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LORD HOPE'S C CHOICE.

CHAPTER 1.

C ON S U L TAT IO N S.

A LADY sat by her breakfast table in one of the quietest
hotels of the city, where she had been staying some weeks.
She was somewhat under thirty, dark almost as a gipsy, with
quantities of bright blue-black hair, drawn away from a low
broad forehead, full of power and mobile with expression;
large almond-shaped eyes, slumbrous in repose, but full of
fiery spirit, when anything disturbed their tranquillity,
lighted up the face into something more impressive than
mere beauty. At such times there was the rich coloring of
a peach in those dusky cheeks, brightness and wonderful
fascination in that slow burning smile, an influence subtle
as deceit and winning as a bird-song in the varied tones of
her voice. You would imagine the Queen of Sheba such a
woman as that, when she came to match her intellect and
beauty against the whole array of fascinations by which Sol-
omon was held in thrall. You could not tell where the
chief power of her attractions- lay-the beauty of her facq
was rare in itself, but its most glorious power lay in an ever
varying expression, sometimes gentle as a child's, some-
times fiery as an Arab's, again soft and passive as the face
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24 LORD HOPE'S CHOICE.C

of Evangeline. All that was bright and triumphant in her
character broke over that face as she laid down the daily jour-
nal, which a waiter had brought in answer to her impatient
demand, after reading a single paragraph. "No, I thought
--as I hoped," she exclaimed, excitedly, leaving her un-
touched breakfast, and moving with quick animation about
the room, tossing books and papers in and out of place.
Sitting down to write a note, and throwing aside the pen,
quite unable to control her hand. "It is sudden, but per-
haps all the better for that."

Then she started up and rang the bell; the door opened
on the .instant, and the man she wished to send for stood
before her. A young man, dark like herself, and evidently
with as dusky blood in his veins, and as quick thoughts in
his brain.

"You were about to send foi- me. I saw the list of pas-
sengers, and came at once. Quick work, isn't it? That
cable helps one to perform wonders."

"Are you sure. this is the name you proposed?"
"Exactly to the middle initial. There is no doubt on

that point."
"And be knows that I am here? Tell me frankly, was

it that which brought him?"
"tindoubtedly. I wrote him long ago that she was dis-

covered; but he lingered irresolute. My opinion is that he
was searching for you over there, for the moment I tele-
graphed: 'Rachael Closs is in this city,' back comes a mes-
sage telling me to expect him, and in ten days here he is."

"Will he not be disappointed when he finds that so little
progress has been made in attaining her consent to a
divorce?"

"Perhaps; but I cannot help it. She is not to be per-
suaded by anything, I can say, though, in all things else
she trusts me, entirely. On this subject she has religious
scruples; besides, I am-sure she still loves her husband too

well for any hope that she will fling aside all chance of re-
cowviliation. The very silence she has kept with regard to
her friends proves that. I have tried to believe that she
fled his house from repugnance, but it was from the pride
of affection which she believed to have been wronged. At
any rate the lady positively rejects any ideas of an Ameri-
can divorce."

"That is not strange," said Rachael Closs, in a low,
thoughtful tone. "What would be the value of an Ameri-
can divorce in the British courts?"

"He seems to think it would be sufficient, and may pre-
vail upon her to grant it. Heaven knows I have tried hard
enough without success. But we cannot discuss this now.
He is here, and I must meet him. What am I to say about
your presence in New York?"

" Say that having no friends to protect me and no home,
I came here to claim both from my only brother, and that
you gave it to me."

"That is truth, and easily told; but if he asks to see
you?"

" Tell him where I am, but say that he had better come
without asking, as you are sure I should refuse him. You
understand, he must take me by surprise."

"I understand."
"Say that I have suffered enough through him and his--

suffered innocently, and have fled from my native land
to avoid him, and the undeserved censure, which was
sure to fall on me, if I remained under his roof after she
left it."

"I will make him understand this.
"Hepworth!"
"Well, Rachael?"
" Tell me, is there no danger in this visit ? He loved

her once; will it bring back old memories, awake new
affections ?n1

oc
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26 LORD HOPE'S CHOICE.

"No! no! it is useless .to- ask the question; have vo
fear of your hold on him. The man loves you, Rachael."

Her face brightened-her lips parted with a faint sigh.
" Ah ! yes-he has followed me here," she murmured.
"I think we understand each other now," said the young

man. "He knows that you are here;, thinks you came

to escape him and join me-a wronged and insulted girl,
driven from her country for his sake and by his wife's

means. This will touch all the chivalry of his character,
and fire him with fresh indignation against her. He is a

man of terrible force when offended, and may so wound or

terrify her that a divorce will follow. Then it will be your
own fault, Rachael, if you do not go back to Oakhurst, its
mistress. She, too, may marry again; they do such things
easily in the free lands."

Rachael's face darkened, as it always did when that young
man spoke of a divorce. She sat for some time looking
vaguely into the street; then a clock struck, and she started

pp, looked hastily into a mirror, and saw that her dress
was incomplete. She fastened its whitd muslin folds over
her bosom with a head of Ceres cut in massive coral, twisted
a band of coral around the back braids of her hair, and
clasped her wrists with bracelets to match. Then she stood
awhile beforesthe looking-glass, asking herself if in anything
her beauty had diminished. A footstep in the passage, a
sharp knock, and before she could move or speak, the man'
she was thinking of stood before her .

These two persons stood looking at each other, white and
trembling with disturbed passions. They called themselves
innocent, yet could not look bravely and fairly in each oth-
er's faces. Somehow, their hands met and clasped each
other. Then they sat down together and. spoke a word or
two of welcome; then low, confidential whispers crept to
their lips, and for the time Rachael Closs forgot her craft,

a everything else, save that the man she loved was by her
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side. When she had seemed to escape him, he had found
her-had crossed the seas, and forced her to receive him
again. Thus taken by surprise, how could she help it ?

" How did you find me ?" Rachael inquired, at last re-
membering her lesson. "Why did you seek me ?

She could not look in his face and ask this false question;
but he bent down. to gaze in her downcast eyes, and saw a
sparkle of delight through their dark lashes. "Because I
couldn't help it, Rachael, any more than you can help being
glad that I have come."

"Ah1" she said. "I hoped-I thought it was all over.
That, in coming across the ocean, I had removed the only
obstacles to your wife's return to her home. Are you here
to say that this is so?"

"I am here to say that I love you!-that I never will
again live with that other woman, whose jealousy has
driven you forth, alone and helpless, into a strange land."

"Al), it was hard!" said Rachael, lifting her eyes to his
face, and he saw that they were heavy with tears. "You
know that I never wronged her in a single act of my life.
Was it my fault that she overheard the mad language with
which you overwhelmed me that night?"

"I do not regret it, lRaChael, My heart chafed under its
restraints. She had become hateful to me, and I said so.
To live under the same roof with her and you was terrible.
The very earth you trod upon had become dear to me-the
sound of your voice made my heart leap! She saw it, felt
it, and at last heard it in words. . Another woman might
have loaded me with reproaches and heaped ignominy uponi
her rival. Innocent or guilty, it would have made no differ--
ence; but she fled without a word. The old Carset pri@
would not permit of reproaches. She made no scandal, bu
fled out of my life."

" She had no right to make scandal. I had done her no
wrong," said R~achael, with kindling spirit. "if you loved

I
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me, how was I to help it? After y6u spoke out so rashly
-so madly-I should have left the house, had she given

me time. That night I went to my room and packed up

everything. If I wept-if my heart was broken-no one

was the wiser. When I came down in the morning, ready

to go without knowing where, she had fled from your home

with her child, leaving that fearful letter behind. Did I

remain an hour after that? No! Silently as she had

gone, I departed, leaving no trace, asking nothing, hoping
nothing but concealment and oblivion."

"'Hoping only impossibilities! I searched half over

England - not for her, but for you. In this pursuit I

chanced to meet your brother. He either did not know or

would not tell me where you could be found, but thought

it possible you had left the country. I made him my

friend. She had gone to America under an assumed

name. My agents learned that much, though her own

mother did not know that we had parted, but believed us to

be travelling together. Then I remembered the facility

and secrecy with which divorces can be got in this country,

and resolved to free myself from a tie that kept me chained

down from all happiness like a dog. The youth is sharp,

capable, and superbly handsome -in short, your brother,

Rachael. He undertook.this matter; got, recommended to

my wife's trustees, who knew' nothing of her changed name

or our separation. She had desired them to' send out a

capable person who would take charge of her affairs, and

they sent him. It was not long before he gained her entire-

confidence, and began to talk with her of a divorce.")

"A divorce ! How is that possible? I do not under-.

stand."
"Oh, it is the easiest thing in the world in some of the

States. You have but to make a residence, pay liberally to

some easy-conscienced lawyer, and the marriage ties drop

away like burnt pods."

"And is a second marriage legal?"
"In this country, yes. With us there might be a ques.*

tion; but all places are alike to those who love. If this
can be arranged, you will no longer shun me, Rachael ?

She lifted those eyes to his face one instant, then the
lashes slowly drooped over their brightness, but half-veil-
ing it.

"But she will never consent to it. How can she-?-how
can she ? I would perish first."

"You are right. She refuses; but I have a way of
reaching her -the child! I will take it from her. She
shall give that up, or give me up."

"You would not be so cruel. Think how she loves the
child!

"So much the better. That love will insure success.
The child once in my possession, she will make any sacrifice
to get her back."

"But are you willing to be separated from your little
daughter?"

"I would separate from everything on earth, Rachael, to
be sure that you love me, and will be mine forever. Be-*
sides, the best interests of the child will be secured by hav-
ing her with her mother, who will be an heiress, with a
great property at her disposal. You know what a proud
old family she came from, and how little need she has of
anything from me."

"This is a strong reason why you should conciliate the
matter," said Rachael, sadly. "Oh ! Norton, would it not
be far better that I should go away again and hide myself?
A few months of separation, and this feeling, which you
think so strong,.will change, perhaps; and oh! what can I
say ? What shall I do ?"

Her words were broken with sobs; the slender fingers
clasped over her eyes were wet with tears. He took her
two hands in his, and wrung them passionately.
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"I would rather risk my own soul than trust you away

from me again," he said. "No -no!1 All I ask is an

assurance-a certainty that you will become my wife the

hour that I am free from this woman-that you will love

me-not as I love you, that is impossible, and I would not

see your sweet nature so maddened;-but you must give

me more than woman's love-more than common trust."

Rachael drew her hands away from his passionate clasp.

"When you are free-when you can ask these things hon-

orably - I will answer," she said, gently; "but you have

a difficult task, and may never be able to claim the promise

you seek."
"This very night I will demand the child-then it will

be her turn to negotiate. Hepworth has gone to her now.

She does not know of my presence here. If she refuses

him, I will take her by surprise, and force her to a favorable

conclusion. You will remain Jiere, Rachael, until my free-

dom is accomplished."
" That is impossible. I must not stay here another

week. Whatever her course is, mine must be above re-

proach.1;
"But a week. You will give me this one week ?"
"I would give you my life, but not the good name which

is dearer to me than life."
" Oh, Rachael! what a grand creature you are!

"Grand, Norton? Oh, if you could comprehend how

weak I am-how much I suffer-how my heart yearns for

the privilege of resting!"
"As it shall rest, my noble girl, when you are all in all

to me!"
" Hush ! not yet. You must not speak in this way to

me while another woman can call you husband. Remem-

ber, if she is proud, so am I."
"And with good reasons; for where is there a woman to

match you? .I

"Hush-hush! Was not that a knock?"
Rachael arose and opened the door as she spoke. Young

Hepworth stood on the outside.
"I hardly expected to find this gentleman here," he said,

addressing Rachael, and bowing to Norton; "in fact, was
on my way to his hotel."

Norton-for so the man had registered himself on the
steamer-list and at the hotels, though a much higher name
sometimes trembled on the lips of Rachael Closs-came for-
ward at once,

"Have you seen her?" he questioned.eagerly.
"She refuses-absolutely refuses-to see you. I never

saw a creature so terrified in my life; but I have made
arrangements for admitting you when she will be quite
alone. The child is there. Heard it laughing in the next
room. There is the latch-key. The servants are disposed
of; but hush! Rachael is listening. Shall we to go to your
hotel?"

The person they called Norton took his hat, and the two
went out together.

CHAPTER I.

THE SLEEPING CHILD.

WOMAN, where is my child?"
A shriek broke from the poor lady on whom these words

fell. She started up, white and trembling, flung out her
arms as if to repulse some object that threatened her, and
sank back in her chair, gasping for breath.

A tall and rather powerful man, haughty and stern in his
strength, was bending over her, almost smiling at the terror
with which she quivered and shrank away from him. The

I
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poor creature caught a gleam of his white teeth through

the curving waves of his thick beard, and uttered another

cry, for she knew how hard and relentless was the feeling
from which that smile sprang. She could not move her

eyes from the man's face; but as they met the cruel look in

his, they filled with wild terror, and her pallid lips fell ajar
in deathly helplessness, as if they never would close again.
She was trying to speak, but could not.

"Woman, I say, where is my child ?

Still she could -not speak; a shiver ran through her at

each attempt, and she looked piteously into that stern face,

imploring compassion with those frightened eyes.
But there was no pity in the man; his gray eyes dark-,

ened with rage, a curse trembled unspoken on his lips-the

very hairs of his soft, amber-hed beard curved and shook

under the excitement that possessed him. He laid his

hand upon her shoulder with a force that made her wince.

"Tell me where she is, or I will search for myself."

"No, no! She is not here. I cannot tell. For mercy's
sake-for mercy's sake, leave me-leave me.-

The wild voice broke; she clasped her hands, and held

them up imploringly; but he pressed that strong white hand

more sternly upon her shoulder, and under it she cowered

lower and lower in her chair, till the clasped hands fell

supinely in her lap, and she began to moan like a dumb

animal in pain.
" Do not lift your hands to me, nor dare to look in my

face," cried the man, stooping his tall figure menacingly
over her ; "for with you there shall be neither mercy nor
forbearance till that child is given up."

"There never was - there never was! From the first

you had neither love nor mercy for me."
" More than you deserved-a thousand times more than

you had a right to expect. But I did not come here to
bandy words. Will you speak out, and tell me where I can

find mny child ?"
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"What do you want of her? Will you be content only
tossee her?"

"No! I shall be content only when I have made certain
that you can never see her again."

A wild terror came into the woman's eyes; they grew
dark as midnight, and she began to struggle under that
powerful hand.

"But you shall not have her! I will die first-yes, die
ten thousand deaths! She is my child as well as yours!"

The voice rang sharply through the room. Anguish had
given the poor mother strength to resist, but he answered
her in the same stern resolve:

_i "It is useless. I have hunted you down, searched you
out. Now comes the issue. Give her up peaceably, and I
will leave you in quiet. Resist-" -

"But I will resist. So long as I have a breath to draw,
I will resist!"

The woman broke from his hold and struggled out of her
chair as she spoke. He stepped back and stood aloof
watching her. Two doors opened from the room-one,
through which the wan had entered, another, leading into
an adjoining chamber, that had access to the outer hall.
He saw her eyes turn anxiously on that door, and pushing
by her, flung it open.

A child lay upon a bed, which stood in the middle of the
rom. A pillow around which a quantity of delicate lace
fluttered as the draft swept over it, had been removed from
its usual place to the centre of the bed, where the child lay
upon it, like a cherub pillowed among the clouds of Heaven
for high over it were silken gleams of delicate blue, such asbrighten the skies after a thunder-storm, from which cur-
tains of transparent whiteness floated mistily, as if they
had just drifted In through a snow-storm. It was after ten
o'clock; but gas was turned down, as if for the night, under

2
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a large alabaster shade, and the chamber was softly flooded,

as with the radiance of a harvest moon.

Thus, the sleeping child was spiritualized, and that man

who rushed through the door like a fiend, stood upon the

threshold rebuked by its innocent beauty. While he thus

paused, the woman sprang before him, and threw herself

toward the bed. This action aroused the demon in the man;

he sprang upon her, seized her by the waist, and pinioned

her to his side with one strong arm, while he flung back the

curtains with a violence that wrenched them down, and

buried the child in a flood of whiteness.

All at once two plump white arms were flung sleepily

upward, and a pair of rosy little feet and dimpled legs

cleared their way out of those waves of foam-like lace-

then the child sat up and looked about with a bewildered

look of sudden wakefulness in her great violet eyes, and a

tremor of the mouth which threatened an outburst of tears.

For an instant the man seemed fascinated out of his evil

purpose by the earnest look of the child. The next he

darted toward her, but the woman caught his arms, and

with all her frail strength attempted to fling him back from

his prey.
"She is mine! she is mine! you shall not touch her!"

He seized her by the two arms, and attempted to hurl her

from between him and the bed; but she clung to him with

insane force, girded his neck with her arms, and pressing

herself against him, still cried out-" She is mine-she is

mine-you shall kill me before you reach her !",

But the poor woman's strength was nothing when op-

posed to the vast force of the man. He wrenched her arms

from his neck, and lifting her from his bosom, hurled her

from him fiercely and loathingly, as if she had been some

hideous reptile.
She did not fall, but staggered against a console table on

which the alabaster lamp was burning. It went over with
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a crash, scattering the carpet with fragments; and now the
room had no illumination save the moonbeams that fell
through the windows, for she had turned off the gas.

''Yes," she cried out, in bitterness and fear, "you shall
kill me first! I am not afraid to die."

"But I wish you to live-you have not suffered half
enough yet. To kill you would be meagre satisfaction,"
answered the man, with cutting sneers in his voice and in
his face, as the moonlight struck it.

He did not observe it, but while he spoke the lady had
cautiously glided toward the bureau, and was opening a
small upper drawer. She was in shadow, and noiseless as a
ghost; but he stood, as it were, on a flag of silver, cast
through the window by the moonlight, which also sent its
rays on the bed. She saw that he had the child in his arms,
and became frantic.

"Come no nearer. She is mine now," he said, in a stern
threatening voice that sounded terribly through the still.,
ness. "Until your death you shall never set eyes on her
again."

"Then let death come now. Better that than see her
taken, from me-better in her grave with me than living
with you."

