we will leave them to talk
over their various adventures, to tell of their trials, and trou-
bles, and joys, and sorrows, and to rejoice in their own happy
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domestic privacy over the blessings which had been bestowed

. upon them by so bounteous a hand.

Dear readers, our story draws near its close; we have but

~ a few more pages to write, DBut it is necessary, be:f'me we lay

aside our pen and consider our task as finished, that we intro-
dnce once again, before we bid farewell to them forever, the
various characters whom we have dreated and endeavored to
portray so long and earnestly, that to us at least they have
become as living, sentient beings, with whom we are 1nd1v1dually
and intimately acquainted.

‘Mr. Blunt was, by the generosity of Henry Selby—now
Henry Hartley—placed in a position of comfort and inde
penderice. Henry advanced him money sufficient to enable
him to enter into business on his own aceount on a much more
extended scale than he had anticipated when we introduced him
on "Change, anxiously but vainly endeavoring to procure aloan.
He lived for several years after this, and died shortly before
his wife, possessed of considerable: property and generally
lJamented by the mercantile community. He left his property,
by will, to Henry Hartley, after his wife’s death, for he never

_ heard from his son again; but he learned from a source that

could leave no doubt of the authenticity of the intelligence, that
the unhappy young man had died by his own hand—leaped
overboard in a state of phrenzy from 4 Mississippi steamboats’

after having lost every cent he possessed at the card-table. It

was belioved that Mr. Blunt’s death was hastened by this
heart.rending news,

George Hartley received from the hands of his cousin the
liberal and joint gift of Henry and Colonel Donaldson. Henry
made him the generous offer he had spoken of to the colonel ; bus
George could not be persuaded to leave Mr. Wilson. He had
saved a considerable sum from his salary, and Mr. Wilson
kindly offered to allow him to invest his little fortune in the

establishment and become a junior partner. He did so, and -
LY :
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after 'spénding several years in Europe as agent of Messrs,

Wilson’s house in England, he returned to New York and took
a higher position in the firm, becoming an equal partner with
the original founders of the house. He and his wife are still
living, and George Hartley may be recognized in the sketch
-we have given of him by those who are acquainted with
his early history. -

Colonel ‘Donaldson did not return to  New York, nor dld
Lord Mordant pay a third visit to America; George was how-
ever a frequent and welcome guest at Mordant Abbey and
Holly Lodge, during the period of his residence in England,
and both his lordship and the colonel were his frequent corres.
pondents after his return to America.

Jack Jenkins—-who could never be persuaded to take his
right name of Shelton again—remained with Lord Mordant as
a favored dependant to the day of his death, 0Old Shelton, or
Guilfoyle, as he should rightly be called, lived to be a hundred
aud four years of age. He died quite suddenly, having been
engaged at his usual field labor, and feeling as hale and hearty
as gver up to the day of his death. Jack Jenkins often visited
the two old men, and delighted them, and numbers of the peas.
antry who used to meet at either old Shelton’s or Selby’s cabin,
with the narration of his wonderful adventures in distant lands.
He had a fair field there for the exercise of his inventive and

imaginative powers ; none of his rustic, ignorant auditors ques-

tioned the accuracy of his marvellous stories, as Colonel Don-
aldson and Lord Mordant had been prone to do on board the
Montezuma, to the old man’s great amnoyance. They might
have made him, chronologically, as aged as Methuselah, without
any doubt arising in the minds of the listeners that Lie was
“ drawing the long bow”—and thus having free scope, record

says that Jack improved marvellously, and that his adventures -

were more wondrous than those of Sinbad the Sailor. e was
as much in his element as he well could be, when not afloat
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upon the ocean wave, and was looked upon as an oracle by the
entire hamlet of Ballycloe,

During the summer months, however, Jack was principally
employed on board Lord Mordant’s yatch, which he took great
pride in making the neatest and smartest craft of the kind upon
the coast ; and he was never so delighted as on the cceasiuns
when his lordship with Lady Mordant and a party of friends
took a short eruise—Jack acting as captain of the yacht,

In the course of a few years, however, the rheumatism began
to play about the joints of the old sailor, and his limbs grew
stiff; and he was no longer able to perform his duties on board
the yacht with his former activity ; by and bye, by slow de- -
grees, these pains and the concomitant infirmities of age in-
creased upon him, and the yacht had to be given up altog%ther.
Then in the ample chimney corner of the servants’ hall in his
ordship’s mansion, in winter; and on a seat covered with an
arbor, overlocking the fish.pond, which Lord Mordant had
constructed for his especial benefit, in summer, the old man
passed his waking hours—telling his battles and his adventures
by land and flood over and over again for years—until at last
he was confined to his room—then to his bed. ,

He lingered, however, a long while, and Lord Mordant, who
had become greatly attached to him, frequently spent an hour
by his bedside. He was present when the old man died. No
one supposed the last event was so near at hand.

His lordship upon entering the room asked Jack, as usual,
how he felt. ‘

“T'm drifting ashore fast, your honor,” was thé reply. - ¢ Old
Jack Jenkins 1l soon be stranded in etarnity.”

“Keep your courage up, Jack,” said his lordship, “I hope -
you'll be with us for many a day yet.” B

“No, your honor.. The order’s been passed to shp old
Jack’s cable; and the chain’s already unbitted.”

“Can I do anything for you? Have you everything you

 wish?”
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“I should like a pipe of bacca, your honor. These varmints

of sarvants won’t give it me, though I've axed it twenty times-

——cos why—the doctor says, how it’s bad for;my cough. The
cough was plaguey bad last night, your honor.” ‘

“Then, Jack, I think they did right. You know they must
follow the directions of the physician 2’ :

“ Al right, sir. I don’t blame ’em. I never axed for a
pipe these three weeks till ‘yesterday. Iknow it’s a seaman’s
duty to obey orders;_but when a man’s on his beam-ends, and
all the doctors in the service can’t set up his rigging again—
why, then, I thinks it’s hard to thwart his humor. I shan’t see
daylight to-morrow, sir, and I should like one pipe afore I drops
off the hook. Maybe bacca ain’t sarved out in the other
world.”

Jack ¢aid this so earnestly, yet so mnocently, that his lordshlp,
notwithstanding that he saw the old man was rapidly sinking,
could scarcely forbear a smile, and he ordered a servant to
bring the much-coveted pipe, which Jack smoked with much
apparent pleasure. Then, laying it aside, he said :—

“Bacca and me’s cut acquaintance, your honor; that’s the
last pipe as old Jack Jenkins *II ever smoke. Now, sir, please
to send for the parson, for the tide’s ebbing fast, and at low
water the soul of the old sailor ’ll take its departure for the
unseen world.”

“Do you feel so very bad, Jack ?” asked his lordship, with
great feeling expressed in the tone of his voice.

“ I feels no pain, sir; but I knows as my cable’s almost run
out, the last bight’s close to the hawse-hole, and there ain’t no
time to spare. I should like to make my accounts all square
before I sheer off.”

Lord Mordant sent immediate]y for the rector of the parish,
who soon arrived at the abbey, and was shown into the old
man’s bedroom. '

Lord Mordant would have retired, but Jack begged him to
remain, -
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“ How do you find yourself now, Jack 2" said the clergyman,
to whom the old sailor was personally known.

“] am dying, your reverence—dying—slipping away--quiet-
1y and comfortably—but my glass is nigh run out.”

% Shall I read to you, or pray with you?”

“Phank you kindly-—you may—I shall be glad to listen;
but first I would like to ask your reverence a few questions 2"

“ What are they, Jack? Speak freely,” said the clergyman.
“Is your mind at peace with the world; do you possess the
hope of happiness hereafter?”

“1 am pretty comfortable that way, sir—as comfortable as
a man well may be, who is passing, as I have heard you say,
‘through the valley of the shadow of death,” where all beyond
looks hazy through the spy-glass—but there is one thing trou-
bles me sorely.”

“Then tell me what it is, my good old friend, and relieve
your mind from all earthly cares.” C
- «This ain’t an earthly caro, your reverence,” feebly replied
the old man, whose life was evidently now fast ebbing away.

“So much the better, Jack, It is well, if at this awful hour
you have been enabled to fonget all earthly cares, and to turn
your thoughts entirely to that future, whose mysteries you are

80 soon to solve. What is it you would speak to me about ?”

«It’s one of those mysteries, sir, as I should like to have my
mind made easy about before I slips off. Pve been spliced on,
to two women, your reverence; both of whom have slipped
their cables afore me. 'What troubles me is to know to which
on ’em I shall be lotted on to when I gets up aloft.”

“In the foture world there are no marriages, neither is their,
any gwmg in marriage,” replied the clergyman. *Let not
such trifling thoughts occupy your mind now.” '

“Well,” replied Jack, “if your reverence says so, and the

"Bible says so, I si:f)pose it’s all right. Not but whas I'd have

liked to have tackled on to my first wife again, poor thing!

‘but it would have been a terrible thing to have had to hook on
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through all etarnity with old mother Shipley’s daughter. I
. could never have heard the songs of the angels while her tongue
- was a-going, your reverence.’

“ Have you amything else troubling you?” asked the clergy-
man, with difficulty repressing a smile, notwithstanding the so-
lemnity of the occasion. .

“ No, your reverence, nothing., I've never harmed any one
willingly 5 and though, maybe, I haven't done all that I oughs
to have done, I hope the Lord ’il bave mercy upon me, and
take me to himself. You've eased my mind considerable, sir,
in telling me as I shan’t be bound to Sally Shipley when I'm
gone from this. But kveel and pray, sir; I feel my breath
fuiling fast; the cable’s almost run out; the last link ’Ii slip
through the hawse-hole in a few moments, Kneel and pray,
too, your honor,” addressing Lord Mordant. « Pray with his
reverence, that we may all meet happily hereafter in heaven,”

The clergyman koelt, and poured out his soul in prayer for
the dying man, who occasionally responded *“ Amen” to por-

tions of the petition-—but at length he was silent. The prayer
" was long and earnest, and when the clergyman and Lord Mor-
dant rose from their knees, they found that while the petition in
his behalf had been ascending to the throne of grace, the soul
of the honest old sailor had passed away.

The two gentlemen stood for some minutes silently gazing
upon the old man’s foatures; at length, Lord Mordant stretched
out his hand and gently closed the eyelids of the corpse, saying
—as he performed the melancholy duty— ‘

“Honest old Jack. Let us hope that all your trials and
troubles are over. You were rough and ignorant; but I be-
lieve it would be well for many of us if our lives had been
equally guileless.”

The old sailor was buried a few days afterwards in Ballycloe
+ churchyard—the funeral cortege comprising Lord Mordant's

family and domestics, and nearly all the inhabitants of the
parish. -
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A plain stone was erected by his patron to his ‘memory,
bearing the simple inscription of his name—and far distant
from the roar of the ocean, on which the greater portion of his.
life had been spent, his earthly remaius rest in 1 pesce.

This was the last of Jack Jenkins. :

Mrs. Edwards died about five years after her husband. Her
children were well grown up at the time of her death, and

~were all provided with good situations by George Hartley.

The daughter married well two years after her mother’s
decease. | ,

Potter, the clerk, who the reader will recollect was the per-
son who infurmed Charles Edwards of the vacancy in Messrs.
Wilson’s establishment, lost his situation in consequence of his
indolent habits and culpable extravagance, and lived for some
years in a state of great destitution; but making earnest
promises of reform, he at length, through George Hartley’s

influence, obtained a junior clerk’s seat in Messrs. Wilson’s

office,

Henry returned to Caleutta, taking Ellen with hlm, and
remained there several years; but finding that the climate
did not agree with Ellen, and having received letters from
Joseph Carter, in which the old watchman spoke of the rapid
failing of his strength and his expectation of speedy dissolution,
he resolved to return to New York, and thenceforward act in
America for the wealthy house for which he was a partner. In
fact, the business of the house with America had so rapidly
increased, that it was found really needful that one of the part-
ners should reside there ; and Henry, with the free consent of
the other partners, undertook that portion of the business.