The still intensity of passion was in her voice. She
sprang upon him with sudden vehemence, snatched the
child from his grasp, wrenched the curtains of the window
free from the silken cords that held them back, and in an
instant the room was enveloped in midnight blackness.
This was followed by a confusion of sounds, fearful whis-
pers and curses hissing through clenched teeth, the rush
and rustle of drapery, and low cries of terror. Then, out
from the hushed tumult and the darkness, crept a little
child with tears on her face, but too much frightened for
loud crying. She let herself down the broad staircase by
her hands and feet, creeping through the darkness like a
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cherub escaping from purgatory, and led by the gleam of a

street lamp, which flung an arrow of light through the door

that evil man had left ajar, the little creature pressed her

tiny figure into the opening, and directly stood upright,
with her naked little feet upon the cold stones of the pave-

ment, and her night-gown of snowy linen falling away from

her dimpled shoulders and sweeping the stones with its

whiteness. She stood a moment, looking up and down the

street in her innocent bewilderment. Then some sound

from the house frightened her, and she scampered away,
with her little arms in quick motion, and her lovely head

thrown back, looking altogether like a lily drifting through
the moonlight.

Meantime the front door had closed with a jar that

thrilled through the silence which had fallen on the house-

for all was darkness above. A hand of some one mad with

affright had turned off the last jet of gas left burning in
the second story, and a white figure fluttered like a ghost

from room to room, now in darkness, now in gleams of

moonlight, and anon down the dusky stairs, where a light
was dimly shining.

She paused here in deathly terror, looked up and down

the passage, then, hearing a footstep moving overhead, leaped
upward like a. deer, turned off the burning core of flame

from a painted lantern that swung there, and stood under it

with bated breath, whispering:
"Clara, Clara, Clara!
Nothing answered, nothing stirred,
"She has gone below," thought the woman, with a gleam

of joy at her trembling heart; "I will find her and flee

into the street."
That moment she felt that a dark figure was leaning over

the banisters listening for some sound to guide him. She

could hear the hot rush of breath as it escaped his lips, and
knew that she had only won a moment upon her enemy.
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Stealthily as a cat, noiseless as night-frost, she crept down
the passage into the basement.

A few moments the man listened, then his fierce tread
shook the stairs. Out from the lighted basement came the
woman, shutting herself into the darkness. When the man
attempted to grope his way downward, she stood in the pas-
sage a gleam of whiteness which he might have passed by
but for the shivering of her garments, and the heavy breath
which throbbed up from her bosom.

Not a word was spoken, not a shriek escaped her when his
hand clenched her wrist like a manacle, and he turned her
forcibly toward the stairs.

She went unresistingly; there was no need of the force
with which he half-dragged, half-carried her back to the
rooms she had left. In the clear radiance of a moonlit win-

,4 dow he paused, still holding those hands firmly, and looking
all the evil passions of his soul down into her eyes.

"Woman, what have you done with the child?"
"I do not know where she is. I could not find her."
"Fool! I heard you talking with her."
"No, no. I spoke to the servant."
The man laughed, and tightened his hold on her wrist.
"Every servant had left the house before I entered it."
"Oh, why did you enter it ? We were at rest. We

were getting to be so content."
That moment the noise of a door closing made the man

start, and sent a wild smile over the-pale face he looked
upon. In his surprise he loosened his grasp on her hand.

Quick as lightning she freed herself, darted through the
chamber door, and bolted it against him.

This was an awful moment to the poor woman; she stood
inside the room, with her hand upon the bolt, and her fac6.
resting against the door, holding her breath, and cold as
stone from head to foot.

What would he donext? How avengehimself upon her?
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Every moment she expected the door to be beaten in but'
nothing came. Then the stillness itself became horrible.
It would have been some relief could she have heard the
man's curses through the bolted door.

What was that? Smothered footsteps in the next room..
Great heavens ! that door was unbolted! For a moment the
thought froze her to ice, but desperation made her bold. If
she could but reach the door-the bolt was inside. She
crept through the darkness with both hands extended, feel-
ing for the door. Not a breath passed her lips. The very
heart in her bosom stood still. Another step, and two pow-
erful arms were flung aroundther-a shriek, only one, and
an awful hush fell upon the darkness.

CHAPTER III.

THE LOST CHILD.

THROUGH the door which had closed so suddenly, a man
had passed who now stood within the railings waiting for
an opportunity to pass into the street.

After waiting in this situation awhile, the man ventured
out upon the sidewalk, and looking cautiously around, moved
swiftly away as if in haste to leave the mansion.

A policeman who stood in the shadows opposite, watched
the man with some professional curiosity, and got a full
view of his face as the moonlight lay for the duration of
half a minute full upon it.

This thing he observed particularly:
The man carried some small object under his arm, a box

or a parcel, he was not sure which, but it was carried with
unusual carefulness, and the policeman thought with an
effort at concealment.
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When he reached the corner, this man hesitated and
looked up and down the cross street, as if uncertain what
direction to take. This thoroughly aroused the suspicion of
the policeman, who moved in the same direction, still keep-
ing on the shady side of the street.

Much to his surprise, the object of his vigilance turned
back, and walked up and down the block, looking anxiously
about as if he expected some one, or had lost something.
He stood a moment or two opposite the house he had left,
and seemed to go away reluctantly. Just as he was turn-
ing the corner a second time the policeman was relieved,
but instead of going home kept on his way, holding the
man well in sight, until he entered what seemed to be a
tenement house in a narrow cross street near the water.

Not very long after this, another man of imposing pres-
ence, also opened the front door of the deserted dwelling,
and walked leisurely down the steps, and went away,
taking the direction in which the little girl had disap-
peared.

It was not yet so late in the night that any chance
visitor might not be seeking his home, yet few persons were
passing just then, and there was none to observe that no
light streamed from vestibule or window of the mansion,

The new policeman was at the other end of the block,
and it chanced that this tall stranger passed out of the
house and the street quite unobserved.

But the first policeman who followed that suspicious
character, who carried a package under his arm, observed
that the man looked about all the time, as if he was in
search of something. Whenever he turned a corner, it was
to stand awhile and look up and down the block, then move
on slowly,

Once or twice he walked back, peering into an alley way
or down a cross street; but all the time he progressed to-
ward the tenement house, which the policeman had seen



him enter. Satisfied that the man had been traced to his
lair, the patrolman went home, and took no further interest
in the matter -that night; but he had scarcely gone, when
the man came forth again, and began his slow search a
second time. He walked back almost to the house he had
left, lingered about it awhile, and returned down another
street, searching every shadow and corner as he went. He
carried no parcel with him this time, but seemed terribly
anxious to find something or some person that was lost.
But after awhile he returned to his home, and was seen no
more in the street that night.

About half an hour after the man disappeared an old
woman came into the street he had left, who seemed in
haste to reach home, for it was getting late, and beyond the
hour when any woman should have been in the streets
alone.

She was somewhat tall and neatly dressed, though evi-
dently of the poorer classes. The face which was clearly
seen from under her black silk hood had a look of past
beauty in it, which, softened by the moonlight took the
semblance of an old picture.

In truth there was something of exultation in it, as if
some pleasant, if not eager thought were straying across
those old features, and she walked with the upright, vigor-
ous motion of a much younger person. All at once the
woman stopped and looked around, as if some one had,
called to her.

Several persons were in sight, but all were occupied about
their own business, and had not heeded her. She stopped
perfectly still, and listened in utter bewilderment.

"Gamma!n
Where had that voice come from ? That piteous, plead-

ing voice, soft as the coo of a dove, but with a sob of child-
ish grief in it.

"Gamma!"n1

The old woman drew close to an iron railing, which
hedged in the area of a basement, and looked down. There,
sitting upon the cold bricks, in one corner, sat a little child,
with its white feet huddled under a linen nightgown, and
its little hands held up in pathetic pleading.

The old woman leaned over the railing, to make sure that
both eyes and ears did not .deceive her. Then, with an
exclamation, she forced open the iron gate, and, in an
instant, stood within the enclosure, holding the child in her
arms.

"My precious -my own, own darling - how came you
here'? Who ?-who? Oh, mercy! what is the meaning
of this?"

The old lady began to cry; for the little creatuf-e trem-
bled in her arms like a chilled lamb, and began to pat her
cheeks with its mite of a hand, while dying sobs of grief
shook its little frame, as gusts of rain make a lily tremble
on its stalk.

"Gamma! -gamma!" she sobbed, creeping under the
shawl that the old woman folded lovingly around her;
"Tara cold."

"Dear little creature, I know it; but how came you
here ? Who on earth could have been so cruel? Did you
run away, darling ?"

The child sat up on the old woman's arm, and held the
shawl like a tent over her head with both hands, as she
nodded her head, and gave out a lisping "Yes," plainly as
her imperfect speech and grieving mouth would permit.

"And will little Clara go back again?"
The child nodded, and made a little struggle, as if she

wished to get down and walk.
"No, no, pretty dear. Grandma is strong enough to

carry you that far. Bless me! how cold its little feet are.
Who could have let her out?"

Thus holding the shivering child in her arms, the old

/
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woman made her way toward the house from which she had
escaped, wondering in her heart how the dear little soul had
chanced to be crouching in that damp area.

She found the house closed and perfectly dark. The ves-
tibule was still open, but not a gleam of light came through
the plate glass over its door, nor was there a sign of life in
the building. The old woman mounted the steps, and with
a thrill of something like horror, rang the bell. Why her
hand should have trembled so, she could not have told. It
was not fear from the lateness of the hour, for Mrs. Yates
was a poor woman, and knew that old age, in garments that
provoked no man's cupidity, was always safe. Besides, the
moonlight made the streets luminous almost as day. There
was nothing to fear; but the old woman trembled from
head to foot under the burden of that little child, and her
hand fell away from the silver knob at first, without pulling
it, for all strength seemed to have left her.

She conquered the strange emotion at last, and rang the
bell. Its sharp tinkle reached her ear in the stillness, but
no one came. The house was four stories from the ground,
and she reflected, while waiting there, that servants in the
upper story would be lifted far above the reach of any sound
she could make.

Still she rang the bell more and more vigorously; for the
fair little face peeping out from under her shawl seemed to
plead with her for shelter.

Nothing came of it, however. The bell sounded gloomily
through the basement and up the halls, but it failed to
arouse the lady in the second story, or the servants under
the French roof; and after waiting minutes that seemed
hours, the old woman went down the steps again, and fold-
ing the child still more closely under her shawl, made the.
best of her way home.

Daniel Yates was up, and sitting by the window when
his mother came, toiling up a double flight of stairs, and

entered one of the apartments in that tenement house
which he occupied.

His wife sat by the table, on which a lamp shed its im-
perfect light, sewing on some coarse garments which she
had taken from the shops. She looked up when the mother
came in, and dropped the work into her lap, lost in aston-
ishment, and arose.

"Oh, the darling! the darling I Thank God, they have
sent her back; but what is this, mother - her feet bare,
nothing but a nightgown on? In the name of mercy, what
does this mean? "

The child reached forth her arms, and called out in the
sweetest and most caressing voice that ever left a baby's
lips:

"It's Tara-take Tara!"
The young matron snatched the child to her bosom, and

gathered the broken words from her sweet lips.
"'She has been crying, mother. Her face is wet with

tears."
"Poor thing, I know it. No wonder-no wonder, Eliza-

abeth. Where do you think I found her?"
"Where?" demanded Daniel Yates, standing up in visi-

ble excitement. "Where did you find her?"
"Huddled up, like a drift of snow, in the corner of a

damp area, crying softly to herself like a lost angel that
she is."

"Hush," said the man, looking keenly around; "not so
loud, mother-the very walls have ears."

"Well, what then?" said his wife. "Mother is only
telling the truth-what it they do hear ?"

"They must not know that the child was even taken
away. No matter why-there is a reason," answered the
man, almost in a whisper. "I have been searching for it,
up and down, up and down. How came you to find it,

R mother?"
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" Chance. Oh! yes, God does sometimes make such

chances. She called to me. The night was still, and her

little voice made the heart leap into my mouth. Then I

saw her face uplifted, like a lily in the moonlight, and her,

little hands moving to and fro, as she attempted to help
herself up from the bricks. How she came there is beyond
my knowing, but she is here again, God bless her."

The young mother tightened her arms, and drew the little

creature to her bosom with a sigh of infinite tenderness.

The child clung to her lovingly, laid her bead upon the

motherly bosom, and, after a few soft murmurs, dropped

asleep.
"Shall I put her into bed with the other?" asked the

grandame, reaching forth her arms for the child.
"No, let her sleep with us," interposed Yates, who had

been walking up and down the floor. "It is better so. She

must not be left out of our sight. Remember that."
Mrs. Yates arose, and carrying the child into an adjoin-

ing room, laid it on her own neat bed, leaving a kiss
upon the smiling mouth, as she prepared to lay down by its
side.

Another bed-room opened through an opposite door, in
which old Mrs. Yates slept. In this was a fanciful little

bedstead, large enough for two children, but quite out of
keeping with the furniture of the apartment, for a canopy-
of lace looped back with rose-colored ribbons fell over it,
and a silken quilt, rich in brilliant colors, but somewhat
soiled, gleamed under it like a trampled flower-bed, in which
a child had fallen asleep. This child was about the same
age as little Clara, but her form was more robust, her fea-
tures coarser, her hair of a deeper color; but to a casual ob-
server, the two children were not unlike.

A. low cot-bed in one corner of the room should, at this
hour, have been occupied by the old lady; but she only
looked into the.room, and closed the door a little cautiously,

as if she did not wish the wife to hear. Then she sat
down by her son, and asked what it was that troubled him.

Yates answered in a low voice. Then she asked a series
of brief, sharp questions, which he answered under his
breath, casting his eyes anxiously at the bed-room door, as
if fearful of being overheard. After some minutes of this
suppressed conversation, Yates went into the ball, opened a
side closet there, and brought in a malachite box, which the
old woman locked in the drawer of a bureau that stood in
the room, and of which she always kept the key.

After this, mother and son went to their rooms, oppressed
with anxiety.

One thing had happened that night which no one had
observed. Just after old Mrs. Yates took up little Clara, a
tall man came slowly round the corner, looking up and
down as if in search of-something. When he saw the old
woman coming up from a neighboring area, with a child in
white garments clinging to her neck, he uttered a sharp ex-
clamation, and started forward as if to intercept her.; but a
second thought seized upon him, and he stood a moment as
if to consider, then withdrew into the shadows and walked
after the woman, always keeping her at a distance, but still
in sight, exactly as the policeman had dogged the steps of
Daniel Yates.

When Mrs. Yates entered the tenement house, this man
followed her closely, and crossing the street, he went up to
the door, and was evidently searching for the number.

The woman, he observed, had used no latch-key, and he
judged, that, like many other tenements of the kind, the
outer door was left unlocked. HQ tried the latch, opened
the door softly, and picked his way up two flights of stairs
just in time to see what apartment the old woman entered.
Then he went softly down stairs, and disappeared.
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CHAPTER IV-

THE MIDNIGHT VISIT.

BETwEEN eleven and twelve o'clock that night Rachael

Cloes was alone in her room.

Early in the evening young Hepworth bad been there,

and conversed with her in a hurried way about the man in

whom they both took so much interest.

"He is determined he will not leave her without some

written agreement for a divorce or the child. It is Satur-

day evening. I know the habits of her household. The

servants are sure to go out. He will have a clear field.

The mother and child will be entirely in his power, and she

is afraid of him. I know that from the shudder of dread

that crept over her when I first spoke of the possibility that

he might cross the ocean. She is a timid woman with all

her pride, and turned white as death when I gave his mes-

"Is it possible that she loves him yet ?" inquired Ra-

chael, in a low, thoughtful voice, as if asking the question of

her own thoughts.
"I do not know. It is difficult judging of these quiet,

proud women; but the persistence with which she refuses

to accede to a divorce seems to point that way. Don't you

think so?"
" Think so-think what ?" demanded Rachael, starting

out of her reverie.
"Oh! you are thousands of miles away-there is no use

in talking when no one listens."
" But I do listen--what were you saying?"

"That it was just possible that beautiful lady was in love

with her husband yet."
"You think so-you deem it likely?

"Well, yes; where women are concerned, I think all
sorts of contradictions likely. She certainly listens with
strange eagerness when I speak of him."

"She thinks you his friend."
"I am simply the business agent recommended by her

trustees to transact her business, and communicate with her
friends abroad under her directions. She knows me only in
that capacity. But she has been led to trust me a little,
and in a friendly way I have suggested this idea of a
divorce. At first she received it angrily. I -never saw a
lively color in her face before, but this time it flamed up
hotly enough."

"But she listened, you say ?"
"Very impatiently; for awhile she seemed suspicious

that by some means the proposition came from him, but I
convinced her that it was only a passing idea, and her hus-e
band probably was ignorant that a divorce was possible."

"Did she ever speak of me?"
"No; I think the name would blister her tongue."
A dark smile swept over Rachael's face.
"I think she hated me from the first," she said.
"Probably," answered Hepworth; ." women like you are

not generally popular with their own sex."
"That is, perhaps, because we do not seek popularity in

that direction," answered Rachael, and a flash of humor
shot over her dark face; "women are not generally kind or
merciful to each other. I think this lady would not grieve
if she heard that Rachael Closs were dead,"

Hepwbrth Closs for that was his full name -looked

unusually serious.
"I sometimes wish we had never meddled with this mat-

ter, Rachael. It must be wrong, when his name makes a
creature so-good and gentle turn deathly white as she did,
when I mentioned it. I think if you were out of her way
she would draw a free breath for the first tima since she left
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England. Poor lady! I do pity her, so young, so beautiful,

and alone!"
Rachael answered nothing to this, but fell into thought

again, while Hepworth amused himself with a lot of ivory

counters which he arranged in piles, and assorted over and

over before his companion exhibited a wish to converse.

All at once she looked up and spoke:
"Then you think there will be no danger in this inter-

view, though, as you said just now, she is a beautiful

woman."
"Danger-no! As for beauty, that is a thing which has

little influence when a man once gets familiar with it;

besides, the interview will be a stormy one-she will not

give up readily."
"But there may come up old memories -she may be

gentle and forgiving."
"All in vain I tell you; these two persons are separated

forever! The man who has once loved Rachael Closs well

enough to put away his wife in the wild hope of attaining

her, will never look back again."
"You really think this, Hepworth?"
"Think! Why, how can you ask ? In my whole life I

have never met a woman so gifted with the subtle power

which holds men prisoners. Can you fear that this one

will be stronger than the rest?"
"Yes, Hepworth, I do fear."
"And why ?
"Because I love him."
"Rachael, are you so weak? Are you really jealous of

this poor, deserted lady?"
"Yes; I tremble at the, thought that she can be permit-

ted to speak with him again; for, after all, he must have

loved her once. She is the mother of his child."