He and Ellen arrived home just in time to close the eyes.of
the good old Watchman, who died in peace and happiness, free
from pain or grief, worn out with the infirmities of age, per-
haps prematurely worn out in consequence, of the hardships he
had endured during the earlier portion of hislife ; still he lived
to a good old age, and left a memory that w111 ever remain
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fresh and green in the hearts of those who knew him and wers -
able to appreciate his many excellencies of character. His
wife survived bim for several years, and died at a very
advanced period of life in Henry’s home and in the arms of '
her daughter Ellen. ‘

‘William Carter went to sea again after remaining some time
with his parents. He had become quite veformed in character,
but he could not get over the love of wandering and adventure
which he had eontracted. He obtained a berth as chief mate
~of a packet ship, of which he shortly obtained the command,

and he now owns the vessel, and sails between Liverpool and
New York, ‘ ‘

Our task is ended: the toils of the Watchman are over.
No more shall it be asked of him, “ What of the night?” He
shall no more walk his weary round in the rain, and storm, and
* darkness ; for he has gone to a place where there is endless
day and never-fading brightness, where sorrow and weeping
are unknown, where happiness is universal and endureth for

ever. He fought the good fight on earth and triumphed, although -

his lot was cast in a lowly sphere, and he has received the
promised and lasting reward of the just,

THE END. =

THE SLAVE OF THE LAMP.

PREFACE.

Tae preface to a new book is usually radiant with words
s of Gladness and Hope. This must be one of privilege and
sorrow. ,

The brain that conceived, and the hand that penned the
“SrLavE oF taE Lamp” are now mouldering beneath the
turf in Greenwood Cemetery.,

On the 14th of November, 1854, the author of this
volume was found in his chamber, a corpse. A Bottle
standing on the table—beside the last pages of this novel—
indicated too sadly how he had left the world. The coroner
called it death by Prussic acid; death by disappointment
would have been the better verdict. He bade farewell to
his friends in rapid interviews preceding the event. Others
whom he could not see he wrote to, lovingly and kindly.
‘Whilst with one hand he elutched the boney fingers of death,
the other was extended in Firiendship. - He died not madly,
but calmly in sori'ow, in disappointment, and in poverty.
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viii PREFACE.

Known since his early manhood to the British publicasa

writer of considerable talent, Wirtzam Norrux arrived in this

country only some two years ago, his soul glowing with an

ardent but strangely erratic love of liberty, and his wild
dreams with regard to this sentiment, he fondly hoped to
find realized in America. He was convected by the
ties of consanguinity with the Guildford family, one of
his ancestors being- Lord North, Earl of Guildford, who
figured prominently in England, during the period of the
American Revolution. His strong democratic feelings,
estranged him from his family connections at home, and
from his nineteenth to his twenty-eighth year, he appeai‘s' to
have led a strangely isolated life, although (during this
period,) he contributed largely to the English periodicals,
his productions exciting much attention and curiosity, as much
from the originality-of his genius, as on account of his
strangely mystical style. Before he had completéd his
twentieth year, he wrote and published a political novel,
entitled “ Anti-Cowmvgsey,” in refutation of Dilsraeli’s
“Coningsby.” 'This novel, although the production of so

young a man, is perhaps the most forcible of -all his
works.

It may be fupposed that Mr. North derived considerable
pecuniary emolument from this work, which at that early

4age, established his fame as an author. Whether he did, or

not, we cannot say. At this period of his life, however,
money was a secondary object with him. He was possessed
of some property in his own right, but with the proverbial
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indiscretion of men of his peculiar temperamént,'this was
soon squandered, lent, or given away. -

- Although he pﬁblished numerous books in England, and
was connected with various popular periodicals, at different’

times, he does not appear to have reaped much pecuniary

‘benefit - from - his ‘labors. His productions were highly

prized by such as could understand, and sympathize with
the feelings of the author ; but his style was too strongly
embued with German metaphysics to become popular with
the majuority of readers.

He had been educated in a German university, and his
mind had become morbidly impressed with the peculiar
doctrines, inculcated in those places of education,

After struggling with adverse -circumstances for many
years in England, he came, a8 we have sta,be;i, about two

years ago, to this country, and upon his arrival, immediately

sought litérary employment. e was successful, and at

different times, eontributed largely to various periodicals,
In Harper's Magazine, a story from his pen appeared,
entitled “The Usurer’s Gift.”” In the Knickerbocker,
“ Blondine,” “ Brunette,” “My Ghost,”” and “The Man -
that Married his Grandmother,” and in Graham’s Magazine,
a tale, entitled the “Phantom World.” He wrote also for
the Whig Review, and other periédicals ; and at Burton’s
Theatre, brought ont a farce called “The Automaton Man,”

.which was highly successful. All this literary labor was

accomplished while Mr. North was also engaged as a writer
for the publié press ; but it appears that his pecuniary success
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was not equal to his anticipations, notwithstanding the
popularity of his contributions. The pressure, not perhaps

of actual poverty, but of continuous necessity, added to the

mental distress consequent upon an hopeless attachment,
proved too much for his singularly sensitive nature. He
had peculiar notions of suicide, the result partially, of his
early education; and at length, impelled perhaps by a
morbid sensitiveness, he released his spirit from its mortal
bondage, and dismissed it into that eternal world, which had
80 long been the subject of its mystic broodings.

In a letter now before us, written by Mr. North the day
before he committed the fearful act, occurs the fullowing
passage. He is lamenting the failure of one of his fondest
hopes, and observes— '

-“ An inseparable barrier existed between us. "What was
left tome? I had seen Paradise : the portals were eternally
- closed to me. I could but die.

“To me—philosopher and poet, of a school yet in .its
infancy ; the school of passiofial, intellectual, and moral
harmony—the idea was natural, I never feared death.”

In another letter, having special allusion to this his last
novel, he says—— ‘

“ ] have written what I believed it best to write, and what
I believed, myself, I could write best.

“Such as my work is, I commend it more especially to
the young and true-hearted sons of America. I am neither
a Bulwer nor & Dickens, yet, in one respect, I feel myself”

to enjoy an advantage over either—I live in a free country.

PREFACE. xi

It is only in an atmosphere of freedom, that we can indeed
think freely, as freely, as I, the poor, weary literary advén-
turer have taken the Iiberty of writing; and the history of
A Slave of the Lamp, despising humbug and owning a yet
unshaken faith in the heroic and the. beautiful, may not
appear mal-apropos.” '

With a few unavoidable exceptions the characters in this
book have orignals in real life, 'The strong appeals—with
which it abounds—for the literateur and the inventor, have
been elicited by a personal knowledge of the miseries, humi-
liations, and hardships those ennoblers of a country have to
endure. Neglect too often, and in all countries, is a condi-
tion of genius. The absence of proper legal protection

-makes it peculiarly irksome here. Mr. North’s memory

will be respected for the able manner in which he has urged
this neglected fact in the present novel. ,

In works of an autobiographical character’ the hero is
generally (rightly or not) associated in some indiscribable
way with the author. In the character of Dud]éy Mondel,
Mr. North undoubtedly gives us glimpses of himself, but not
sufficiently to make author and hero identical. It is hard to
find a hero in broadeloth, and to himself 4 man never seems
heroical. The best among us would need the heightening .
touch of the romancist to be attractive from the cold pages:
of a book. 'Whilst therefore, there is much curious thought
that may be traced to the idiosyncrasy of William North,

the reader is requested to remember that there is more

mere personality that owes its origin purely to the fictitious
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Dudley Mondell. In the incidental memoirs of the hero,
(page 238), Mr, North undoubtedly speaks mostly of him.
self and his family, That section of the present work will
be found of no ordinary character. Simply as a work of art

it is remarkable. For pureness of style, elegance of diction,

- and force of thought, it has seldom, if ever, been surpassed.

It will not escape the careful reader, that this novel is
emineutly thoughtful. William North was essentially a
thinker, and like other thinkers on abstract matters, was not
always right. There is much profitable reading in this
volume, and of a kind not often found in novels.  Many of
the ideas are of startling boldness, particularly those relating
to the inventions and progress of the future. In the latter
part of the work, however, there are some theological
speculations which bear their own extravagance on the face
of them. As a whole, this last prose work is no unworthy
~offering to America. It breathes throughout the national
sentiment, and without being gaseous, is patriotic in the best
sense of the word. It is also sincere, written perhaps, in
excitement, but the excitement of doing good.

SLAVE OF THE LAMP.
EY WM. NORTH.

¢ Who will exchange old lamps for new.”
Arabian Nights' Entertatnments.

Tms strangely interesting novel is now ready. It wnll be
recollected that the autbor, long and favorably known both in
Eurepe and Ameriea, as a writer of exbraordipary power and
brillianey, Intély eommitted suicide, under the most painful eir-
cunstances, almost immediately after the above work was com-
pleted. e was a strange arratic genjus—pussessed of the mosd
sensitive feelings, and was unable to bear up ygamst the disappoint-
ments and trialsof life, Difficulties iikewise, 1L is supposed, pressed
hardly upon him—since he was a scion of a noble house in Eng-
Jand—being related to Lord North, Earl of Guilford, and used, in
early life, to wealth and luxury. The work in question is in a eer-
tain way an autobiography—for it is impossible to read it without
pereeiving that the hero of the tale is the author himself. Like
Lord Byvon in the Conrsam, Dox Juaw, and Cempe Harovrp, be
relates his own strauge life, and invests his principal character
with his own peculiar sentiments. Exciting the story is, sume-
times to a paiuful degree—and the sad fate of its author invests
it with eingular interest. = Genius flashes forth in every para-
graphb, while an almost morbid sensibility pervades each cbap-
ter. It is a book thai read will be remembered, and it bids
fair to become a standard work, It is the last, and undoubtedly
the best of Wu. Nomrw's numerous Works. Orders should be

gent in immediately.

Published in I vol. 12mo, Beauﬁifully' bound. Price, $1,00.
H. LONG & BROTHER,
121 Nassau-Street, New York,
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. INCOW7 IREAIE,

TO SEND BY MAIL TO ANY ONE ON RECEIPT OF ONE DOLLAR.

'LITE AND BEAUT

In Cne Vol 12mo. Cloth. Price $1.00.

WHO IS RUTH HALL?
IS RUTE ITALIL FANNY FERN
OR SOMEBODY ELSE?

AND IF FANNY FERN IS NOT RUTH HALL,

“'WHO IS FPANNY FERN ?

THE LIFE AND BEAUTIES OF FANNY FERN

is now before the public, and the world will. be enlightened. And TH
BOOK a strange tale unfolds.

The pre-ent work is authentic in all its detsils, Thoge wlo have read the
advance copy pronounce it the wittest spiciest bouk of the seuson. It
presents vivid, life-like pictures of the charming and brilliant

AUTHOR OF FERN LEAVES AND RUTH HALL,

at her own firesi‘e, in the Editor's Sanctum, in the street, at Church, and
everywhere and in every position she is the same fa-cinating woman.

In this volume, several of Fanny Fern’s efforts uppear for the first time in
book form. The render will find that they possess rhe same atiractive foa-
tures which characterize all her productions.  They are alternately winty
and puthetie, canstic and soothing, sparkling and pensive.  No other anthor
has succeeded so well in tonching the finer chords of 1he heart,

Frice for the complete work, handsomely bound in one volume, ¢loth, is

Oue Dollur a Copy Guly.  Coples of .the ubove work will be rent to any

person, to any purt of the United States, per first mail, free of postage, on

their remitting Une Doilar to the publisher, in a letter, post-paid.
Published and for saic by

H LONG & BROTHER, 121 Nasgaun-st, N. Y.

And all booksellers.—To whom all orders must be addressed to receive
prompt and early attention, ‘

CELEBRATED AND UNIVERSALLY POPULAR WORK !

DOW JR.’S

HORT PRTENT SERNONS!

0GB

121 NASSAU STREET. i

=
This Work is published in three volumes. Paper covers. Price 50
oents per vol. ' . ,

A LIBRARY EDITION,
Beantifully bound, in three volumes, cloth, price 75 conts per volume, Corras
Marep on receipt of price. Address as above.




A WOREK OF GREAT MERIT!!

LILY HUSON:
AN AUTOBIOGRAPEY OF AN ORPIAN GIRL.
BY ALICE GREY.

.

A viv » lifelike story, eminently caleulated to interest the feel:
mgs of the reader. It will often excite to Jaughter, but more
froquently move to tears, and alternately touch every senfimeat of
the soul. Liry Husox is a tale of real life. The characters por-
trayed, still live and play their part on the world’s stage. And
although Alice Grey has ennningly concealed their real names and
positions, we fancy that many of ber readers will be able to gee
through the veil which bides their identity, and readily fo recognize
them. We venture to assert that no person will read the opening
chapter of this remarkable autobiography without following the
heroine through the story, sympathizing in her distress, weeping
with her over her misfortunes, and rejoicing in her success. As a
book for the family library, Liry Husox will have no superior. It
may be read aloud in the family circle, and the lessons it ineuleates
will sink deep into the heart, leaving good fruit behind, Real life-

pietures possess more actual romance than the wildest flights of

fancy and fiction. Domestic tales have pnow taken a permanent
place in the world of light literature. The novel has bevome an
instructive book—and the former prejudice against it has subsided.
Mothers now place it in the hands of their children, and clergymen
bave been heard to recommend it from the pulpit. Among all the
popular tales of the day—pictures of woman’s love and suffering,
of woman's courage and virtue, painted by woman’s hand—none
will be found to posscss greater attraction than the autobiography
pow pdvertised.
This work will be published in 1 vol 12mo. eloth, Price, $1,00.
. LONG & BROTHER, )

121 Nassau-Street, New York.

1

A Very Enteresting Book for Everybedy. se've”: Thousand
Copies Sold in Three Weeks,. '

‘The Great Book of the Day!