Hepworth took up his hat angrily.
"Norton told me that he intended to call here some time
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before midnight," he said: "but I advise you to let him
see nothing of this folly. He is your slave now. Keep
him so."

She did not seem to hear him, or know when he left the
apartment. Hours and hours after that she sat alone, wait-
ing, not in a reverie, but anxious and alert. Her face was
pallid under its waves of black hair, her eyes were restless,
her lips in constant motion, though they uttered no sound.

Now and then she would lean forward and listen. At
last she heard the footsteps she had been waiting for; but
it was far down the staircase, and, for the first time, she
seemed to become conscious that her room was in some dis-
order. A striped camel's-hair shawl, such as ladies of the
better classes sometimes use when travelling, lay on a sofa,
and, near it, a pretty straw bonnet, with long strings that
trailed to the floor.

She took these articles up, opened a travelling trunk, and
crammed them in recklessly, as if used to such rude pack-
ing.

Then she picked up a book and some papers from the
floor,-smoothed her hair in front of the mantel glass, and,
casting a quick glance around the room to make herself sure
that everything was in order, sat down under the centre
gas-light, and took a newspaper in her hand, which she
seemed to be reading. Still her head was bent sideways.
She was, in fact, listening for the footsteps that had never
failed to bring the blood, in irregular beats, from her heart
-sometimes in joy, sometimes in fear, but always tumul-
tuously, for she loved the man who was coming, with a pas-
sion intense as it was dangerous.

The door opened, and the man called Norton, entered.
She restrained the impulse to start up and meet him, but
laid down the paper quietly, and seemed waiting for him to
speak. But he 'emained silent, lifting his hat from his
head with a heavy sigh. Then she looked up, and their

3
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eyes met. Hers were heavy with an expression which he

had never seen before. It was shrinking, apprehensive, as
if she dreaded the news he might bring her. He was pale
and terribly excited. With a precaution, which seemed to

thrill her with fear, he turned back and tried the door.
"Well," she questioned, rising slowly from her chair,

and laying a hand upon his shoulder, "have you nothing
to tell me ?"

He pushed her hand from his shoulder, and turned away.
"Nothing that can give you pleasure."
"But you have seen her; I know it by your face."
"Yes, I have seen her."
"And the child?"
11I saw that too, as far as the half-light would let me."
"And you secured it-you brought it away ?"
The woman spoke eagerly, and her eyes began to kindle.

"No," he answered; "she baffled me there. The child

escaped."
Rachael made an impatient gesture with her hand"
"Escaped you, Norton ? I will not believe it."
"Still-it is true. She escaped, or was hidden from me-.'

I cannot tell which. When I saw her, she was undressed,
and sound asleep."

"U pon her bed?"
"Yes, upon her bed. I had the child in my arms."
"Who was strong enough to take her from you?"

The man took out his handkerchief, wiped some heavy

drops from his forehead, and laughed till the edges of his

white teeth shone through the golden curve of his mous-
tache as he answered:

"She was strong enough. At any rate, she did it."
"But not without a struggle, I should think."

"No; we had a struggle-in the dark, too, for she put
out the lights, and thus baffled me."-

"And you were alone with her. I wonder-"
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"Well, what do you wonder ? That I did not kill her ?"
"Kill her!" repeated the woman, with a shudder.

"What put that idea into your head ?"
" What put this whole infernal scheme into my head?

Can you tell me that ? This woman was the mother of my
child. She loved me once, or I thought she did, and I-"

Rachael uttered a sharp cry. You would have thought
the word he hesitated to speak had been a blow, she shrank
from it so piteously.

" Oh, Norton, do not say that !
" What did I say'? Nothing, except that the child has

escaped me."
"I thought nothing could escape you," answered the

woman, bitterly, for through all her love she felt the sting
of that unuttered word, and the insult of his defiant
manner.

The man laughed, and began to pull his silken moustache
fiercely, as if she had angered him.

She sat down by the table again, and took up the paper,
grasping the edge hard, as if she were making a strong
effort to keep her hand steady.

"So you intend to leave the child with her," she said,
after awhile, looking up from the paper, as if she had been
reading.

"Who says that I intend any such thing? I tell you
what, Rachael Closs, I would not go through another scene
like that I have come from to-night for all the fortunes in
England. I did not think it would have been so hard, but
when I felt her hands clinging to mine, and "heard the old,
pleading voice, imploring me not to-not to-why, Rachael,
how strangely you look at me! how white you are! Surely
you did not expect me to force the only child from a moth-
er's arms without a struggle, and without such pleading as
would break a common man's heart ?

Rachael Closs did not answer at once. She was looking

I
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at him steadily, but with a far-off expression of the eyes, as
if she observed some painful object in the distance, with
which he had nothing to do.

"She was hard to persuade. She pleaded, she clung to
you, with her arms around your neck, perhaps," she said,
dreamily.

"Yes, her arms were around me more than once, poor
thing! poor, wronged woman," answered the man, leaning
his elbow on the mantelpiece, and covering his eyes with
one hand.

Rachael broke up her abstracted gaze at once, and
a strange, wild flash shot from her eyes.

"And yet you did not cast her from you?"
"No matter what I did," answered the man, dropping

his arm from the mantelpiece. "Have you any brandy in
the room ?"

She brought a flask from her travelling-basket, and he
poured some of its contents into a glass; but his hand
shook so nervously that the dark liquid was spilled over it.

Rachael attempted to pour some water into the brandy,
but he pushed her back with one hand, and lifting the glass,
to his mouth with the other, drained it eagerly.

"Now," he said, turning upon her, as the hot potation
mounted to his brain, and burned in his eyes, "let us have
this question settled. You needn't look so disappointed. I
mean to have the child, let what will follow, and have her
quietly, too. She is not in that house, and I know where to
find her. My wife will never have a chance to thwart me
again."

"What do you mean ? Why?"
The woman asked these questions under her breath.
"What do I mean!" answered the man, imitating the

low huskiness of her voice, while a mocking smile stirred
his mouth. "Why, this: The child is safely housed where
I can find her. Children are swarming like bees in the

building they carried her to. One, more or less, will never

be missed. Had I known as much yesterday as I do now,
this disturbance might have been avoided."

"But you have seen her?" said the woman, with feline

gentleness.
"Yes. I have seen her scared face; I have felt her poor,

trembling arms clinging around me; I can hear her voice

now, pleading, begging, moaning, as animals do when their

young are torn from them. I tell you, Rachael Closs, if I

could live a thousand years, that voice would haunt me to

the end."
The woman stood motionless gazing on his face. What

did his speech mean ? What secret reason had he for

knowing that his memory would be so haunted ? She dared

not ask the terrible question that looked dumbly through

the smouldering blackness of her eyes; but, unspoken, they

seemed to disturb him, for he flung impatiently away from

her, and began to pace the room, up and down, up and down,

like an unchained maniac. She watched him awhile very

anxiously, but waited till he paused a moment close to her,

when she laid her hand on his arm and attempted to soothe
him.

"Do not walk so heavily, my friend. It may arouse per-
sons in the adjoining room, and the hour is late."

"Late ? Yes; I dare say! It seems an eternity since
the sun went down."

"Yes," answered the woman, wearily; "it has been a
bitter night for more than yourself. Waiting is worse than
action."

The man took her hands between his and pressed them
hard.

"You are not disappointed, Rachel; I can see that. I
have not secured the child, and have failed to persuade her
into the other arrangement. But I had no time. She was
S terrified at first, and the whole interview was so stormy
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that talking of a divorce was out of the question. I went
prepared to offer terms-to explain how easily such things
are done in this country; but she gave me no chance.
After a parting like ours, it was not to be expected."

"I did not expect that she would ever consent to a divorce.
How could she, being your wife ? And if she had, there
would still be an impediment to the other marriage, which
you at one time seemed so anxious for."

"At one time, Rachael? Always-always! Since I
first dreamed it possible that you could love me, this marri-
age has been the one wish of my heart. When you fled
here to avoid me, I resolved that nothing could keep us
apart-that no tie should prove strong enough to keep me
from your presence."

"But a tie does exist, Norton, which even you can never
break or put aside, and which must forever keep us apart.
No divorce that could be obtained in this country would
sanction any woman in assuming the place of your wife.
Remember the haughty and powerful family to which she
could appeal!"

"'I forget nothing. But all the difficulties you point
out only make me more resolute-more determined. But
why talk. this over again? Men who have the courage to
work out their own destinies, do it without counsel or hell),
cruel or not."

"Cruel-cruel-" Rachael checked herself, and put one
hand to her forehead, as if to collect her thoughts. "What
did you mean by that, Norton?"

"No matter. 1 am tired, and harsh things have hap-
pened to-night that make me savage. Forgive me, Ra-
chael, if I have said anything wrong. What with excite-
ment and a little too much of the brandy, I am not myself."

Norton wiped away some heavy drops that stood on his
forehead. Certainly the excitement must have been terrible
which brought the moisture back, almost instantly, where it-
stood, like rain, as he spoke.
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UI will go away now, Rachael, for you look tired, and I

am no company for a delicate female, who ought to love me

in spiteof my rudeness. To-morrow I shall see you again,

and we will begin this battle afresh, for it promises to be a,

hard one. Good-night. You forgive me ?"

Rachael made an effort to smile, but he had frightened

her too thoroughly for that. She laid her hand in his, and

he felt that it was cold as ice.
"My poor girl! how my rough words have hurt you!

Say once more that you forgive them!"

"I cannot! I cannot!" she cried out, with a burst of

passion.
" Cannot forgive me, Rachael ?
" I did not mean that, I do forgive ; but my throat pains

me, and words come through it like sharp things that cut

their way. I am nervous-sick.
"Disappointed," said Norton, humbly.
"Disappointed ? Yes; I may as well own it-but not

much. I shall be well to-morrow."
"Good-night, then. Go and and get some rest. We

both need it. Good-night."
-"Good-night," she said, watching him with heavy eyes

as he went away.
Then she fell into a chair, flung out her arms on the

table, and sat, there, drearily, till the clock had struck
twice.

J/
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CHAPTER V.

THE CHAMBER OF DEATH.

THE soft, warm light of a summer's morning broke
through the falling draperies of that shrouded window, and
filled the room with an atmosphere of serene quiet. But
what should have been the delicate resting-place of a sleep-
ing woman, was one scene of wild disorder. The bureau
drawer was half open, and its contents tossed toward one end.
Toilet bottles were overturned, and their contents stained
the white marble; one of the delicate satin chairs was
knocked down and broken.

The carpet was strewn with the broken pieces of an ala-
baster lamp, and scattered over with torn fragments of lace.

In the midst of this still picture thrown across the dark-
ened whiteness of the bed, a beautiful woman lay prone and
cold, her violet eyes open, her lips apart, and one hand
grasping the muslin of her dress, where it lay in folds upon
her bosom, as if she had died struggling for breath. Bil-
lows of lace fell over and around her; but close to her per-
son they were stiffened and red with blood. The hair,
bright and glossy, had broken loose over her shoulders as it
fell around them, the only lifelike thing in that ghastly
room.

Just where a gleam of sunshine shot like an arrow be-
tween the parted folds of the curtain something bright glit-
tered upon the carpet.. It was a small poniard, the handle
fretted with enamel, the blade sharp as a serpent's tongue
on which venom burned redly.

As the morning wore on, a knock came softly from the
chamber-door, then the latch was softly turned and a ruddy
Irish face looked in. A shriek-a wild rush down the stairs,cries of distress, and in ten minutes a crowd was before the
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house, a policeman at the door, and the terrible mystery of

that death-chamber was given to the world. The servants,

huddled together in the front basement, gave out what little

intelligence they possessed in fragments of broken speech;

terror was on every countenance. Wild conjectures took

the place of facts. Who was this lady, so young, so beauti-

ful, but without associations; almost unknown even to her

very servants?
It soon came out that she had lived in the house nearly a

year, and for a time seemed to find great interest in fur-

nishing it. But this accomplished, her life had settled

down into perfect seclusion and quietness. She had a fine

library, and read much, exercised rare talent.as an artist in

a little studio in the top of the house, and sometimes spent

days together occupied with needle-work. The light carri-

age was often seen in the park, but she always rode in it

alone. Sometimes she took long walks, such as few Ameri-

cans ever indulge in, and altogether her habits were those

of a highly bred English lady. But she sought no compan-

ionship and never spoke of her antecedents to any human

being, except one, and he was as little known as herself.

This was all that a searching examination by the reporters

could elicit. By examining the passenger list of an Euro-

pean steamer, they found that a lady registered as Mrs. J.

Hurst arrived in the country about the time the house was

taken. At the hotel where she had stopped a few days,
there was only a vague remembrance that she had appeared

to be in great trouble.; but beyond this, no information

could be added to that already made public.

Of the death itself less evidence could be obtained. The

servants by their own account had all been out that eve-

ng, and must have been absent at the time it occurred.

They were all intensely excited, and talked so completely at'

random, that nothing but the roughest rumors reached the

public press.
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That afternoon the coroner's jury met, and in the dainty
chamber where the beautiful form still lay, untouched and
lost in shadows that were solemn as the grave, held an
inquest.

The servants were closely examined, but they had little
information to give. No person had visited the house that
day except old Mrs. Yates, who brought little Clara, her
grandchild, to see Mrs. Hurst. The lady had been in the
habit of sending for this child, and seemed very fond of it---
especially when she thought that no one was observing her.
Indeed she had been generous as a fairy to the little crea-
ture in the way of clothing and trinkets, and delighted togive her pleasure.

That evening old Mrs. Yates neglected to come for thechild, and the chamber-maid offered to take it home; butClara crept into Mrs. Hurst's lap, clung to her neck withboth arms, and protested, with all her might, against return-
ing home; at which, the lady, who seemed in trouble, de-clared that she should stay and sleep with her, and at oncebegan to undress her. After this, Maggie went into thechamber to prepare the bed, and through the open door sawMrs. Hurst embracing the child, kissing her white shouldersand dimpled feet, as they were exposed in the undressing,
and laying her own cheek lovingly against that of thechild. When Maggie last saw the lady, she bad unclaspeda coral necklace, her own gift, from Clara's neck, and held itout of reach, while the little creature struggled for it, half-laughing, half-crying, and uttered a crow of sleepy triumphwhen the lady gave it up with another embrace and a rainof passionate kisses. The fact was, Maggie said she didnot like the idea of taking up poor children and spoilingthem so, just because they were handsome as angels and hadsweet voices-so she just left Mrs. Hurst to put the childto bed herself. Yes, one more person came in that evening,Daniel Yates; his mother had gone out, so he cae after
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the chid himself. "I went up stairs," said Maggie, "and

told the madam, only half opening the door, and without

looking in. She answered that little Clara was sound

asleep, and Daniel Yates would have to go home without

her."
"And did he go?" asked one of the jury.

"He got up to go," answered Maggie; "but I wanted

to take a little run around the corner, and asked him to

stay till I came back. He promised that he would; but

when I came back he was gone, and Matthew Stacy was

here with the cook, drinking mint juleps as if madam's base-

ment parlor was a bar-room. I say nothing, but such car-

ryings-on is shameful."
The other two servants, when questioned, knew abso-

lutely nothing. Their duties had not called them upstairs

that afternoon, and they had not seen Mrs. Hurst at all

since her dinner hour. The house was in order as usual

when they returned home, except that the hall lights were

put out, which occasioned' no surprise, as Mrs. Hurst had

been known to turn off the gas with her own hands more

than once when the servants had neglected it.

When all three of the servants had been examined and

cross-examined, the jury were about to bring in a verdict

of suicide, when a policeman came in and changed the com-

plexion of the case entirely.
Was anything missing from the house? Had a small

box, loaded with some bright metal, disappeared?

The servants were recalled, and answered promptly.

"Yes; madam had a box of some green substance, with

gilded bands about it. That box was kept in the basement

where the parlor safe stood. Madam put the box into the

safe with her own hands, and kept the key up stairs. If it

was gone, some one must have stolen the key."

"What did the box contain?"

Maggie had never found it open but once, and then she
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saw folded papers, jewel cases, some loose gold, and a chainof bright stones, possibly diamonds (she was no judge),with other things which she could not distinctly remember.
One thing was certain, the box opened with a small goldenkey, that Mrs. Hurst always wore attached to her watchchain. Had any one looked for the watch?

The coroner arose and bent over the dead woman. No
chain was about her neck, and the watch was gone.

Here arose suspicious motives for crime. Some one hadevidently robbed the house and murdered the lady. Whowas the person ?
The story of Maggie Casey was confirmed by some l

garments lying in a chairnear the door-a pretty white
dress and tiny kid boots, all of exquisite quality, and far
too expensive for a poor man's child. q But other garments
were found of coarser material, and less elaborately orna-s
mented-.garments-thatb-ad been worn, and evidentlyexchanged for those in the chair. It seemed as if the ladyhad amused herself with dressing the poor man's child like
a little princess while she remained in the same house with
her.

A necklace and sleevelets of twisted coral-delicate pinkcoral, such as travellers bring from Naples-were also found
trampled into the carpet, the clasps broken, and some of the
beads scattered, as if a heavy foot had trod on theme.

Some of these beads had rolled into a little pool of bloodthat lay just under the edge of the bed, and had coagulated
around them. Maggie had seen this coral in thechandsof
the child just before she went to sleep, and recognized itwith a shudder.

Where was the child? Had that been murdered like berbenefactress ? Who was the old woman--the grandmother ?Possibly she could throw some light upon this mystery.
Maggie had retreated to one of the windowsand as

looking out upon the dense crowd of eopl wh fa
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choked up the street. Among them she saw an old woman,

tall, slim, and neat in her apparel, striving to force a pas-

sage to the front door.
"There she is!" the girl cried, pointing her finger at the

woman. "There she is, looking as white as a sheet; she

sees me at the window, and throws up her arms, begging

some one to help her through the crowd. Shall.I open the

door, sir, and tell the policeman to let her in ? I dare say

she is searching for the little girl this very minute."

The coroner gave a whispered order, and directly old Mrs.

Yates came into the death-chamber, trembling like an

aspen and white as a ghost. She looked wildly about the

room, but in the dim light saw nothing but shadowy con-
fusion ; then her vision cleared-that pale, beautiful woman

upon the bed seemed to move among the matted lace. The

poor old woman cast a piteous look on the faces that sur-

rounded her.
"Is that her? Is she dead?"