DY SCOTT,

AUTHOR OF THE ““HEN-PEOKED HUSEAND,’' ETC.
Complete in One Volums,

.This work ie superior to the former Novel by this lady, whie i
and was 0 extrm_nely popular in this cnuntry]rr. For su{’iimi ho?a:e:&t;it:f s;ﬁ:s?e;ah
of tone, lively wit, deep %athos and extensive knowledgs :;Y the secret spr’in s of :l:.
human heart, THE PRIDE OF LIFE has no supericr in the entire ran §of b l:
ublishing. "Thoese who havercad “ Tre Hex-Prckep Hussand” will need %10 furt‘l’lo
incentiveto induce them to purchase the present work, which is superior to even that in
ever changing, fascinsting interest. Others will have a treat before them in thei:a'ﬁ;::

* intreduction to this charming authoress, .

THE PRIDE OF Livg.~This is the title of » new novel, b ;

“The Hen-Pecked Husband.” This work hasreceived very ﬁatgegfﬁgj;sggg’il?;?ﬁzg
the English press; and with one aceord, it is pronounced superior to the former novel b

this lady, which had so extensive a sale in this country. For sublimity of sentim. ty
chasteness of tone, lively wit, deep pathos and extensive knowledge of {;uman nnt?lr; '
the Pride of Lile has nosuperior in the range of modern book-publishin The Edi .
m: %evxeuf prunof}nces 1t “guch a book as'wo seldom wmeét with ing-these daysn;%
m er:m :::lt.lmenta. ity—irue to life and nature throughout.”—Lancaster Intelligencer

THE FRIDE OF LIFE. A Novel by Lady Scott.—TIn all respects, w
. s s ¥ : ’ . T o re
the superior of ity immediate predecessor, *“The Hen-Peckcgl H%sba;d.g’;ud 'trh}ii w‘iﬁq‘:
more mgemoug,_‘tha characters are more skillfully painted, and the scenes and incl‘:den:s
are mare exqaisite and pointed. The bheok is true to nature, thronghout, and posscsses
akeen and vivid aflatus, which pervades every page like a November atmosphere. The
authoress thinks, reasons, describes and argues like a true-hearted and pure-l;aind d
E;;)ma.::. aneif 1£ilshe finds it necessary to _dea.l a blow, does it with the same grace a:d
chi;lgsrej; .a.s if she were uttering a compliment. Read the volume 'and save it for the

THE Prive of Lare. ByLady Scott.—This is a powerfully writte

A n w

who have read the * Hen-Pecked Husband,” by thel:) same a.u?;hor shouldogmﬁgs:}:’ﬁg
rea,iﬁl thl% baok.-—Pfgladnlpfzia Sunday Mercu:g. ’ ! . n

Tur PriDE oF LiFE. A Novel. By Lady Secott.—This book must not
with the trashy fictions so abundant at the present day, Iiis wgitazowi‘:ﬁ ;1::::3 .
Pa'tﬁfsﬁ.nd reﬁﬁx_ed sentiment, and depicts, in a way *‘to point & moral® for the reader’s
‘B:l?i 1 12;12:-(; : ings of one of the master-passions of the human heart.—Reading Gazetls

Thisls a charming story, elegantly written and veryi i it insni

] : vinteresting. Indeed it is-

be the best produetion of the fair anthor, "We commend it to th% perusal of ou:-sfff::dt:.’
1t is neatly printed.— Buffalo Daily Republic.
* Tur PrIDE oF Live. By Lady Seott.—The ““Hen-Pecked Husband,” by the author
of this story, was very favorably received by the novel-reading communily. It wasliked

- for its liveliness, humor and purity of deseription, 'The latest production of Lady Scott

will command more admiration than its predecessor. It isa well wri i
] ! tiratl . itten, liv
very interesting tale, which is managed wah ability.—Sunday Despatch. » Hively sud

NEW YORK:
H. LONG AND BROTHER,

121 NASSAU-STREEET.

Also for sale by Booksellers throughout the United States and Canad ice, i
as,
covers, 1 volume, 50 ¢cents, Bound, 75 ccnt: ¢ Prico, in paper




. A-ROMANCE FOUNDED ON FACT—A WORK WORTHE READING,

iy

THE LAWYER’S STORY;
' Or, THE ORPHANS' WRONGS.
A DEEPLY INTERESTING NARRATIVE, FOUNDED ON FACT.
BY A MEMBER OF THE NEW YORK BAR,

Tenntifully Sllusteoted,

This story opens with a scene in New-York, only ‘a few years sgo, in which & brother and
sister, the hero and. the herofne of the story, are introduced by the lawyer, in 8 condition of
_honest -fpoveny_. Ho furnishes them with iemporary employment, but aubsequentl{nlom
-sight of ihem until they are recalled to his recollection in cons‘e%uence of his reading ap
" advertiveaimt respecting them in & Philadelphia newspaper, which hints that the%n're heirs
to large property in Englind, a8 well as in the United States. With some difficulty the
: InWyer iraces flienm out, and détermines to teke their cose in band; but for & long time his
- effotts ‘are friltless, in consequenice of Jesuitical machinations, employed by some of the
_ngble relatives of the brother and sister, who desire to get the property into the ciaiches of
‘the Charch. The young lady falls temporarily inio the power of Jesuitical agenis in this
country, but is rescued just as ske i8 on the point of being despatched to Italy, lo-be’ placed
in & convent, through the compussion of asérvant, Eventually they arrive in England, and
the lawyer undertakes to waich over their interests, and ot the same time obtains the assist
-snte of an English lawyer of eniinence. ‘ -
However, Jesuitical and aristocratic infugnces still prevail. aéalnst them, and the two
. y of the Quirk, Gammon aud Snap school, numed * Gripes and (‘:hentem,” Bre
employed by.their titted- relatives tothrow every cbstaclo n their way, and for 4 long time
. W Aflength, however, truth prevails, and the story ends happily. ‘
: _The nerralive bears on the face'of it an impress of truths certainly the anthor has dis
Ea.yed ‘& Pl d knowlege of human mnature. in all iis pinmas; and witheut having hig
terest in the story weakened by any gross exaggeration or improbehility, the reader, when
- ! the book-sside, will unconsciously think of the adage—<Truth is strange—stranger

- than Fiction 7 .
: NOTICES OF THE PRESS,

. ®Tap LawyEr’s BTory.~Ii g writlen by an eminent retirad Iawyer, many of the facts
_retorded in which came under his own observaiion, and the characters are ail drawn from
renl Hre, The plot of the story is briefly, this:—George, the Fourth of England, when the
- Pringo Rege 33:\?6 Heory Filzherbert an estate from the Crown lands. The Prince’s right
10 hestow lands were involved in dispute, and Fitzherbert came to America, where he died,
; Hin twe children, a son and daughter, are the principals of the story, and, after many vicis
: situdes and trials, through the aid of the American lawyer, they were finally placed in pos-
session of the estate. The details and incidents of the story are of thrilling interest, although,
.oz pbvious reaspns, in ceripin insiances, names, dales and localities ure changed; yet'in
- one or two inslances these are closely adhered to. The.work has received high encomiuma
- from lilerary gentlemen and others, whese Ipraieua is not lightly awarded. The book has been
. publ in elegant forms, suitsble for n famiiy library, and its tone throughout is chaste,
while the ﬁot and incidents arg highly amusing and insiructive,”—Desly Faliadium.

- '%Tae Lawver’s Brorv.~The author is o member of the New Yerk biar, and his story

. parports to be a narrative of facis. The point of the tale is the restoration of a brother and
sister, Americans, to their rightful heritage in England, againet the oppositions and Inirigues

. of & powerful British nobleman. The incidents possess much interest, and are certaind

- yemarkable ¢ if true,” enough so to verify the old saw thut ¢ truth is stranger than fetion’®
—Fitchburg. Reveille, ) :

. “Tar Lawvrer’s Srory.~This work is founded on focis, many of which come tnder the
author’a personal knowledge; the principal characters are drawn from resl )ife: and the
Ipterest of tho whole is well kept up thronghout the entire progress of the story. fiis pub-
lished in elegent form, and Its tone throughout is chaste, while the plot and incidents are
highly smusing and instructive—Daily Tribune. i

&re
‘ NEW YORK:1
‘H. LONG & BROTHER,

DR. WARREN*S GREAT WORK.'

A COMPANION T0 THE “DIARY OF A PEYSICIAN

Published in ona polume—>beautifully bound, price 75 cents, In paper covers, price 58 cont
Capisr mailed on reosipt of price, post paid, addressed as above. ’

P

e O Doctor |

OR,

STRAY LEAVES FROM MY JOURNAL,

BEING SEETCHES OF THE MOST INTERESTING REMINISCENCES OF A RETIRED PHYSICIAN.

.r"
il

=
=
5

THE OLD DOCTOR AN [ LIBBARY,

 Beaudifally lwstruiey,

-
o NOTIOES OF THE PRESS, . '

‘The Physician, more than any other man, has the opportunity of studying the human
mind, at times when all false prefensions are thrown aside. In thess sketches, the reader 13
%ntr?dklfed to a variety of chardcters, porirayed undey various circumstances, In heéalth and

0 BiC
portrayed.”— Temes., o ; .

% A powerfully written work, decidedly a book for leisure rending. Lively and pathetle

H}urns, Iand of a character that will gecure il & place on thoghelves of every choigo library.”
vurnal. ' - . ’
, %A book that appeals to the kindest sympathies of the reader j eminently caleulated to

cal};fona all the finer chords of feeling in favor of benavolence and universal phllanthropy>
—~Fazetie., - - ‘ ; e FUSERYTEA

- - —it 4 G ‘

|‘ NEW YORK : H. LONG & BROTHER, 121 NASSAU STRET,

in prosperity and in a.dversTty,ﬂ-and each character is delicately and graphically

|

'Tm;: Oup Dooror is published in one volume, Paper covers, 50 certe ; or bound in eloth,
T3 cents—both vditions bequtifally illustrated, CoPiEs MAILEYD en receipt of price, (pog
CPaid} nddressod gs abo!—'ﬁ;‘“' ¥ G sl trooua. . R L
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_Bomething Good for Families.—Every Mother and Daughter should study it, |
Dhectcns o Curviag, with sresnging tbo Table foc Foekon d ondncing the e of o Honacheld with — - —
" econsiny § aleo, , Brepasions of o o m‘im!.m%ui Tor children, comforia ‘ ' ‘ : )
. ILLUSTRATED WITB NUMEROUS ENGRAVINGS : MRS. HALE'S
hﬁuﬂmw:hme of4§0pp., ) : BDN’MCIO‘L?]’I‘Q'L . g

~ MESHALE'S || NEW HOUSEHOLD RECEPT BOOK.

¢ EONTAINING

i

MAXIMS, DIRECTIONS, AND SPECIFICS,"

| - vor proOMOTING

HEALTH, COMFORT AND IMPROVEMENT
' HOMES OF THE PEOPLE.

i -l
nan | L

. i )
COMPILED PRUM THIE BRST AUTHORITIES, WITH MANY RECHEPTS NEVER BEFORR CQLhEGTED

BY SARAH JOSEPHA HALE,

AUTHOR OF “THE KEW BOOK OF COOERERTY, sTC.
-——-—-—-——r--‘«.-r.‘ -

TABLE OF CONTENTS.

*PART ‘IL—Howm awp irs Emrrovmesrs-~~Honse Cleaning; Repairing Furniture;
}M‘Bhing"l:‘ hmel‘(uiiticlilg Gl&un,é' Ching, &¢.3 Dyeing; Blacking, for Boots, Bhues, &¢6.4 To Desiroy
nﬂac‘al d B en’

RAI;"[‘ JL—~HeaLTH _AND Beavre—Rules for the Preservalion of Health, and Simple
. Recipes, found often efficacious in common diseases and slighi injuries; Directions for Pre-
paring Remedies, and ministering to the Sick and Suffering ; The Toilet, or-Hints and Sug-
geadons for the Presorvation of Benuty, with some useful Re,g};es for those who need them.