The question dropped in syllables from her white lips.
She shrank back toward the door, trembling and terror-

stricken, casting a frightened look behind her, as if search-

ing for some means of escape.

The jury watched her keenly. The reporters whispered

together, and fell to taking notes of the poor woman's

appearance. She saw nothing of that, but turning all at

once, sprang forward with a cry of intense anguish, and
threw herself upon the bed, with both arms around that

lifeless body.
"Oh, my child, my darling, have they killed her? have

they killed her?"
The agonized throes of that old heart shook the bed-

moans of pain grew fainter and fainter on those lips, and
after a little time she lay by the side of the dead, motionless

as death itself. The contrast between that fair, young

face, which was now almost smiling ing its changed expres-
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sion, and the haggard features of the gray-headed woman,
locked and rigid as stone, was something terrible to look
upon. Simultaneously the coroner, the jury, and the wit-
nesses rose to their feet, and crowded around the couch on
which death seemed to have cast another human soul.

CHAPTER VI.

OLD MRS. YATES AND HER SON.

As a.cloudy morning breaks through the gray mists-that
enveil it, that old woman came slowly to her senses, and
stood upon her feet in a wild maze of bewilderment. She
placed a hand upon her temple and swept the white hair
away as if its weight hurt her brain. She looked down
upon the dead, heavy-eyed and in painful abstraction. The
woman was not herself. - She saw the court without heeding
it, and looked dumbly into the face of the coroner when he
spoke, as if his words had no meaning for her. At length, an
expression of gathering intelligence came into her large
gray eyes. She turned toward the murdered lady, lifted
the white hand which had fallen down one side of the bed,
and laid it tenderly on the marble bosom. Then she gath-
ered up the scattered folds of the lace curtains, and dropped
them, like a cloud, over the beautiful form, while the slow,
painful tears, which come so reluctantly to old age, gath..
ered in her eyes.

"Some one called me from the street," she said, turning
her face toward the jury. "What did they want?"

"Tell us," said the coroner, "what you know of this
lady's death."

"Of her death ? Nothing," answered the woman,
drearily.
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" Well, of her life, then."
"Of her life'? Who knows anything about that ? She

was a kind, gentle lady, always doing good."
"Yes, we know; she was kind to-your grandchild?"

"What, little Clara? Yes, very kind."

Again great tears of pain rose -slowly to her eyes.
" You brought the child here yesterday---was it?"

"Yes, I brought her here yesterday."
" And took her.home again ?"
The old woman paused, put the hair back from her tem-

Pies, as she had done before, and answered, dreamily:

"Yes, I took her home again."
The coroner started. This answer contradicted all the

previous evidence.
"Then you came here in the evening after your grand-

child ?"
"No, I was not here in the evening."

"Not here! Then. how could you have taken the child

home ?
"She called to me and I heard her."
"Called to you! What-from the house?"

"From the area of a strange house."
The jury looked at each other. Was the woman crazy?
"From the area of a strange house! How came she

there ?
"I do not know. How should I
"How was the child dressed?"
"In a nightgown, prettier than anything we could afford

-all of fine linen and lace ; but it was so thin that she

shivered with cold. It was a long time before I could get

warmth into her."
"Well, you took her up, and what then ?
"What then ? Oh, I wrapped her in my shawl and took

her home."
"What time was this ?".

f I I
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"After ten--oh, more than that, nearer eleven."
"Late for an old woman to be out, wasn't it ?
"Yes, it was late."
"Where had you been?"
A flash of hot red came into those withered cheeks and

dried up the tears in her eyes.
"II had been out on a little business."
"What business ?
The old woman did not answer, but closed her lips and

fastened her eyes on the floor as if reflecting.
"You have not answered my question. Was your busi-

ness anything relating to the lady here?"
"No. I went to see another person, but did not find

her."
"But you knew her-you came here often with the

child?".
"Yes, with the child. She asked me to bring her."
"Why did she care to see this child so much more than

another?"
"What! little Clara ? Because she was so pretty and so

bright."
"Had she ever slept in this house ?"
"Yes, more than once; the lady would keep her, you

know."
"Did you know that she would stay here last night?"
"I did not expect it. My son promised to come after her

before I went out."
"Didhe come ?"
"Yes; but the servant told him that she was asleep.n"
"Where was your son when you took the child home?"
"In the house-room sitting by his wife."
"Why were you so overcome when we first called you to

the room ?"
The old woman turned deathly white, as if she were

about to faint again; her curved chin began to quiver, and

she plucked sharply at her dress, as if to appease the nerv-

ous twitching of her fingers.
"I loved the lady. She had been so kind to me and

little Clara. She lay there dead, and the shock of it almost

killed me. No wonder-no wonder!"

The jury looked at each other, wondering what questions

to ask next. The coroner was puzzled. She had answered
all his questions promptly enough, but her replies did not

satisfy him. The intense agitation into which she had
twice fallen was disproportioned to any interest she confessed
to in the mournful investigation. He had noticed at times

gleams of apprehension flash through the gray anxiety of
her face, and this prompted him to further scrutiny.

"How old is your grandchild?" he asked, suddenly.
"What! little Clara? Going on four years."
"Can she talk?"
"Yes, a little. I don't know-that is, you might not

understand her."
"Let us try. A child of four years-"
"Almost," interrupted the old woman.
"Well, of almost four years, ought to know something.

Officer, let this good woman tell you where to go, find the
place, and bring the child here-quietly you understand."

"Let me go with him," pleaded Mrs. Yates. "A stran-
ger might frighten her-she is such a little thing."

"No," answered the coroner, "the officer will go alone.
If the child is timid, you will be here to encourage her."

The old woman sat down in one of the satin easy chairs,
folding her hands with a stern effort at patience.

The officer went out, forced his way through the crowd,
and disappeared, leaving wonder, and the wildest conjecture
behind him.

A quick walk brought him to the tenement-house, to
which Mrs. Yates had given a brief direction. He mounted

4
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the stairs, knocked with his club upon the door, and enter-
ed before any one could speak.

The man had intruded into a neat little sitting-room, car--
peted with matting, and ornamented with two or three
choice engravings. A young woman. sat in a rocking-chair
near an open window, sewing industriously. Her dress was
delicately clean, and her head, as it bent before the lighted
window,* gave back the profile of a Madonna.

A child sat on the mattingin one corner of the room,
busy with a tangle of gorgeously-colored worsted, which
had been given her to play with-a bright, golden-haired
little creature, whose blue eyes opened wide with astonish.
ment when she saw the policeman enter. She saw that the
strange man fixed his eyes particularly upon her, and with
sudden affright scrambled up from the floor, hugging the
worsted to her bosom, and glided along the wall toward the
young woman..

The policemen was a curt, honest man, who had little
idea of the softer amenities of life. He had come on a
special errand, and lost no time in performing it.

"Put on the child's things," he said. "She is wanted."
The woman turned pale, and her eyes widened, either

with terror or astonishment.
"Why is she wanted? What has she done that a.

policeman should come here to demand her? She is but a
baby."

The man that moment remembered that he was ordered
to give no alarm to the family, but to bring "away the child
as quietly as possible.

"Her grandmother wants her; that is all. She shall
return to you in less than an hour. It is nothing. Tne old
woman was a little tired, and sent me. Just put on her
things, and it will be all right."z

"Where is mother?" asked the young matron, ana.
iously.

The policeman gave the number and street in which

Mrs. Hurst's house stood, with so much composure that the

woman's apprehensions were appeased.
"I wonder she sent for her," was all she said, while

tying a little bonnet and putting on the child's sacque.
"Had I not better go along?"

"Not at all," answered the man, reaching out his hand

for the child, who shrank back, and put a finger to her

mouth.
"Come, comelittle pet. They've got sugar-plums where

I am going, and oranges. You shall have an armful of

'em."

I:

The child made a dart at her tangled worsted that had

fallen to the floor, and huddling it in her arms, made a bold

effort to follow her tempter.
"Oh ! leave that trash behind. Grandma will give you

something twice pretty," said the man, lifting the child

in his arms, an drawing her attention to his shield.

"There now, shall we be goin'?"
The child nodded, and turning, flung a kiss, over the

policeman's shoulder, to the -young matron, who stood by
the window, doubtful and -bewildered, and only reconciled

to the whole proceeding by the sanction of her mother-in-

law's name.
There was a fresh excitement in the crowd, which grew

denser and broader in front of that house already doomed to

a gloomy notoriety. When the policeman returned, bearing
a pretty child in his arms, one man particularly-a tall,
elegant personage, dressed in garments of foreign make-
struggled through the crowd, close up to the man, who made

but slow progress with the child, and keenly examined her

face and dress. The child caught his eye, and clung closer

to the'policeman. There was something in the man's look

that terrified her. He saw that her chin began to quiver,
and drew back. Directly he was making his quiet way
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along the outskirts of the crowd, pausing now and then to
listen, when some comment was made, but always carrying
with him an appearance of careless indifference.

In a crowd like that, few persons were likely to observe
an individual who made no comment, and scarcely exhibited
curiosity ; sohe passed into another street, unheeded, while
the policeman bore his charge up into that death-chamber.

Old Mrs. Yates sat motionless upon her chair, growing
more and more rigid as a full realization of the horror that
surrounded her fastened itself upon her mind.

No one had questioned her, and she scarcely lifted her
eyes from the carpet, until the murmurs of a child made her
start. She looked up sharply, and an expression which no
one could understand shot across her face. It seemed like
a sense of relief unlocking her features,

The child saw her, called out "Grandma!" and began
to struggle out of the 'policeman's arms with considerable
vigor.

The old lady held out her arms, and the little girl ran
into them the moment that the policeman let her free.

There was no broad light in the room, and the servants,
who had been examined, were standing at a distance, but
Maggie looked around at Harriet and whispered:

"Fine feathers make fine birds. She don't look like the
same creature, without the muslin dress, her kid boots, and
the corals. What a little goose madam did make of her!,'

" Well, well. She's seen the last of such finery, poor
thing," answered Harriet, glancing at the humble garments
of the child. "Like the rest of us, she'll miss a great
many things. You and I, a good home, and the kindest
mistress that ever lived."

Maggie turned away and looked out of the window, but
she saw the crowd, through a rush of blinding tears, and
attempted no answer.

"Come here, little girl," said the coroner, reaching forth

his hand.

U
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The child went up to him, and lifting her innocent eyes

to his face, seemed to wonder what he wanted of her.

"What is its name? he asked, gently drawing her to

his knee.
The old woman looked up as the question reached her,

and seemed about to speak; but the coroner lifted his hand,

and repeated his caressing inquiry:

"What is the little lady's name?'

A look of sharp anxiety came into the old woman's eyes;

but when the child answered, "Cara," she drew a deep

breath, and settled back into her old position.

"Cara-I suppose that means Clara?".If observed the

coroner; "but if all her words are so imperfect, I am afraid

she will make a poor (witness."

" Has Clara got a mother?"

The child nodded her head, and pointing to the old woman,

added, "And grandma."

A suspicion, which had fastened on the coroner's mind,

was fast fading out. To him, there had seemed something

remarkable in the strange fancy taken by an elegant and

proud woman for the child of persons so far removed from

her own position. Unconsciously he had 'imagined some

romantic connection between the child and the lady, which,

as yet, had found no confirmation.

The little girl seemed by no means familiar with the

room. She gave no recognition to the servants, and looked

around in natural amazement at the beautiful objects that

surrounded her.

A. thought struck the coroner. If the lady had been so

intimate with the child as the evidence suggested, surely

she would recognize the remains. He arose, with the little

one in his arms, and reverently held back the lace with

which Mrs. Yates had shrouded the dead.

"Is that Clara's mamma?" he whispered.

The face upon which the child looked down was tranquil
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and lovely as the sleep of angels ; a smile was on the lips;
the blue of those violet eyes tinted the white lids the old
woman had so gently closed.

There was nothing on that couch to frighten a child, who
had no idea of death. On the contrary, had any mysterious
link of love existed, the first impulse of the little creature
would have been a aress.

But there was nothing of the kind. Those eyes looked
down upon the beauty of death, wonderingly. There was
no recognition in her manner, no spring of delight in those
lithe limbs, and when the coroner whispered, "Is that
mamma?" the child shook her head, pointed to the old
woman, and only answered, "Gamma." -

Surely, there was no tie between the dead woman and
the child. The vague suspicion that had haunted the
coroner's brain, was at once swept away. Admiration and
compassion for the child had probably aroused some interest
in the lady, who had, perhaps, occasionally amused her soli-
tude with the little creature. That she had been in the
house the night before, was evident, but how she had left it,
still continued a mystery. That, and that alone, could have
any connection with the murder.

He took the little one upon his knee and questioned it
closely; his words, his tone, and the gentle caress of his
manner, won a great many broken words from the sweet
lips, but they had no connection with the events of the
night before.

If the child had any share in them, they had left but a
faint impression upon her.

The servants had no information that could explain her
imperfect language. They knew that the child had visited
the house, but they had seldom seen her, except as she was
borne in and out in her grandmother's arms. None of them
ever remembered to have been called into the room when
she was~ with the mistress, or to have rendered her any se-
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vice. Mrs. Hurst, in fact, never summoned them to her

presence when the child was there, but seemed particularly

to guard her from observation..
That was all they knew about it.

The coroner was puzzled. Every step he took led him

into deeper bewilderment. All that he had yet discovered

opened no positive fact. He decided to dismiss the old

woman and her child; but there was yet another person

who could not be found. This person was Daniel Yates,

the man who was, for a time, left alone in the house.

If he failed to throw some light upon the murder, all

must remain in impenetrable mystery. The coroner motion-

ed to a policeman, who had just come in, looking hot and

tired, as if he had been walking fast.

In the quick, low words that passed between the two men,

Mrs. Yates heard the name of her Son. A thrill of terror

.shook her frame. Why, the poor old woman could hardly

have told, only there was a secret, deep down in her life,

which the young man shared. Would these persons have

the power to wrest it from him?
The child was carried out and taken home by the police-

man. Mrs. Yates refused to follow. A terrible apprehen-

sion had seized upon her, and she resolved to stay and

receive any blow which might fall, there, in the death

chamber.
Directly a fresh disturbance arouse in the crowd.,A

policeman forced his way through, followed by another man

in citizen's clothes, evidently one of the better class of

working men. He was well dressed for a person in that

sphere of. life, and had an open, frank face, full of courage

and, human sympathy.
This man seemed agitated. His face was pale, and his

bright, clear eyes had a look of dread in them. He took no

notice of the crowd, but followed close upon the policeman,
towering above him somewhat, for he was a tall and power-

lb
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ful man, whose presence would have been remarked in any
crowd. As it was, the people at once identified him, either
as a witness or a party to the murder, and he became an
object of general curiosity.

The man did not heed this, for his heart was full of hor-
ror, his brain ached. He strode up the steps, through the
hall, and into the presence of the coroner, white, and fear-
fully agitated, but looking honest as the sun.

The first object that struck the man on entering the room,
was the pale faceofthat dead lady, with the holiest smile
that ever shone out of heaven, beaming over it. He made,
a stride toward the bed, but the mother's gray eyes caught
his, and checked the impulse.

He sat down, shrouding his face and evidently making a
strong effort to control the agitation which told so strongly
against him. When the coroner spoke, Daniel Yates stoodup, but the jury observed that he shrank away from the
bed, and did not once look at the- deathly figure upon it,

His story, when he told it, was simple and earnest. He
had come to the house late in the evening, intending to
take his little girl home. But one servant was in the base-
ment, Maggie Casey, who went out directly after, promising
to return soon.

He waited patiently, expecting her to come back, until aclock on the mantelpiece struck ten, not intending to takethe child home, for he had been told that she was asleep,but feeling reluctant to leave the house when all the ser-vants were away.
About this time, Daniel Yates said that he heard foot-steps ascend the front steps, and a latch-key turn in thelock.
The steps were quick and light, but from the marble ofthe hall sounded like those of a man, yet the heavy shoesof a woman servant would have made as much noise.

They ascended the stairs quickly, and he heard a door close.

V
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Ten or fifteen minutes after he heard a crash, as if some

glass or china object had fallen in the second story, then a

sound of feet moving, and of voices mingling confusedly.

All this did not surprise him much, for he thought that

Maggie had come home through the front door, and in her

haste to obey some command of the mistress, had over-

turned a vase and broken it.

It was impossible for him to hear more distinctly than

that, down two flights of stairs. After a few minutes a

door opened, and he heard the swift footsteps of a woman

coming down the stairs.

They paused in the hall, and again came indistinctly

from the drawing-room.
Then he heard them, flying, as it were, toward the base-

ment. The door opened sharply, and the face of Mrs.

Hurst looked through. It was a scared, white face; the

eyes burning with terror, the lips parted by the force of her

panting breath.
She shut the door; threw the long chain of a watch over

her head, and forced it upon him. Then she ran to the safe,

opened it with a key which she carried in her hand, took

out a box, and gave it to him, telling him, in breathless

haste, to take it home and keep it till she came or sent, but

to give it to no one else. The child had gone home, she

said, and bade him follow it at once, or harm might come.

The man said, continuing his evidence, "I was about to

ask further directions,,but she held up her hands, warning

me to be still, as she stole into the hall and listened. I

heard footsteps moving above. She heard them also, and

darted away, only pausing to whisper:
"'Go! go at once! Look for the child, but not here.

She has gone !
"I saw that the hail was darkened then, though it had,

been light when I came in. The swift steps mounting up-

ward, the soft rustle of her garments, ceased after a minute,
and the house was still again.
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"I stood in the lower passage full ten minutes, listening.
Once it seemed to me that I heard muffled voices, but I
was not sure, for directly all was still as death ; and, after
going half-way up the basement stairs, I came down again,
feeling that I had no right to intrude.

"It was now more than half-past ten. I had waited a
long time for the lady to come down, to see if she had any
directions to give, and bearing nothing, went home, carry-
ing the watch and the box with me."-

"What did the box contain?" asked the coroner..
"That I do not know."
"You did not open it, then?"
"No."

"And the watch?"
"It is here," answered Yates, drawing the tiny watch,all a-glitter with diamonds, from his pocket.'
"But there is no key here ?
"No; I took it off."
"In order to unlock the box?"
"Yes, if it became needful."
"Where is the box ?"
"That I will not tell. It was entrusted to me, and I will'

keep it."
"We shall perhaps teach you better," answered the coro-

ner, and he whispered some words to a policeman, then
went on questioning the witness, while the man departed to
search for the box in Yates' residence.

"You seem to be an Englishman ?"
"Yes, I am an Englishman."
"What is your business ?
"I am an upholsterer."
Other questions were asked and answered, but nothing

more was obtained from the man. Still, his story was so
strange as to arouse suspicion, in defiance of his honest
bearing. The fact that he had the watch in his possession
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was strong proof against him. The stranger fact, that he

refused to surrender the box, was more suspicious still.

" May I go home ? Have you done with me ?

O On one condition, yes," answered the coroner; "let an

officer go with you; direct him where to find the box, and

you are free to go for it."
Yates shook his head.
"Let me advise you as a friend," said the coroner, who

really was interested in the man. "We may find some-

thing in the box, which will clear the matter up."

Yates cast a look of yearning pity on the bed. His eyes,

for the first time, dwelt clearly apon the murdered woman.

In an instant they were full of tears.

"She trusted me with the box. Can I betray the trust,

now that she is dead?"
" But she was almost a stranger to you. Why feel under

such obligations?"
"The lady was kind to me."
"Then you positively refuse.

Daniel Yates felt the peril he was in, and turned to speak

to his mother, the only human being in the room who could

understand his situation, and the trust imposed so fatally

upon him. But Mrs. Yates had left the house. No one

could tell the exact time when she disappeared, but Maggie

had seen her stoop forward, thrust her hand softly under a

mass of lace that had swept to the floor when she veiled the

dead lady, and draw something forth with a gliding motion

of her hand.
Maggie saw this, but said nothing, because she liked the

old woman, and had no idea of adding to her troubles by a

single word.
After this Maggie's attention was taken up in another

direction, and she did not miss the old lady, until Daniel

looked around for her in the strait to which they had drawn

him, but she must have gone out, just after the coroner

began to press him so hard with questions about the box.
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" Then you positively refuse,' said the coroner, repeat-
ing his question.,

Before Yates could answer, an officer came in and spoke
in a low voice to the coroner. Another man had been seen
to leave the house, some time after Daniel Yates came from
the basement with the box under his arm. It was just
possible his story might be true. This man passed out of
the front door, and walked leisurely down the street alone.
In figure he was about the hight of Yates, but the man is
positive that he was another person, and that he left the
house after him.

The coroner listened, made a motion that Yates should
-stand aside, and gave notice to the reporters that the inter-
ests of justice demanded that further investigation of the
case should be held in private.

CHAPTER VII'

RACHAEL CLOSES IN HER ROOM.

ON the morning when Mrs. Hurst was found dead in
her room, Rachael Closs arose early, for she had not slept a
moment all the night long, while the woman she hated lay
so still and cold in a sleep that would be eternal. The agi-
tation of the man she called so familiarly by the name of
Norton, his curt, dark words, sentences half-finished, and,
above all, the drops of agony that she saw from time to time
glistening on his forehead, had filled her mind with powerful
distrust. What did he mean-what fatal knowledge, as yet
unexpressed, preyed upon his mind'? She asked herself
these questions over and over again in the stillness of the
night---a stillness that had become awful to her. Surely
some danger must spring out of his violent action against a

suffering and helpless woman-danger which might fall upon

him in a strange land with fatal effect. In his passionate

vehemence, he might fail to protect himself by the laws, and,

in seizing the child, lay himself open to exposure before

some of the local courts, a thing to be dreaded above all

others.
These and many other harassing apprehensions lay so

heavily upon Rachael's mind, that she was glad to leave her

bed and sit by the window, while the first gleam of the

dawn brightened into the morning of a day that she feared

would bring heavy trouble upon her.

"Oh, if I could see him!" she thought, "If I only knew

that he would expose himself to no further danger-that he

would not seek to possess himself of that miserable child;

but he will-he will! All that I said, like a heedless fool,

will drive him to it. Hepworth might present it, if he

could be made to understand all I fear; but how tell him--

how find him in fact. Well, all.I can do is this: Wait-

wait-wait! Heavens! I did not know that the very fear

of evil could cramp one's heart so. What can I do ?-what

can I do?
Rachael arose from her seat at the window, and turned to

a mirror that hung near. How gray and haggard her face

looked! The anxious shrinking in her eyes made them

strange to her. Was it possible that she had suffered so-

much in a single night!

She did not sit down by the window again, but flung out

the raven masses of her hair, and began to brush them with

a heavy action of the hand, which seemed ready to drop

away from its task every moment. This gave her no relief.

She flung down the brush with a violence that broke the

delicate ivory carving on the back, and, with the long hair

floating over her like a mourning veil, poured out a quan-

tity of cold water and laved her face, her neck, and her

arms with it till her flesh was chilled to the whiteness of
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marble. This relieved her a little, and, with more compo-
sure, she began to braid and roll up her hair in a pictur-
esque fashion all her own, which gave the outline of a hel-
met to her exquisitely-formed head.

When the morning brightened, and the sun broke out
warm and brilliant, half the gloomy apprehensions that had
driven the sleep from her pillow disappeared. The broad,
bold sunshine gave her courage. If all that she dreaded
should really happen, she felt brave enough to meet the evil
and combat it to the utmost. Still her breath came heavily.
She was brave, truly, but why ? What, in fact, had she to
fight against? There was little danger that she would be
brought into any contest. There lay the trouble. She was
ready to do anything but sit still and wait, yet that was the
only thing left for her. If she only knew what had hap-
pened, or was likely to happen! Had that man told her-
all! Was he in some known peril, which he dared not speak
of even to her?

All this made her feel most keenly the miserable helpless-
ness of her position. What was the use of bravery and
quick intellect, if neither were to be put into operation ?
For his sake, she was, in simple truth, ready to die, for she
loved him; but in what way would her death avail him, if
the trouble her mind shadowed forth should fall ? It is sel-
dom that the life of any human being is needed for the
safety of another; but it is life which a loving heart is most
likely to offer, because human generosity can 'each to noth-
ing beyond that.

Rachael breathed more freely while she was completing
her toilet. She hurried through it in haste, as if she feared
being too late for some journey, which was unreal as her
fears might prove.'

The streets began to be filled with noises now, and she
sat down by the window again, looking out wearily; a cry in
the street made her start from her chair.
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A newsboy with daily papers under his arm was passing

the hotel; she had thought of this way of appeasing her

impatience more than once since daybreak, but shrank from
ip

sending to the office for a paper so early in the morning.

This cry from the newsboy, with its sudden appeal, brought

her hopes of speedy intelligence. Surely, if anything very

terrible had happened it would be in the morning papers.

She leaned out of the window, made a quick sign to the boy,

ran down to the private entrance, and came back with a

paper in her hand.
Notwithstanding her eagerness in obtaining the paper she

seemed in no haste to read it, but sat down, this time at a

distance from the window. When she opened the journal,

nothing that she dreaded to see was there. Her lover was

safe; all her suspicions of some evil kept back from her had

been unfounded. She breathed freely again, and though by

no means at perfect rest, partook of her breakfast when it

came up with some degree of appetite.

About eleven o'clock Hepworth came in. He had left

their mutual friend, he said, in a good deal of anxiety. He

was still determined to get the child into his possession, and
insisted on the personal help which Hepworth was unwilling

to give. There was no such terrible haste in the matter

that he could understand, and the abduction of a child from

its parents or guardians was an offense against the law which

he had no idea of venturing on rashly.

Rachael did not seem to enter into this question with

much zeal, but she besought Hepworth to keep his patron

out of all danger, and by no means to encourage any new

attempt at violence with the lady. His mad impetuosity
had so terrified her that she would rather give the whole

thing up than have him plunge deeper into trouble on her

account.
She was now willing to -accept the alternative of a di-

vorce, if it could be obtained without open scandal. Hep-
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worth might tell his patron what she said. Perhaps her
objections to the divorce had urged on harsher measures
than were kind or prudent. Their friend had been terribly
excited the night before, and so frightened her with his ve-
hemence that she had not slept a moment since.

Hepworth seemed at a loss to gather the true meaning of
Rachael's rather incoherent speech, but he saw that she was
greatly disturbed, and began to partake of her anxiety.

"You have driven him wild with your legal quibbling,
Rachael," he said impatiently. "I tell you, girl, there is
danger of straining your influence too far. There is no wis-
dom in driving a man like that to desperation. Remember,
he must have loved her once, and I have never been able to
make out what changed him; not your superior beauty,
Rachael, for she was far prettier, and a thousand times
sweeter, than you will ever be. True, there is fire, spirit,
genius, in a certain way, on your side, but even that is not
omnipotent. Just lose your dashing spirit once, get to mop-
ing, be heavy and oppressive, like some women, and your
reign is over. The woman who hopes to keep our friend
steady in the traces must have but one thing on her mind,
and that one thing must be to interest him."

Rachael looked up suddenly, and shook her head.
"But one thing, Hepworth? How can that be, with any

human being? Life is not so eventless or so pleasant to
Bohemians like you and me that we have nothing to re-
member."

"A wise person, Rachael, forgets everything that ought
not to be remembered."

"Ah ! if one could-if one only could!"
Rachael spoke this with passionate vehemence which sur-

prised Hepworth.
"What is that you are so anxious to forget?" he said.
"What ? You ask me who have never loved any one in

your life !"
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"How are you to judge?"1 answered Hepworth; and Ra-

chael saw that a swarthy wave of color swept over his face,
leaving it pale and agitated. "Am I not a man? Is the

blood in my veins colder than yours?"
" But who ? but who?" cried Rachael, approaching him

eagerly.
Hepworth waved her off. "It is useless to ask or guess.

Think only of yourself. What is this thing you wish so
much to forget?"

"Oh, if it were possible not to know that Norton ever
loved another woman-most of all, that he married her."

Hepworth muttered something between his teeth. He
seemed almost as much agitated as the girl.

"But this is impossible," he said, after a brief silence.
"Do not think of it., Memories that make us wretched
should be cast aside."

"I cannot talk. Your philosophy wearies me. Between
your words I seem to hear his step on the stairs. Some
other time you shall reason with me, Hepworth; but not
now.)

She did indeed seem weary; her eyes were heavy, her
voice languid; her hands, too, shook visibly, as they were
clasped in her lap-a sign of nervousness the youth had
never observed in her before.

"Tell me, Hepworth, have you seen him to-day ?" she
inquired, after a minute of silence.

"Yes; I went into his room before he was up."
"Well?"
"He had not slept."
" Oh!
"And seemed restless, very. The meeting last night had

evidently given him a shock."
" But-but-he said nothing-told you nothing?"
" Not a word ; only that he had acted like a brute."
" He said that ?"

5
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"Yes, he said that; and I will be sworn it was true.

When he can admit so much, there must have been harsh
doings with the poor woman up yonder, for the man is a
brute."

"But he admitted-he hinted at nothing more?"
"No; except that he proclaimed himself generally brutal.

I got no particulars."
"Hepworth, can you tell, will be be here to-day?"
"I should think not, Rachael. He is occupied about the

child, and swore, as I would not help him, to get her him-
self. He knows the house to which she was taken, and will,
I have no doubt, manage to get her; then, if you trouble us
with no more squeamishness about a divorce, all will be
plain sailing. The lady is sure to give'way-poor thing!"

"Hepworth, I will not sag another word against any-
thing that will legally set him free-tell him this-go to him
at once, and beseech him to be very, very cautious about the
child."

"I will go, Rachael, this message may persuade him to
greater prudence. I shall tell him that you are fretting
yourself sick with fear that-he will act rashly-that you
pity the poor lady, and entreat him to deal gently with
her."

"Yes; tell him all that, Hepworth, and say that I wish
to see him; that his excitement last night terrified me."

"I will do my best," answered the youth, taking his hat;
CCremember, I have always advised conciliatory measures.
This violence is unwomanly."

The young man went away congratulating himself that
Rachael had at last became more reasonable, while she re-
mained in her room alone, restless and longing for action,
but with nothing tangible to accomplish.

She drew forth her desk and attempted to write, but for
minutes together the pen was held motionless in her hand;
when she did write, it was broken scraps of poetry, with

4

imperfect rhythm and half-finished sentiments. At last she
tore the scraps of poems into pieces, and flung them from
the window, pushed the desk away, and throwing herself

on a sofa, slept awhile.
Rachael Closs was aroused from her sleep by a sharp

voice that came from the street, as a like cry had reached
her in the morning.

The evening papers were out, and a newsboy was shout-
ing forth the intelligence he carried: s

"Shocking murder in Forty-third street-a lady killed in
her own bedchamber -the police upon the track of the
murderer!"

Rachael Closs sat perfectly still on the couch, from which

she had just risen to a sitting posture. After the first
start, she neither moved nor turned her eyes from the oppo-

site wall. Was this blow all? Would nothing follow?
Had any arrests been made ? Did the police know that
Norton had been in the house that night ? -Had any one
but herself seen that wild, white face, and marked the drops
of terror or agony glisten upon his forehead? Oh! if she

were only sure that he was safe, that no eyes but her own
had marked the terrible agitation of his manner that night !
A steamer sailed in the morning-if he could only be per-
suaded to go on board, and at once return to his native
land, all might yet be well. If she-had only known this
when Hepworth was with her; but with only haunting
terrors and vague knowledge, how could she act! One
thing was certain ; she must either see Norton that day or
die; suspense like that was too awful for endurance.
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CHAPTER VIII.

THE TENEMENT HOUSE IN FLAMES.

FIRE! fire! fireI!!
This awful cry rose and swelled through the tenement

building while the officers were searching it for the box
which Daniel Yates had refused to give up.

The two men, who were examining an old sea-worn chest,
started back aghast, and looked at each other in sudden
apprehension.

The old woman, who had been sitting in a high-backed
chair, still and silent, sprang up and looked wildly around
for the little girl, who, a moment before, had been playing
at her feet. The child was not there, and she ran into one
of the bedrooms, calling for it, in a voice so agitated, that
what she deemed a loud cry was nothing but a husky whis-
per which no one heard.

"They are here," called the younger woman, looking out
from the other bedroom.

Fire! fire!! fire!!! ~.o
The two men were in the third story of a tenement build-

ing, crowded full of human beings, who would on the in-
stant be struggling madly for life.

The chest-lid dropped; they never thought of those two
helpless women, or the children that clung to them, but fled
down the staircase, leaped across the gathering flames, and
struggled through a cloud of smoke into tire street, shout-
ing:

"Fire! fire ! fire!"
Inside and out that cry rang fearfully. It started the

crowd, already gathering in the street. It shrieked through
the building, hot and quick as the flames themselves; down
through the basement, up to the shattered scuttle in the
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roof, the cry of death penetrated. To make up its appall-
ing force, the old men gave their piping voices, women

poured out the frightened strength of their lungs in wild
yells, little children huddled together in an agony of child-
ish pleading. Terror, courage, despair, all united in- hurl-
ing that terrible cry upon the night.

The fire had been in progress for hours. In a basement
room of the building a poor woman had left three little
children, while she went in search of the next day's work
which was to give them bread.

In its untaught innocence, one of these little creatures

proposed to "play fire." So the match-box was dragged
down to the floor, and each child struck out a flash of blue

flame, and tossed it upward, shouting to the others that her

own match burned brightest. In this rivalry the children
grew wild, scraped half a dozen' matches at once on the

bricks of the hearth, and tossed them about in handfuls,
Some dry kindling wood and shavings lay in a corner of the
room, and there the children tossed the burning matches,
dropping flashes of blue flame upon it, till the whole mass

kindled slowly and concentrated into a red flame. The front

shutters were closed, but a back window opened into the
yard, and through that came air enough to keep the wood
aglow.

The children were crazy with delight. How beautifully
the slender tongues of fire leaped up from the wood and

played around the wash-board, till all the corner of the
room was lighted up with bright, quivering colors -red,

golden, blue-with slender wreaths of sMuoke that curled up

to the ceiling and floated there beautifully?
How thqse mischievoys clilcren clapped their hands,

danced and tossed their arms about, as these glowing tints
broke into a hot fre, crept up those window-frames, and

threaded themselves like jewels, along the sashes, turning
the ignprisoped glass to gold, and tue whole room to a splen-
did palace !
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But the children grew frightened at length. The heat
drove then back, the smoke began to stifle them; they
huddled toward the open window. One crept through,
then another, and another, until they stood in a frightened
group outside, still fascinated by the illumination, which
entranced, while it terrified them.

"See! see!" they whispered, "how the windows blaze,
how it runs and creeps up and down the door! Hear how
it cracks! Oh, myI Oh, my!"

That moment the flames burst through the net-work of
cracks. They had eaten through the door, and leaped into
the passage, hissing their way to the staircase, and coiling
themselves in a tangle of fiery serpents up the frail ban-
isters.

The policemen had hardly escaped too soon. A few wild
creatures followed them, but more lingered in their rooms,,
defying death itself, rather than leave their worldly posses-
sions behind. All were poor. Each one had some precious
thing to save, and, in the mad hope that time might be
given, worked on, until escape through the door became
impossible.

The fire burned hottest along the high, narrow hall-
Low down the flames were raging in red billows, casting a
weird illumination through great fleeces of smoke, that
rolled upward from staircase to staircase, till the passage
was one dense cloud of blackness, shot through with a
storm of surging sparks and pierced by a thousand arrows
of flame. Thus room after room was blocked up with fiery
smoke, through which desperate cries for help penetrated to
the street.

They were answered with .cheering force by the vast
crowd gathered below, through which the first engine thun-
dered up, followed by a hook-and-ladder company, which
came swinging upon the scenp'

Directly more than one engine blocked up the street and
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a host of firemen broke through the crowd, kindled their

furnaces, swept out the massive coils of the hose, and the

noble machines went to work, and like great, munificent

monsters, poured a storm of water on the doonied building.