PART IlL—Hoxe Pursuirs axp DoxesTic ARTs.~Ne e-Work, Fancy Worle; Pre--
parations for Writing ; ¥lowers; House-Plapta; Birds; Gold Fish, &e.

PART iV.—DompsTic EcoNoMy AND OTHER MATTERE V\?qmn Exowing.~Of the.
ol)&i?‘ereﬁit‘ginds of Tea, Coffee, &c.; Preserving Fruits, Flowers, &c.; Care of Fires, and

er Hints. -
. PART V.~Misrress, Moruer, Nursg, skp Main.—In which are set forth the Praminent
i gutiesl?i; &aach department, and the most important Rules for the guidance and care of the

Household. .

PART VI—HinTe ABOUT AGRICULTURE, GARDENING, DoMrsric Aniats, &c—Of
Soil, Hay, and Grains; Of Vegetables; Destroying Reptiles, Rats,*and other Vermin;
Flowers; Fruits; Trees ; Timber; Buildings, &o. : ]

- PART Vil—Miscentansovse—Choice and Cheap Cookery; New Recajpts; Houthern
- Dishes ; Gumbo, &o.; Home-made Wines, &c.; Dairy Coloring; Diet; Healih; Books;
Parindicals, &c.
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GODBYS. %MQS 300K

Twenty-Fifth Year of Publication by the same Publisher.

The only Lady’s Book acknowledged by the Ladies of this country as worthy
of its mame.

PRINCIPAL POINTS OF ATTRACTION FOR 1855.

It contains 100 pages of reading in every romth’s number—not beginning with s
large number of pages in January, and decreasing thronghout the year.

Beautiful Steel Pla,tes, line or mezzotint, in every No.

GODEY’S RELIABLE STEEL FasHION PLaTEs [colored] in every No.—the only Fashion .

Plates that are considered as suthority.

ENITTING, NETTING, AND EMBROIDERING, printed in eolors,
MUSIC—two pages monthly,
Easy Lessons 1n DRaWING are given monthly.
Godegs Invaluable Receipts, worth alone THREE dollars n year—for Cooking, the
Toilet, Bick Room, Nursery, and Miscellaneéus House-keeping Raceipts. :
DIAGRAMS and PLANS, with full directions for Ladies to cut their own dresses.
Patterns for Children’s Dresses, both male and fomale, ,
" Embroidery and Broderie Anglaise Patterns, every month—a great variely.
"THE NURSERY.—This department iz invaluable to every Mother. .
MODELXY, COTTAGES,—Groeat attention paid to-this department.

A TREATISE ON THE HAIR.

A most excellent article for the preservation  and beautifying of this most valuable
ernament to both sexes.

Undoubted Receipts, Model Cottnges, Model Cottage Furaiture, Patterns for Window
Curtains, Music, Crochet Work, Knitting, Netting, Patchworl, Crochet Flower Work,
Hair Braiding, Ribbon Work, Chenille Work, Lace Collar Work, Children’s and Infants)
Clothes, Caps, Chemisettes, Bonnets, Cloaks, Evening Drosses, Fancy Ariicles, Head
Dresses, Hair Dressing, Bridal Dresses, Mantillas, Riding Habits, Morning and Evening
Dresses, Cloaks, Talmas, Robes du Chambre, Capes and Cleaks of fur in season—in fine,
every thing that can interest & Lady, will find its eppropriate place in her own Book.

REMEMBER, that the Lady’s Book has always given Steel Engravings, and through-
. ocutthe year, not publishing them in January and February numbers, and then omittin
them. In the Lady's Book alene you receive what no other three Magazines can fumisﬁ

you with. .
EVERYDAY ACTUALITIES.

This is another series of articles peculiar fo this Magazine. Every one of these arti-
cles ig illustrated with at least eight or ten of the finest wood engravings. This depart-
ment is very interesting, conveying information in an agreeabls form,saitable for la-
dies and gentlemen, that cannot be obtained elsawhere. ‘ :

The expenge of one number of the Lady’s Book, including steel engravings and lite-
rary matter’u’ft& for, not taken from English Magazines, far exceeds that of any other

Magazine published in this country. We make no exception, and are willing {o have
the fact tested.

: Tevms,
Une Copy one year -~ - - - -
Two Copias one year, of one copy two years - - -
Five Copies one year, and an extra copy to the person sending the club
Eight Copiea one year do de do too-
Eleven Copies one year do do do

*.% Godey’s Lady’s Book, and Arthur’s Home Magazine, will both be sent one year
fer $3.50. Toinsure what you erder being certainly sent, address :
. L. A GODEY,

- Neo. 113 Chestnut-Sireet, Philadelphia.
£37 Bpecimens gent, if desired.
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]& THE GREATEST ROMANCES OF MODERN DAYVS!

Superior to % Valentine Vox.” (Complete)
THE SISTERS:
: ' 7
o,

THE FATAL MARRIAGES.
BY HENRY COOKTON,
AUTHOR OF ¥ VALENTINE VOX,’ “ THE STEWARD,” ¥ 8YLVESTER SOUND,” ETO,
ILLUSTRATED FROM THE ENGLISH EDITION.

The evils of an ill-assorted mazriage are so truthfuily and strikingly depicted in this
work, that it cannot fall to exercise a beneficial influence upen society. At the same time,
the hook is writtet with every excellency of style, all that eimplieity, and beauty of die-
tlon, and interest of plot and narmative which peculiarly distinguishes Mr Cockton.— Lon-
don Moruing FPost. ‘

.MTh; l:mt}ml- of “ Valentine Vox" has fairly eclipsed himself In the present work.—MNew

oLy, .

We are always delighted with Coclton®s writings; they dress useful truths in such en-
chantment, that we cherish their good and whol8some influences as food eongenial to the
soul. His present work, * The Sisters,” is not excelled by any previous effort,—Ezami-
ner, Price 50 cents. )

THE STEWARD:
A ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE.
: BY HENRY COCKTON,

AUTHOR OF ©SYLVESTER SOUND,” “ VALENTINE Vox,” “THE RISTERS,” ETC.

, ILLUSTRATED FROM THE ENGLISH EDITION.

Tae STEWARD.—This is & most faseinating work, a vivid and truthful piecture of real
life, told in & style of simplicity.and pathos worthy of-Oliver Goldsmith.—Athenoum.