But the fire had gained a mighty power of destruction,

and roared back defiance at the panting engines and the

brave men, until the boldest fireman in the lot dared not

force an entrance through the halls, for there the conflagra-

tion raged hottest.
It was no longer a building to be saved, but human souls

.- women and children, helpless old men and little babes--

pent up in those stifling rooms, and pleading madly for

help.
Windows were choked up with pallid faces; the hot air

was beaten by desperate arms and imploring hands; but
even in this terrible state, men were pushed aside that bun-

dles might be thrust through the windows, and articles of

furniture dashed down to the pavement.
The engines had done their best, but were so crowded in

the street that they had hardly room to work. When great

cataracts of water had been poured upon the building in

vain, the crowd became wild with excitement; the engines

had hardly room to work, for men leaped madly over the

great serpentine hose that swelled and coiled like a living

thing along the street, eager to save, but being, in fact, a

hindrance.
As the flames rose and swelled, those agonized cries from

the windows became heart-rending; a thousand faces were

uplifted, a thousand voices promised succor. How the poor

creatures crowded together and jostled each other in a mad

effort to be saved ! At one window a little girl crept up to

the sill, and would have thrown herself out, but a woman's
hand drew her back, and she sank from sight with the fire

striking redly through her golden hair. A wild groan rang

up from the crowd, then a shout rent the murky air. The
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hook-and-ladder companies were coming into action. Quick
as thought the long, slender ladders were lifted up the
building upon which streams of water still hissed and fell
downward in hot rain.

As the iron grapplings seized upon the stone sills, men
and women tore out the sashes and swung themselves
through the openings. Mad with terror, eager with hope,
they crowded, jostled and threw each other down, wrangling
for safety and for life like savage animals.

Ladder after ladder was uplifted. Amid torrents of
scalding water and hot flames, the firemen rushed up them,
coming down with women and helpless children in thei-r
arms. The crowd was excited, and scarcely took heed who
went up or down.

Sometimes a citizen was seen mounting the ladders with
those strong, red-coated firemen.

One man almost leaped through an upper window with a
child in his arms, let himself swiftly down one of the lad-
ders, amid the shouts of those who looked on, dropped to
the earth, and made his way through the people who gath-
ered in his path, carrying the little girl with him.

It was the same child that had been so near falling from
the window only a few minutes before.k

When some one in the crowd remarked this' a shout rose
from the street and followed the man; but he went off with
the little girl he had saved without appearing to heed it.
Then came fresh bursts of horror. Plainly revealed by a
background of flame an old woman, with a child in her
arms, and a bundle on her back, stood at an opening in the
thirdstory. Behind her, with her marble face clearly
defined against a curling outburst of fire, stood a younger
woman, so stricken with terror, that she looked dumbly out,
making no gesture or plea for life. >

The old woman clambered out upon the ladder, holding
the child to her bosom with one arm, and clinging to the
rounds of the ladder with her other hand.
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The crowd ceased to shout now; the peril of that brave

old woman held'them silent ; every moment it was expected

that the withered hand would give way, the child fall from

that clinging arm, or both be dragged downward by the

weight of the bundle. A fireman rushed up to meet her,
but she raised her old gray face upward to the younger
woman standing there in the fiery opening, and entreated

help for her. The fireman swung himself under the ladder,
lifted his body upward by the arms, and thus passed the

brave old woman on his errand of mercy, while she came

slowly downward, burdened by- the frightened Achild, and
with the bundle fastened to her back. A dozen hands were
outstretched to help her as she neared the pavement. She
took no heed, but clung to the child until her foot left the
last round of the ladder. Then her arms relaxed and the
little creature dropped to her feet, and stood looking up in
mute terror piteous to behold, while the old woman clasped
her hands and held them up to Heaven in dumb agony,
praying that the other woman, her son's wife, might be
saved.

She was saved. Even as the struggle and the heat over-
came her, that stalwart fireman drew her out from the open-
ing just as a huge volume of flame leaped after them, and
bore her down the ladder amid the wild shouts of those who
watched them from below.

These two women were the last human beings saved by
the ladders. Some had been fiercely driven upward by the
flames, and escaped over the roof; some fell back in the
struggle, and perished in the flames.

At one window a little girl appeared, and attempted to
climb over the hot sill; but, frightened by the heaving
crowd, drew back. The next instant a storm of fire swept
over her, and she sank out of sight.

A wild groan went up from the crowd, then a hoarse
shout:
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"Stand from under! stand from under!"
The front walls of that tall tenement-house bulged out-

whrd, and from great chasms rent in the bricks came the roar
and awful rush of a mighty fire in its hottest rage. Now
the heavens were black with surging smoke; the front of
the house crumbled away into red chasms and hollow caves
of fire; great columns of flame shot their terrible brilliancy
through the billows of smoke, and sheets of glowing red
curled in and out of its awful blackness, scattering fire to
the very heavens.

Steadily, fiercely, that terrible conflagration burned itself
out; one by one the crowd went away, carrying the poor,
homeless people into their own dwelling-places; for the
poor are always good to the poor, and the best hospitality
known to mankind is sure to be found with them.

CHAPTER IX-

A NEW HOME.

IF there is charity to be found in the world, it is where
the poor take compassion on those less fortunate than
themselves.

It was not many hours before those unhappy sufferers,
burnt out by the fire, found shelter among their pitying
friends.

Families, already crowded into such narrow space that
comfort was impossible, drew closer together in their gener-
ous sympathy, and made hospitable room for their neigh-
bors. Children that had played together in the street
easily assimilated in one household, and the women joined
together in doing the double housework, for the time in
pleasant sisterhood.

r f

It is true this might not last after the enthusiastic kind-

ness of the hour wore off; but it gave a kindly start to

those who had to gather their humble household goods over

again, and spoke well for humanity in a class of social life

that is not always understood by those who deem them-

selves its superiors.
Old Mrs. Yates had excited a great deal of sympathy,

and no little admiration, by her brave action in the fire.

More than one door was kindly opened for her! but she

refused all offers of hospitality with thankfulness, accepting
only a few hours shelter, while she sought for a room else-

where.
Those who observed the old woman at all saw that she

carried her bundle with her wherever she went, and seened

even more anxious about that than the child, which was

left behind with its mother.
The young woman was in great distress about her bus-

batid, and the child that had disappeared so mysteriously.
Where had the little creature gone ?
Had she crept through the door into the seething flames

of the hall, and so perished unseen, or had some kind person

snatched her from their midst, and carried her to a place of

safety ? The doubt filled this poor young woman with

terrible apprehensions.
She loved the child dearly, and shrank from knowing

that its fate had been the terrible one she dreaded. But

she was also deeply anxious about her husband.
Surely he must have seen the fire, when it raged so

fiercely within a)few blocks of his workshop. What could

have prevented him coming to the relief of his family?
Why was he absent, even now, when they were in such

distress, and utterly without homes?
No wonder the poor young wife clung to the little girl

still spared to her with such watchful tenderness, and
looked terrified if any one attempted to touch her.
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The little darling had been terribly frightened, and
refused to be set down or;to leave the pillowing shelter of
that loving bosom for a moment; but when the old woman
appeared, she became animated,. and reaching forth her
arms, cried out, with sudden delight:

" Gramma! gramma!"
"Yes, darling, I have found a home for you! Come

away, my daughter."
The old lady took the child in her arms as she spoke, and

patted it lovingly on the shoulders. She had left her
bundle behind somewhere, and now devoted herself entirely
to the little one, who patted her old cheeks with its tiny
hand in an ecstasy of rejoicing.

The old woman thanked the woman who had so kindly
offered her a home, with the gracious manner of a highly-.
bred lady, and left a blessing behind her which was warm
and thrilling with gratitude. Then she waited till her
daughter-in-law's sweet voice had acknowledged the kind-
ness of their entertainment, and prepared to go.

"Come, my daughter, we have a good way to walk, but
it is easily done, for the fire has left us nothing to carry but
this little one,"

Tears came into the younger woman's eyes. She was
thinking of the child that was lost.

"What can we do ? How shall we find our poor little
girl ?" she said. "No place will seem like home without
her."

" God only knows. If she is alive, He will send her
back to us; if dead, then Heaven has another angel, and a
human soul is saved from sorrow, and, it may be, shame."

The old woman spoke solemnly. She did not seem so
anxious about the child as her daughter was, for she really
did expect that it would be brought back to them, if still
alive; and she had lived long. enough to know that death,
even by fire, is not the worst thing that can happen to a
human being who has known no sin.

1?;ft
ft

i1b~~
iitfl~ ~

The two women went into the street, carrying the child

with them, and passed entirely out of the neighborhood

that had known them before the fire.

The rooms were comfortable and pleasant which the old

lady had provided for her weary daughter-in-law. She had

found them ready furnished, in an humble fashion. Among
other things, all strange to her, the young woman found a

large, stuffed, cosy chair, which, by some marvel had been

rescued from the flames. True, the upholstery was torn

and soiled with smoke, but notwithstanding this, the old

thing had a home look which cheered the woman like the

grasp of a friendly hand.
Mrs. Yates wiped the dust and smoke from this chair,

and bade her daughter sit down in it and try to content

herself; but the young wife only threw herself down and

burst into a passion of crying.
"Oh! mother, mother! what has become of my hus-

band ? Why is it that he is not with us?"
The old woman drew a chair close to her daughter, and

took her band very gently, but with a firm pressure.
J",My child, be patient! Daniel will come to you; but he

is occupied about other things just now, and may not be

back for hours"
"Hours, mother? What can keep my husband away

from us ? Is it something for her?"
"For her ? Yes, child, it is entirely on her account he

has gone; nothing else could have taken him away from
us. But he will come back, and then all will be right."

"But the little girl-how can we tell him about her?"
questioned the daughter, comforted by the explanation

given of her husband's absence; and turning back to her
other grievance, "It will be a terrible blow to him."

Yes answered the old woman, "if she is not found.
But we shall hear of her before he comes home. Think
how many children were in the building. She has been
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swept off with some other family. To-morrow we will go
and inquire; but now we can do nothing but rest. You
look so tired. Take good care of the little one, while I go
out and get something to eat. No wonder you are worn
out! Not a mouthful since morning."

" But, mother, you have worked twice as hard as I have,
and are so much older. I never saw you look so pale.
Your voice sounds strange, as if it were hard to draw your
breath. Sit down yourself. I am certainly more able to go
out than you are."

"You!" answered the old woman, with a hoarse laugh-.
"Why, they would think you had escaped from some hospi-
tal, with that white face and shaky voice. No-no! It is
my nature to be moving, you know. Take good care of the
child."

With these words, the old woman tied on her bonnet and
was gone.

CHAPTER X.

A STORKI N THE BASEMENT.

MRS. YATES did not go to any restaurant or grocery, but
made her way as fast as possible to the house where the
murder had been committed. There she found two officers
still left on guard, and the servants huddled together in the
kitchen, talking the matter over with a sort of hushed curi-
osity.

"Oh! here she comes-that horrid old woman; hush,
hush! not a word against him, or we shall have her in an
awful tantrum," said Harriet, the cook, addressing her lover
as if he were the only person to be protected. At which
Maggie fired up with great spirit, and protested that she
did not, for one, believe one word f the charges made

against Daniel Yates-a better man did not live than Dan

--who wasn't the only person in the house after she left it

that night, by a great deal, male and female, any one of 'em

quite as likely to have killed the dear, good, beautiful wo-

man, who lay so cold and still up stairs, as that poor man

Daniel Yates. Men who would break their word and sell

themselves to fatness and agedness on a bank book, to say
nothing of wine and mint-juleps taken on the sly, and nice

cuts put aside on surreptitious plates couldn't be said as too

good for almost anything. Only murder was a thing that
wanted courage, and them as was cowards enough to cheat

and deceive a young, fair and trusting female, mightn't have

enough of that. She said nothing; but just as sure as sure

could be, Daniel Yates didn't kill her mistress, and some-

body else did. She hadn't said out all her mind at the coro-

ner's inquisition, because she didn't want to be spiteful, never

having harmed a toad or a flea in her life; no, nor a spider,
always sweeping down the webs with care not to hurt the
poor creatures; but her thoughts were her own, and the
present company was welcome to them. That was all.

Here Mrs. Yates opened the basement door and looked in.
The face was so hard and set that it drew Matthew Stacy's
attention from the insult he had received, and Maggie for
the time escaped the bitter reply intended for her.

"Can you tell me where they have taken him? my son,
I mean," inquired the old woman, turning her heavy gray
eyes from one to another. "Did they set him free?"

"Free? Well, I don't know about that," answered
Matthew Stacy, drawing himself up with a pompous swell
of the person. "It wasn't quite settled, I believe, when he
went out from here, but if he don't come home up to time

you may safely calculate that he is enjoying of hisself in a
cell down at the Tombs."

"He hasn't come home yet," said the old woman in a
voice so choked with anguish that they could hardly hear



A STORM IN THE BASEMENT.

it; "but then his home is burned to the ground, and he
may not know where to find us."

" I should rather think not," said Stacy, glancing at the
cook for approval. "Didn't seem to me as if he was going
into a happy domestic circle, such as I calculate on one of
these days, you understand."

The old woman turned to Maggie, who was looking at
her with compassion.

"Can you tell me anything," she said.
"I don't, know anything certain, as yet, Mrs. Yates, be-

cause the coroner forbid any one knowing-said the course
of justice demanded secrecy just now. But there ain't a
soul that knows your Daniel, who thinks he did it. For

my part, I know he didn't, and that will yet be found out,
to the confusion of them that did."

The old woman strode forward and took the girl's hand
in her own.

"Thank you."
It was all she could say. Matthew Stacy's pompous

insult had not moved her a whit, but this touch of sympa-
thy brought the tears into her eyes.

Without another word she left the basement, at which
Maggie sat down and looked around on her companions in
stormy indignation.

Matthew fortified himself with a drink of clear brandy,
for he had constituted himself master of the occasion, and
after some search found the keys of the wine cellar, after
which his ambition subsided and lost itself in a sense of
luxurious indulgence.

"Miss Maggie," he said, waving his hand toward the
cook,, "in behalf of this interesting, and, yes I may say
fair female, and in defense of my own high-and permit
me to imply, unimpeached and unimpeachable characteris-
tics-Miss Maggie, I-that is I deny, despise, and alto-
gether condemn the insinuations contained in your contan-

inating-that is in what you have had the imperence to
address to me, and to implicate regarding the fairest, the
highest, the adorablest of her sext."

Maggie was delighted by the storm she had raised, for
Harriet, the cook, had drawn a chair close to that of her
lover, and leaning gently toward him, watched the contest
with deep, deep interest, such as she was in the habit of
feeling when some new sauce was in process of completion
over her kitchen range.

"Mr. Stacy, I haven't the least idea of troubling you
with my opinion about Miss Harriet," said Maggie; "not
being a judge of fat cattle, I don't pretend to any., As for
yourself-"

Here Maggie's irony was brought to an abrupt close, for
Harriet threw herself forward on Mr. Stacy's bosom, and
besought him to protect her from the audaciousness of that
horrible creature's tongue. Whereupon Stacy threw up his
arms and made a desperate effort to save himself, for the
chair on which he sat, being heavily burdened before, gave
a warning creak, and then came down with a crash, throw-
ing the whole scene into ignominious confusion.

The two policemen at the door leaned over the stone bal-
ustrade of the steps, and peering into the basement win-
dows, called out hoarsely:

"What's the row down yonder? "
At which Maggie looked out, innocent as a whole flock

of lambs, and observed that it was nothing, only Mr. Stacy
had got mad, and either he'd knocked the cook down, or the
cook had floored him, she wasn't quite certain which.

Then one of the policemen came stamping down the

steps, after having taken a ferocious grip on his club, and
looking through the window, said he should just like to
know what all the muss was about. Such things were
scandalous, and right in the face andeyes of the law.

Mr. Stacy had by this time planted Harriet on her feet
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again, and pointing toward Maggie, who had fallen into a
chair and was laughing till the tears ran down her cheeks,
demanded that she should be taken into custody at once for

slander, arson, libel, and all sorts of audaciousness. But all

these counts were too many for the policeman, and hoping
to get at something a little more definite, he demanded of

Harriet the cause of all this uproar.
Harriet, who had been more frightened than hurt by her

sudden downfall, looked down to blush and looked up to
sigh, before her voice found utterance. Then she drew
close to the window, and told the policeman, in strict confi-
dence, that it had all arisen out of jealousy, because of Mr.
Stacy, whose conduct had been strictly honorable in all
respects, which had given great offense to some parties,
whose name she scorned to take between her lips, and
always should, never having been brought up to the like,
but it was her opinion that the chair on which Mr. Stacy
sat had been undermined, and the underpinnings torn away,
just out of spite, because he preferred some folks to other
folks - not to praise one's self, which she despised and
wasn't capable of, especially as Mr. Stacy had said as much,
right before that creature's face, and if anybody was to be
taken up, it couldn't in all reason be her or Mr. Stacy, but
some one who-"

Here Harriet, the cook, broke off suddenly and stood
with her mouth half open and her hands uplifted, astonished
to find herself alone, with no one but the policeman to
listen.

"If that creature hasn't up and gone," she cried, col-
oring violently, "And my-that is-Mr. Stacy, too.. What
does it mean ?

This is just what it did mean. Maggie, feeling how wrong
it was for her to be laughing so immoderately, in that house
of death, wiped the tears from her face, smoothed down her
apron, and stole out of the room, really ashamed to meet the

eyes of the policeman.

Mr. Stacy, queer to say, went immediately after the irate
damsel, and overtaking her just as she passed into the

kitchen, called out in a hushed voice:
" Maggie! Maggie! how can you be so awfully cruel to a

fellow, that hasn't never ceased to love you, and never will.

Can't you understand a joke, my girl ?"
Maggie stepped back and bent her head a little, as if she

were listening with some complacency to this half-whispered
pleading of her false lover.

" You didn't believe your Matthew in earnest, my dear.
You are too smart not to feel the difference. It's leading
her along, I am, just to see how far she will follow a fellow,

just for the whistling. That's a darlint-I knew that you'd
come to, the minute I could get a chance to tell you that it
was all bother with the cook."

Matthew drew closer and closer to the girl as he spoke,
partly because it was a pleasant thing in itself, and partly
because he was afraid of being overheard. Maggie seemed
perfectly willing, She stood with her eyes cast down de-
murely, as a kitten waiting to be fed, until the man bent
his face so near to hers that she felt his breath on her
cheek, then she drew back, her eyes flashing, her hand
uplifted.

" Take that, and that, and that !"
Swiftly as the words were uttered, her hand fell, first on

one cheek, then the other smarted and flamed red under her
palm. She liked the recreation; it rejoiced her to see the
scarlet marks of her fingers striping each cheek, the aston-

ishment in his eyes filled her with intense delight.
"You wretch-! You-you-"
That moment Harriet came into the kitchen, more than

curious. She saw the marks on that recreant face, and un-
derstood from them that he was suffering new outrages in
her behalf. Wheeling around right royally, she placed her-
self by his side, but Maggie was content with what-she had

It
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done, and marched out of the room, with her head erect, and
a laugh of scorn on her lips.

When she was gone, Matthew turned his face toward the
cook.

"For my sake," she said, plaintively.
" For your sake I have born these stripes," he answered,

pressing one hand to his tingling cheek.
"Oh! Matthew, my beloved! how shall I ever repay

you ?"
"Is he gone, Harriet-is the policeman gone back to his

place on the steps?"
"Yes, Matthew, he is gone."
"And that girl. She may be waiting in the hall for

another dash at me-wild cat as she is."
" She had better not! " cried Harriet, unclenching her

own hand, which had formed itself into a formidable fist the
moment she saw marks of contest on her lover's face; "she
had better not!''

Matthew smiled. He knew that a light girl like Maggie
would stand no chance against a formidable force like that,
but even he felt a little ashamed of being defended by a
woman.

"You know, my dear, that being a man and a Christian,
I cannot strike back. If she chooses to persecute me for
loving you, I have only to submit. Heaven forbid that
Matthew Stacy should ever lift his hand to a woman!"

"Noble! generous! No wonder the girl grieves over the
man that she has lost; but I am here-the struggle is be-
tween us two-let her try it, I say."

"Heroic creature! But, -Harriet-"
"Well, Mr. Stacy."
".Supposing you just look out into the hall; it would be a

great pity to have any disturbance, you know, with that
poor lady a lying up stairs."

Harriet looked through the door and saw no one in the
hall.
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"All clear?" whispered Matthew.
" She's. gone,'" answered the cook, opening the door with

decision.
"4 Harriet."
"Well, what is it, Mr. Stacy."
"Just step out and bring me a drop of brandy before I

make a dive. I'm almost sure the creature is waiting for

another chance at my face."
"Let her, that's all 1" was the heroic answer.
"Still, my angel, I think we will try a drop of the brandy,

if you are not afraid to go after it."
"Afraid!" repeated the cook, with ineffable disdain, and

she gave force to the word by marching into the basement

and bringing back a goblet half full of brandy, for by this

time she had learned how to estimate the "drop " her lover

had spoken of.
Matthew tossed off half the contents of the goblet, and

instantly became a braver man from the slight potation.
"Now, I am ready," he said, wiping the ruddy drops

from his lips; "if it were only a man, wouldn't I handle

him without gloves; but a girl, and one that really seems

to care for me, I must respect her disappointment, even when

it does mark itself like this."
Here Matthew touched the smarting redness in his

cheek, and went out, following Harriet with more appear-

ance of trepidation than was becoming to a man of such

undoubted valor.
When they reached the basement, Matthew looked out

of the window, having some misgiving about the policeman,

but he found that worthy functionary leaning over the stone

scroll work of the steps, chatting earnestly to Maggie,

whose pretty face was pleasantly uplifted to his.
" Confound the girl, she's enough to torment the soul out

of a fellow's body," he muttered, discontentedly; "just to

see them eyes and that pretty head, is enough to make one
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sick of bank-books, and toss 'em into the gutter; but there's
no coaxing her back now. What was I saying, Harriet ?

othing-only if you've no objection, I'll just take another
swallow of the brandy."

CHAPTER XL

OUT IN TlE STREET.

OLD Mrs. Yates stood in silent misery on a corner of the
street, after she left that house of death. The first impulse
was to go at once to the Tombs and comfort her son, but
she had left the poor wife in a strange place, in want of
food, and already oppressed with anxiety about her hus-
band. These considerations sent the old lady into a baker's
shop and a grocery, where she procured some provisions and
carried them home. With the heart aching in her bosom,
she prepared some warm bread and milk for the child, and
set food before her weary daughter-in-law, who, as yet,
knew nothing of the tragedy which had brought such ruin
upon their humble household, and allowed herself to be
petted and pitied, never dreaming of the terrible anguish
smothered and kept down in the old woman's bosom.

When the two women sat down to their humble meal,
the younger one observed that her mother scarcely tasted
the food her own hands had prepared, and that she was
constantly looking from the window with apparent anxiety,
as if she dreaded the going down of the sun.

"1 Why, mother, you eat nothing."
",It is because I am busy feeding the little one," an-

swered the old woman, attempting to swallow a spoonful of
the child's milk, which was met by a short spasm of the
throat.

The child who sat in her lap watched the effort, and

taking up the spoon, attempted to feed the old woman her-

self; but when she saw those large gray eyes bent upon

her, filling with slow, painful tears, she took the bowl

between her little hands, and insisted that "Gramma"

should eat the whole of it, after which vain effort she

wound her arms around the bending neck, and pressed her

innocent kisses on the old face, murmuring:
"Gramma, gramma, don't ki-don't ki."

The old woman arose quickly and placed the child on the

floor.
"I must go out again," she said, turning her back on the

table, and brushing one hand across her eyes.
"Are you going to see her ? I am glad of it. She will

be frightened about the fire. I hope you will be the first to

tell her.",
Theold woman turned suddenly around, and stared at

her daughter-inilaw. For the instant she forgot that the

gentle matron was ignorant of all that had happened, and
her speech sounded strange. "Going to her?" The poor
old woman would have prayed that it might be so but for

the children, who were so sure to need her help. She made

no direct reply, but tied on her bonnet, folded a shawl

about her, which had been saved from the fire, and stooped
down to kiss the child, who clung to her with her little

hands, and wanted to go out walking. The old lady kissed

her softly, drew the shawl from her baby grasp, and went

out of the room, with so little noise that the younger woman

knew nothing of it until the child began to cry, and went to

her for sympathy.
With the quick, eager step of a person whose heart was

in her task, the old woman moved through the streets which

lay between the rooms she had taken and the prison to

which her son had been conveyed. She breathed more

freely, now that no one was watching her, and strove to
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look the perils that surrounded her in the face with decision.
Her benefactress was dead, and out of that cruel bereave-
ment had sprung a horrible charge against her only child
for murder. He was in prison. She remembered the place
well-a heavy pile of stone, moulded into Egyptian dreari-
ness, forbidding anything like hope at the first glance.
Innocent or guilty, she knew that the very fact of breath-
ing in that air would be fearfully against him. She tried
to connect all the features of the case, and decide how far
they might operate to his injury. What had he really done
that suspicion should lodge against him? She had heard
the evidence at the time; it seemed against him, especially
when he refused to give up the box. But the whole scene
at the coroner's inquest was like an ugly dream on her
mind. How could she listen calmly, with that young
creature lying dead before her ? Even the peril of her own
son seemed unreal compared to that positive horror.

All these harassing thoughts crowded upon the woman
as she threaded the streets that lay between her and the
prison. If her apprehensions and memories went beyond
the tragedy, which seemed to have happened a year before,
so many events had crowded into that short space of- time,
they only revealed, with a darker shade, the danger that
threatened her. But she was a woman of strong nerves
and wonderfully keen intellect. When a battle was to be
fought, she was not likely to shrink from the contest; but
there was a weight of years upon her which made even self..
defence a wearisome task. Then a recollection of that help..
less woman she had just left, and the little child, with its
sweet, innocent ways, softened her heart, and clasping both
hands under her shawl, she more than once prayed God
that the bitter cup which she already felt at her lips might
pass from her.

At last she reached the Tombs, and saw that ponderous
den of horrors under a new and more terrible aspect. The

great stone pillars, soiled at the base, as if even cleanliness

were sin, frowned upon her from the inner corridor, across

which they flung gigantic shadows more gloomy than
themselves. She shuddered in crossing these shadows, for
the gloom seemed to engulf her. Doors were visible on

either hand, but the hour was late, and those which were

not locked opened into dim, empty rooms. The poor woman

lost herself in that labyrinth of gloom.
At last a policeman appeared, coming through some pas-*

sage which led into the stony masses of the prison itself.
He saw the old woman, and asked her, curtly, what she
was doing there, wandering around the court-room? Did
she want to find a judge? There was none on the bench
that hour of the day.

"No," Mrs. Yates answered. She only wanted to go
into the prison a few minutes; a friend, a relative of hers,
had just been taken there, and she could not sleep till-

The policeman had heard this so often from heart-broken
mothers, wives, and sisters, that he had no patience, and
would not wait for her to go on.

The same old story. He was tired of it. Wicked men
were sure to be followed up by suffering women, more
troublesome by far than the criminals. He only wished
they could be kept away altogether. True, it was a long
time since such things had been able to harrow up his feel--
ings; but the very sight of a poor woman wandering about
there, with tears on her cheeks, was troublesome.

It was of no sort of use, he said. The prison had been

closed for hours. She might go round to the Franklin
street entrance. That was the proper place to apply; but
they wouldn't let her in.

Mrs. Yates thanked him, gently. Her trouble was so
great that she hardly noticed his curt unkindness, but went
down the steps into Centre Street, and found her way-to the
other entrance.
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Here two or three persons were in the outer office, but
the grated door which led into the prison-yard was locked
for the night, and the persons in charge refused to let her
through before the usual hour in the morning.
- Sorely disheartened, the old woman turned her back on

the gloomy pile, and was walking wearily up Centre Street,
when she saw a couple of officers, followed by a crowd of
idle men and boys, moving down the opposite side of the
street. Smitten with sudden sympathy for the unhappy
man who was being led away to prison through that eager
crowd, she stopped and looked toward him. He was a tall
man-she could see that-and walked with upright firm-
ness, as if a position so humiliating were new to him.
Something in the hight of the man checked the breath on
that old woman's lip. She turned and crossed the street,
striving for a view of the prisoner's face. But the
crowd gathered close arotind him, and she found herself
hustled back at every attempt at a nearer approach. Still
she followed on, and was led back to the prison whose stone

jaws were always ready to swallow up an accused man or
woman, however reluctant to admit the innocent and sym-
pathetic.

At the prison-door the poor woman found herself driven
back by the crowd which choked up the entrance, and would
not give way, though she pleaded piteously that she might
be permitted one glance at the prisoner's face. At last a
rough youth, who seemed to have just descended from a
butcher's cart, heard the voice, and cast a look at her over
his shoulder.

"Anything to you, old gal?" he inquired.
"I fear, I think."
That moment the prisoner moved across the room, but

the crowd went with him, and still she could not see his
face, and she cried out, piteously:

" Oh, Daniel! Daniel! look this way-this way-if it is

you."

The prisoner did not turn his head-perhaps he had not

heard. The boy threw out his arms, swept the people back,
and made room for her; but it was too late.- The prisoner
had passed through the door, which fell into its place with
a clang, and shut the poor mother out in her miserable
suspense. *-

"Was it 'Ay son ? Did you see his face, boy ? Why
didn't he give one look this way ?" she moaned, more
wretched than ever.

"I didn't see more than a glimpse of his face; but it
wasn't a bit like yourn-and if it should be, what's the
odds, so long as he's innocent ? Look here, old gal, don't
take on about it," said the boy, whose rough kindness had
touched her heart. "Come down to-morrow morning, and
he'll be all right, I daresay. That's it! Keep a stiff
upper lip. Never say die while there's life in a feller.
Never been here before, I haint no doubt. That's what
makes it so tough; but it's nothing to speak of after all.
Got a hundred'or so to give some scamp for going bail;
judge conformable. Why not? Didn't the men he tries
help to elect him ? Sheriff cosy, shares about, you know,
and the whole thing ends in fog, smoke, puff. It seems
dreadful now, I dare say; but a little money, and you'll find
it all bosh. If you don't know no lawyer that understands
the ropes, I'll hunt up one for you afore morning."

"Thank you," said the old lady, "you are very kind."
"Not a bit of it-don't know how soon I may be under

the harrer myself-just grazed it yesterday-ran over a little
shaver in the street; but while it was yelling whipped up
like blazes, got around the corner and out of reach. I tell
you now if I hadn't looked sharp, my old marm might a-
been hanging round here like you are. It's all luck, I
tell you-only them as don't know the ropes is afeard of
the Tombs."

"It is a sad, dreary place," said the old woman, lifting
her heavy eyes to the walls; "my poor, poor boy."
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"Gosh, don't do that, my merry old damsel, or you'll
have a feller crying right here in the street. Now, just
take my arm, and I'll walk home with you-hang me, if I
won't."

"Thank you, but I'm better alone."
"Just as like as not. Well, I'll be off. Qp'y don't hang

about here too long, you'll catch cold or thing, and
them that's at home'll miss you. Good-by-now take a
friend's advice, and go straight home."

With these parting words, the youngster lifted his shabby
wide-awake an inch from his head, which was more than he
would have done for the Queen of England, and left the old
woman to the solitude of that gloomy street. She watched
him depart with a gleam of thoughtfulness in her heavy
eyes; but that died wearily out, and she moved forward, but
not on her way home.

By this time the night had come on dark and heavy with
clouds, which settled down over that vast building slowly
and sadly, as if the miserable inmates bad'been praying to
Heaven for some veil to hide them from the gaze of men,
and God had mercifully answered the prayer; but through
the gathering gloom, and under the denser blackness cast
downward by the walls, that old woman made her sorrowful
rounds. She could not tear herself from the place where
they had carried her son, but walked mournfully in its
shadow up and down, up and down, until every light in the
neighborhood was put out, and the awful solitude chilled her
through and through.

CHAPTER XII.

SEARCHING FOR NEWS.

RACHAEL, CLOSS waited for the man who had declared
himself to be her lover, to make his appearance, until night-
fall; but he did not come, nor had she seen Hepworth since
he left her in the morning.

Oh! the heavy, terrible hours that woman spent alone
with her conscience, no pen of mine has power to describe.

The love she had tried to believe innocent had come to
this. A happy household had been broken up for her, a
woman driven from the shelter of her husband's roof, a child
sent forth among strangers, and at last a human life had
passed into eternity, carrying with it a burden of wrongs,
which might fill eventhe bosoms of angels with just indig-
nation.

Rachael did not attempt to deceive herself now. No face
like that looked, white and desperately miserable, ever car-
ried an innocent heart. She looked in the glass and shrank
away from her own eyes; they seemed to threaten her.
One thought more wicked than all the rest would come up-
permost in her mind. That man was free. Would he dare
ask her to marry him? Would she dare to become his
wife ?

"Yes, yes," she said, with a wild outburst of desperate
love, "he will ask me, and I will marry him, though a thou-
sand murdered wives thrust their ghostly hands between him
and me. Only let him escape suspicion, it is all I ask.
Three days-I only ask three days of safety-and this land
shall never see us again. But is he safe? Oh! that he
would come! My heart will never be unlocked from this
hard agony, till I have seen him. But what if he would not
come ? What if the death of this woman, the act itself,
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separates us ? He loved her once, and I have heard that it
sometimes happens when men have steeped themselves in
dishonor to get rid of an unloved wife, death brings the old
affection back more vividly than ever, and haunts the heart
so constantly that no other love can enter. It is dark, the
sun is going down, but he does not come. Cruel, cruel, cruel,
more cruel to me than death was to her-for what death
could be equal to this agony of doubt ? He does not come
.- I must seek for him; this room suffocates me."

Rachael opened her trunk, took out a hat, which she tied
on, and drew a mask-veil across it, shading a.nd almost con-
cealing her face. Then she folded a shawl about her, and
went into the street.

Rachael was a stranger in New York, and had seldom
been in its streets alone; but she had no fear, anxiety car-
ried her far beyond that. In some way she would find the

hotel where her lover had put up, though she had but a
vague remembrance of its name, and knew less of its loca-
tion.

She walked on hurriedly, the very swiftness of her move-
ment was a relief. It seemed as if she were doing some-
thing for him in tiring herself. At last her eager strength
gave out, and she inquired of a policeman for the hotel,
whose name she could but just remember. He directed her
clearly, but she had wandered quite in another direction,
and had a long walk before her, which seemed heavy and
depressing now.

She found the hotel at last, and inquired for the person
she wanted by the false name registered in the passenger
list. He was out, had not been at his rooms since morning
-would the lady leave her name ?

"No; she had a little business with the gentleman; but
it was of no consequence. She would call again."

The servant who had answered her questions, observed
that the young lady seemed -bewildered, and that the rich

K

color that rapid walking had brought to her face, died sud-
denly out: but he was very busy and went away to his
duties, leaving her standing, white and paralyzed, in the
reception-room.

What could this mean ?-not at home since morning!
Where was he ? What misfortune had overtaken him ?
She was almost tempted to go to that house where the mur-
dered woman was lying, and gather some intelligence for
herself. Her heart shrank fromthis means of relieving its
pain;. but Rachael was brave to rashness when her passions
were astir, and she walked resolutely toward that fatal spot,
resolved to learn something of the truth, though compelled
to seek it in the very chamber of death.

A crowd still blocked up the street, thinned and-scatter-P
ing, but still dense enough to mark the scene of some great
public excitement. Folding herself more completely in her
shawl, and screened by her lace mask, she penetrated the
various groups that lingered near the house, and listened
breathlessly to what they said. The inquest was over--
a man had been arrested.

"The name, madam; did you ask the name?"
Yes, Rachael had asked the name of this unhappy man,

but in a voice so husky, that only one person heard her.
"The name had not transpired yet; the coroner desired it

kept secret for a while," this person said; "but it was some
man who had been alone in the house with the poor lady,
while the servants were all out on the night before."

Had he seen this man ?
Yes, as the officer took him through the crowd.
Tall? Yes, he was tall and fair, certainly not dark;

but the crowd was so great it was impossible to say cor-
rectly how he did look. Gentlemanly, he thought. There
was something about a child, too-in fact, a pretty little
creature had been brought up as a witness: but it would
probably be all in the papers by morning.

U
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Rachael Closs thanked the-man who had seemed to stab

her heart with every word he had uttered, and prepared to

move away; but she turned back long enough to ask him if

this accused man had been sent to prison and where.
"It was impossible to say just yet," the man answered;

"but he was sure to come up at the Tombs when the pre-
liminaries had done with him-probably was there now."

Rachael's mask concealed the deadly whiteness that stole

over her face; but the man saw that her lips turned coldly
blue, and strained against the white teeth as if she breathed

and spoke with difficulty.
" Are you ill, madam ?" he inquired.

"No, no; only a little tired and shocked. Who could

help it ?" was her forced answer.
"N6 wonder," rejoined the man; "It was, a terrible

affair. The lady was so young and beautiful: looked like a
sleeping angel, they said, lying on her white bed. The
murderer must have been worse than a demon, whoever he
was."

When the man lifted his eyes after waiting a moment for
some answer, he was surprised to find that the lady had
disappeared; but he had hardly time to wonder at this,
when the clangor of a great bell sounded from a neighbor-
ing tower, and a loud cry of fire rang up from a part of the

district nearest the water, which soon drew what was left of
the crowd in that direction.