We became intensely interested in this novel, which in style, and somewhat in incident
and narrative, reminded us-strongly of the Vickar of Wakefield. The, characters arg
drawn with artistic skill so perfect, that they.at once. enlist our feelings as if in real life.
How we despise the hypoorite: George; what loathing, his deep villany inspires! How
we admire the noble, trite-hearted old 3ir John, the maniy, generous, gay-spirited Charles ;
end how we.love gentle Mrs, Wiazdle, apd the, sweet confiding Juliana, In truth, itisa
most refreshing book~~an oasls in the literature of the day.—Lan, Quarterly. Frice 38cta.

A ROMANCE 0F THE HIGHLANDS.
. BY G. W. M. REYNOLDS, ‘
AUTHOR OF * MYSTERIES OF THE COURT OF NAPLES,” ¥ COURT OF LONDON,” ETC.

WITHE NUMEROUS ENGRATINGS,

There has never been a more successful laborer in the froitful field of Scottish Ro-
mance, than our author. The wild and fearful superstitions of the Highlands are depleted
with terrible force, yet clothed in all the faseination and attractiveness of Reynolds” un-
rivalled style.—Spectator, .

The Legends of Scotland have nager found & more powerfu! delineator than our author;
and * Kenneth,” which in style is worthy of * 8ir Walter Scott,” and in tncident and in-
terest rivals the celelirated < Scottish Chiefs,” will take first rank in the library of Scottish

romance.— Weekly Fimes.
H, LONG & BROTHER,

New York.

Il— *.* Copies mbiled, on receipt of the zbove prices (post paid).




THE RAPPERS: |

OF THE

MYSTERIES, FALLACIES, AND ABSURDITIES,

SPIRIT-RAPPING, TABLE-TURNING, AND
| ENTRANCEMENT. |
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TABLE 'ru;ﬁ.a.
By 7 Seavcper after Tvut),
. Iliustrated.
NEW.YORK :;

H. LONG AND BROTHER,  [500m
121 NASSAU.STRERT.

A Library edition now ready, beautifully bound and illustrated, pr. 75 cts.
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NEW NOVELS WORTH READING. |
; Oomlianion to Charles 0*Malley.

FRANK FAIRLEGH:

4 -~ on,
SCENES IN THY LIFE OF A PRIVATE PUPIL.

WITH NUMEROTUS ILLUBTRATIONS,

“There is no writer of fiction since Sir Waiter Scott, who has so well deserved popa
larity as the author of this story, There is none of the elaborate penny-a-lining of
Dickens, the straini_ng for jokes of Albert Bmith, or the sutre situations of Angelo Tit-
marsh, but a narrative that wins from its easy truthfulness, and excites the most pleasura-
ble sensations from its rich raciness ; while there is am undercurrent of sound morlity
which commends it to the virtuous.”—ZLondon Quarterly. o -

“Por some time, we have not read a story of such unflagging interest, and we shail
skortly take an opportunity of laying before our readers the plot which, en passant, is im-
measurably superior to the much-lauded David Copperficld. Cruikshank’s illustrations
Jre capital.”—London Times. Price 50 conts, .

A New Work by the Author of “Frank Fairlegh.”

LEWIS ARUNDE L;

oR,

THE RAILROAD OF LIFE,
BY THE AUTHOR OF “FRANK FAIRLEGH”
WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS.

This {2 a daguerreotype vlew of life, taken in all its phases, so faithful and true 28 to
starile us with “ the counterfeit semblance."—London Literary Qazetie,

This is a truly great romance ! The author of ** Frank Fairlegh,” which has had an
unprecedented sale among maodern novels, has, in the present work, given us a master-
piece, the glowing and life-like features of which will be recognised as presenting one of
the finest pictures of society extant— London Court Journal., Price 50 cents,

Sue’s Greatest Romance--complete_in one Vol, 372 pages.

MARTIN THE FOUNDLING:

THE ADVENTURES OF A VALET-DE-CHAMBRE.
BY M. EUGENE SUE, :
AUTHOR OF “THE MYSTERIEY OF FARIS,” ¥ WANDERING JEW,” ¥re. ETd,
BEAUTIFULLY ILLUSTREATED,

The vicissitndes of life are fearfully, but vividly, depicted in this work. The conse-
quences of exime, error, and delusion, are portrayed in a light go glaring that eszape Is im-
possible, and the conviction of social evils, stupendous, and destractive, is frresistible;
There are few books calculated to do o much good.— Weekly Times.

This is & great work !—a powerful and overwhelming essay on crime and virtue, and
the evils of our social organization. To the deep and thrilling effect of a splendid ro-
mance, is added the never-failing interest which truth inspires; for its pictures of lifo are
all truthful—Observer.

Never has the pen of the Novelist wielded n more beneficial influence than in this
‘work, To palnt crime and error in their true colors, and without revelting the delicate
sense, to carry conviction to the heart, s the work of a master hand. uch a one la

Xugene Sue, and this is, perhaps, his master-piece~~Ezaminer. Price $1.
. H. LONG & BROTHER,
New York.

*.* Coples mailed, on recelpt of the above priees {post paid).




~ A New Work by the author of “Fr ank Fairlegh”ff =

’ COMPLETE IN ONE iTOLUME. w

T,

BY THE AUTHOR OF “FRANK FAIRLEGH, «LEWIS ARUNDEL’
“«MARRYING MAN” ETC. ETC.

Tax authot of ¥ Frinl tairlegh,” and 4 Lewis Amndel,” two of* the'most interesting books
of the day, has excelled even himself in his new work of * Harry Coverdale’s Courtship.” Itis
full of the most exquisite drawings of the haman character, and replete with -seenes of wit, pa-
thos, and intense intérest—Athencum. )

Racy, sparkling, ind marked by the touches of true genins. "The' anthor has- sounded the
depths of the human henrt, ebserved soclety with a keen eye, and taid both bhare with a vivid-
ness of coloring and gecuracy of disgection; which strike foreibly, and retaln firm hold of the
attention of the reader.—London Literary Guazette.

Equal, and in many respects superier, to the best efforts of Dickens-—a charming story of &
lover's woolng, and a speaking daguetreotype of life and manners,— Critic, )

NEW YORK: |
PRICE H. LONG BROTHH_R., 43 ANN-STREET. _ .

. ~ ol |
A Library Edition of this splendid Remance now ready, beautifuily |
ound and Illustrated. Price 75 centa,