Rachael also heard a sudden crash of the fire bells, and it
nearly drove her mad.

Where should she go ? What could she do ?
Her whole being seemed on fire. with pain. The awful

sin of that night had overtaken the person dearest to her
on earth, and she standing there in the open street, power-
less to help him, all her limbs numb, and her brain a chaos.

As Rachael stood motionless on the sidewalk, an engine
thundered by her, and a long line of scarlet-coated firemen
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ran after it, meandering down the street like a sharp ripple
of flame. She followed them with her eyes, muttering to
herself:

"Have the devils begun to rejoice over him already?"
She stood thus watching the advent of a nev company

until the rush of the crowd nearly knocked her down. Then
an unconscious instinct of self-preservation forced her to
move on, and she walked away without knowing where.

In prison-in prison! Yes, there was but one place for
her, that where he was lying.

The Tombs! She would find her way there, look in his
face, and after that, some clear thought might come back to
her brain, some strength to her limbs.

A street car was passing her. She beckoned it, and step-
ped in at hazard, telling the conductor to set her down at
some street nearest the Tombs; then she settled herself in
a corner, leaned her head against a panel, andt closed her
aching eyes until the conductor touched her arm.

Then she arose and found herself in front of a vast stone e
building, low-browed, and gloomy beyond anything she had
ever seen.

She asked a little boy, who was passing, if he could tell
her where she could find an entrance to the prison. He
turned, retraced his steps round a corner, and pointed out a
door, deep set in the outer wall, now wide open, and leading
to an office, or guard-room. Rachael entered the room
quietly, and, seeing a man near a desk at the farther end,
spoke to him in a low voice, striving to smile and look
unconcerned.

The effort was quite unnecessary. This man saw too
many pallid faces and sorrow-laden eyes in the course of a
week to have much curiosity about them,

He answered, without lifting his head, that no such
person had come there yet.
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Indeed, in case of a committal, her friend would not be

likely to reach the prison for an hour or two.

Rachael murmured faintly that she would wait; but the

man told her that it was now after three o'clock, and no

visitor would be admitted under any circumstances before

morning. She had better go home, get a good night's rest,

and come back again at the opening hour.

Get a good night's rest! When would she ever know a

good night's rest again? Was the man mocking her?

Why, it seemed a year since she had closed her eyes.
Rachael went back to her hotel. Where else could she

go? The whole world had turned to blackness and ashes

since-she went out. Oh! if she could only sleep a little!

She closed the shutters of her room, and lay down on the

couch from which she had arisen to go forth on that misera-

ble walk. She did not hope to sleep, but perfect exhaustion

made rest imperative.
In the dark she might have power to collect her thoughts

and form some plan of action. But this was impossible;
her brain refused to fling off the heavy numbness that had

fallen upon it.
Her wearied limbs settled down helplessly; her eyes that

had been strained wide open, watching a quiver of sunshine

that fell through a chink in the shutters, at last fell to-

gether, and the woman slept heavily.
It was sunset when Rachael awoke. For a moment she

was bewildered by the darkness her own hands had created,
and thought the hour midnight; but a glimmer of red light
came between the shutters, and when she threw them open,
a flood of radiance filled the room, almost blinding her; for
the moment it seemed as if all the angels of Heaven were

flinging down light upon her that the whole world might
know how supremely wretched she was.

She would not stay there to have that hot light close in

upon her misery, but wear herself out again with another

long walk in the streets. Again Rachael put on her hat and
wrapped the shawl about her, for what purpose she did not
herself know, but nothing could be worse than staying alone
in that room.

A sudden thought struck her. They would not let her
into the prison, that she knew well enough; but if she was
in the neighborhood, within sight of the door, they could not
prevent her seeing him, if lie had not already passed through
the office. If too late, why, it would be some comfort to
look on the huge building which imprisoned him. Yes, she
would go to the Tombs. The atmosphere of misery which
surrounded that place would not mock her as the golden
brightness of that setting sun did.

Half an hour after these thoughts passed through her
mind, Rachael was wandering around that one huge block
of granite, which incloses, perhaps, more suffering than any
space in the known world.

She felt almost at rest now, for intense fatigue had done
a little of its quieting work, and the very sight of the build-
ing held forth one miserable hope for the morrow.

Then she would see him. Then he would know that all
the contumely they could heap on him would only intensify
her love.

Rachael was afraid to keep close to the prison all the
time, so she walked up and down Franklin street, in a
slow, dreary way, keeping the distant entrance in sight, and
watching it diligently; but in the upper end of the block
she was obliged to walk a while with her back to the prison.
When she turned, a crowd had gathered about the entrance;
some prisoner was being taken in. She saw this, and walked
swiftly down the street, penetrated the crowd, and forced
her way up to the threshold just in time to see the grated
door swing open, and a group of men looking through at a
tall figure, whose arm was -held by an officer. She only
caught one glimpse of the prisoner, and that but indis-
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tinctly, for a mist swam before her eyes, and she was obliged

to cling to the frame-work of the door for support. A name

broke from her lips as the man disappeared, and though she

was unconscious of speaking, those near her heard a voice,
thrilling with passionate misery, cry out:

" Oh! Norton, Norton-I am here!

The door was closed; a crowd swept past her, leaving the
office vacant. She had no strength to move, but stood gaz-
ing through on the inner door with a sick longing to break

through and comfort the man it had just shut in. Then

she became aware that an old woman and a boy were stand-

ing near her, talking, and her heart yearned pityingly
toward the woman, who looked pale and grief-stricken, as
she was. The boy was talking kindly, she thought, making
rough attempts at consoling the old woman ; but she took

no heed of the exact words he used-in fact, did not under-

stand him, for his phrases and method, of speech- were

strange to her, but his voice was kind, and that drew her

attention. After a while the lad went away, and the old

lady was left alone. She stood some minutes gazing at the

building, as if it held something she loved and grieved for;
then moved slowly away, with her head down and her

shoulders stooping, as if some sudden and heavy weight had

been forced upon them.
Partly from curiosity, and partly because she had noth-

ing else to do, Rachael followed this woman at a distance,
until she had walked round and round the prison a dozen

times, always stopping to look up at one point, as if it held

an interest for her far above the rest of the pile.

Was this the portion of that awful building in which new

prisoners were kept ? Was he tiere ? Had the old woman

guided her almost to his presence ? I
At last weariness overcame Rachael. She went home,

and spent the night in her own room. The shutters were

fastened close, and she lay in darkness, half sunk in drfay

sleep, till the clock struck ten in the morning.
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Ten o'clock! From that hour she might be admitted to
the prison! In less than fifteen minutes she was in the
street.

"You are the second that has come this morning," said
the superintendent, signing her pass. "That door--"

She did not hear him, but moved swiftly to the door, and
passed through.

" The man that was committed here last night on a
charge of murder, this way," said a keeper mounting a
flight of stairs and threading a narrow corridor. "You can
speak to him through that grating."

Rachael approached a hole cut in the iron of a cell-door,
looked through, uttered a faint cry, and would have fallen
from the corridor had not an offloer caught her in his arms.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE FIRST NIGHT IN PRISON.

UPON the face of this earth there is not 'a more gloomy
building than the Tombs prison. The imposing features of
its architecture, so massive, so sombre, and so terribly
ponderous, contain the very embodiment of sorrow. In all
that square of ground, guarded from the public gaze by
walls of solid granite, and doors of clanging iron, there is
not a cheerful nook upon which even the imagination can
rest. The very atmosphere of a place like that is enough to
wring hope from the stoutest heart.

Daniel Yates turned deathly white when his foot touched
the entrance step of this terrible prison; a sickening sense
of degradation took all the strength from his limbs. Though
a poor man he was very proud-proud of his honesty, of his
good name, of the gentle womari whose life would be
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stricken in its holiest part by any evil that fell upon him-.
Like many of the better order of English working people
Yates possessed a tolerable education, and had read more

than most professional men. He had lived very much by
himself since his residence in this country, and thus main-

tained a certain degree of self-respect unknown to the

working man who gives all his leisure time to the gossip of
street corners and porter houses.

In truth, there was- something like gentlemanly intelli-

gence in this man, which won even upon the sympathy of
the policeman who had him in charge.

"Come, cheer up, cheer up," he said, in rough kindness,
as the prisoner turned a white and pleading face upon him

in passing the threshold; "I haven't the least idea that

you did it. Something will turn up to-morrow and bring
the whole thing -to light. The watch was an awkward
feature, true enough, but I dare say she gave it to you; get
a sharp lawyer and fight it out. That is the only way.
Law, like everything else, is to be bought in this city.
Now, don't look at me like that-I'll keep an eye on you."

"If you would do me a kindness."
"Well, who said I wouldn't?"i
"6Go and see my-my family. Tell her that the place is

not so very gloomy, and that-"
"Yes, yes; I understand-it shall be done some time to-

morrow. Now, come along; the man has made his entry;'
at any rate, I will see that you have a cell to yourself. It
would be a burning shame to put you in with any of them
fellows."

"Thank you."
There was a sound of choking tears in the utterance of

those two words that touched the officer with fresh sym-
pathy; but he only said, in an airy way:

"There, there-keep a stiff upper lip. I'll go and see,

your wife, and that staunch old woman, your mother-

bricks, if ever a woman was bricks-the first moment I can
get off."

They had entered the court and were walking toward the
men's prison. No cheerful thing was in sight save a little
plat of stunted grass that seemed growing within those
walls against its will; but even this seemed like a mockery
to the man, who, that morning, had never dreamed that he
could become the inmate of a place so miserably desolate, so
saturated with ideas of dishonor.

He entered the prison, mounted the uneven steps, and
came out on one of the narrow iron corridors, following the
turnkey, who walked leisurely, and, with what seemed to
the prisoner, appalling indifference.

"There it is," said the man; "just whitewashed, and
sweet as a nut; couldn't do better for you if it was a hotel.
Step in, step in."

Daniel Yates did step in, bending his tall form as he
passed through the iron door, and standing up in the midst
of that narrow cell with the face of a man surveying his
own tomb. How clear and cold it looked in its dreary
cleanliness. The great iron pipe that, ran across one end
of the cell, resting, as it seemed to him; like some torpid
monster under the narrow window, sunk deep in the stone,
might have crept there through a snowbank, it lay so white
against the whiter wall. A stain upon the surface, a pencil
mark even, would have taken off that weird monotony.
As it was, Daniel Yates felt a thrill of terrible pain when
the iron door fell into place with a clang, and the heavy key
turned upon him. He sat down upon the narrow bed, and
with his eyes fixed on the wall, strove to realize the position
into which he had so suddenly fallen. That morning he
had gone to his work, a little anxious, it is true-for he had
taken a dangerous *responsibility on himself-but as free
from apprehension of the fate which had befallen him as

S the child he had caressed before going out. Had he,
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indeed, committed a crime at all? Would God so judge
him?

All night long he sat upon tiis bed, pondering this ques-

tion over in his mind.- Having received a solemn trust,
could he for any reason, even the saving of his own life,
be excused for betraying it ? If he did betray it, what

then ? Would anything he had to reveal change the force

of the charges made against him?
Would they point out the murderer, or the cause of the

murder? His judgment told him no. All the information
he could give related to things so remote from the actual

crime, that it could only excite curiosity, and lead to inves-

tigations, that the poor lady, who was dead, would have

perished twice over, rather than have given to an unsympa-
thizing public. She had trusted him entirely, and though
death were the penalty, he would prove fateful to that
trust.

Having come to this brave conclusion, Yates stretched
himself upon the bed, pulled the coarse gray blanket over
him, and fell asleep. He was aroused in the morning by
the clangor of iron, and the rattle of a tin can set down
heavily on the corridor before hi' cell.

He started, and swung his feet over the bed in time to

see a tin cup, two-thirds full of coffee, black in itself, but
made darker still with molasses, thrust over the sill of the
door, which, with a piece of bread, was to compose his
breakfast.

Then the -door was drawn to with a crash, and he heard
the can set down at the next cell. Yates, though a work-
ing man, had been accustomed to neat housekeeping and
wholesome food. The very sight of this coffee, upon
which a chip from the molasses was floating, filled him with
disgust. Ho put it out of sight, and sat awhile holding

the bread in his hand and crumpling it with his fingers.
It seemed to him that he could never eat again.

Thus hours wore away, and sounds' of that dull, heavy
life, which prisons know in its weariness, began to break up
the oppressive weight of silence that had made the night
so terrible. In spite of himself he expected something.
Every footstep that passed the corridor brought the heart
into his .mouth. If he heard a voice it seemed as if it were
talking about him, and telling the whole world that he was
a prisoner in the Tombs, and that the charge against him
was murder. Murder of whom? Every nerve in the
unhappy man's body thrilled with horror as he asked this
question.

This man could not altogether realize the horrors of his
position. For moments a strange incredulity seized upon

him, and he would start up as if to -walk away; but one
stride brought him to the iron door, where he stood, bewil-
dered, till all the dreary details of his cell were once more
stamped upon his brain.

At last the lock of his door grated. The mass of iron
swung outward, and a voice said;

"Step in, step in, old woman -you will find him all
right."

Old Mrs. Yates bent her head, and entered the cell. She
was looking very grave and stern, almost haggard; but
there was no sign of weakness about her. If the turnkey,
who lingered near the door with some curiosity, expected to
find tears in those large gray eyes, he was mistaken.

Yates stood up to receive his mother, who laid one hand
on his shoulder, as she bent forward and kissed him with
such tenderness as a weak woman never dreamed of. He
felt the quiver of her lips, and, knowing her well, pitied her
suffering more than his own.

"Well, mother!" he said, with an effort at cheerfulness,
"you see where they have brought me. How will it end-

have you any idea?"
The old woman was looking earnestly in his face. She
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did not seem to hear him; then he observed that her left
hand was bound up with a piece of linen, and saw that her
thick gray hair seemed scattered over with rust, where fire
bad singed it.

"Mother, you have been hurt," he cried out in alarm.
"No, Daniel, it was only the fire-last night we were

burned out of house and home."
" Burned out! My wife, the children ?"
" She is safe, and one of the children."
"Which was it ?"
"Our own little gal-the other is gone. We can find her

nowhere. I have been searching for her among those who
were saved, but she is not to be found."

The man drew a deep breath, thankful that the horror
did not come nearer to his own hearth.

"She may yet be found," he said: "surely some one
must have saved her. When did you see her last ?

"Just before the ladder was placed at our window, she
bad crept into the farthest corner of the room, and sat there
crying. Just then, the hook let into the stone sill; some
men leaped into the room, but a fresh burst of smoke
blinded me. When it rolled away the child was gone."

"Some of those men must have saved her, then," an-
swered Yates; "she could have disappeared in no other
way.")

The old woman gave him no answer. She was lost in
thought. At last she seemed to wrench her mind away
from some painful subject.

"Daniel, through the smoke and the fire, I saw that
man's face." The voice was low and hoarse. She spoke
with hesitation, as if doubting her own words.

"His face, mother ! then he killed her. It was his step
1 heard, his rage that she was trying to escape."

"It was his face that I saw through the smoke," an-
swered the old woman, more resolutely; "how he went or
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came I do not know-but the face I saw was his. Eliza-
beth did not see him, but I did."

" And I am to.perish for this man's crime," said Daniel,
shaking his head, sadly; "It is hard-it is hard."

" No," answered the mother, drawing herself up and
looking, as she sat upon that mean bed, resolute as Queen
Elizabeth, after she had grown gray upon her throne-" no,
my boy, God will never permit a crime like that."

"But, my wife-does she know where I am ?
"Not yet. I had not the heart to tell her what I feared,

and the two officers who came to search us had no time to
speak of her death, if they wished to be so cruel."

"They did search, then?"
"Not thoroughly. While they were opening the old

English chest, the fire broke out, and they were the first to
run."

" They found nothing, then?" asked Yates, anxiously.
"Nothing!"
"And the box is lost, burned up with the rest. Oh,

mother, was there no way of saving it ?"
"The box is saved! In the box where we hid it were

some of the children's clothes and other things. I wrapped
them around it, tied the whole in a shawl, and slung the
bundle to my back; then I snatched up the child, and went
down the ladder. Oh, my boy, it is wonderful what bur-
dens a human being can bear when the soul is on fire, and
those it loves in peril. I stole home before the policeman to
save that box, and God permitted me to do it."

"Thank God!
Daniel Yates covered his face with both hands as he

uttered this thanksgiving; his shoulders heaved, his breath
came rapidly, the tears his own trouble had failed to bring
forth, filled his eyes now. All at once he threw his arms
around the old woman.

" Oh, mother! you are a brave woman, a good, noble wo-
roan, God will bless you for that one act."
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The old woman met his enthusiasm with a grave smile.
She had lived long enough to know that the reward of a just
or brave act is sometimes long in coming.

"But for this, all would have been lost," said the son,
striving to comfort her.

" True, true; but sin is swift, and justice slow. She, the
sweetest and most noble being that ever breathed, has been
hunted to her death. That man escapes all consequences
of his crime-and you are here. Out of this great wrong
justice may yet come; but it must be worked for, struggled
for, and won at last, as men rescue iron from the blasts of a
furnace. In the meanwhile great injustice may be done,
terrible sorrows endured."

A weaker woman might have held forth vague hopes of
something that might happen for her son's relief; but the
old mother was far too honest for unfounded consolation.
She knew that the very life of the young man was in dan-
ger, that in his case justice was almost impossible. He was
friendless and without money. How, then, was he to be
saved ? She had asked this question of herself a hundred
times that night, praying God to help her answer it ; but no
enlightenment came; a blacker future never yet dawned
upon a human soul, than had appeared to her at day-dawn
that morning. Still, as the mother had just said, justice
might yet be wrenched from the courts as iron is won from
a furnace; and if ever a person lived capable of the strug-
gle, it was the gray-headed old woman who sat by her son
that day in his prison-cell-not comforting him with idle
words, but with a solemn resolution in her soul that he
should live and not die.

She arose at last and drew the shawl close around her
shoulders.

"Now I will go and tell her."
The pain in her voice revealed to him how much her

heart recoiled from its task. He knew all the tenderness

of that kind heart, all the willing self-sacrifice of which it
was capable; but he also knew that in proportion to this

tenderness, the agony of carrying sorrow to others would

be great, and in his regret that she must always suffer for

him and his, he cried out:
"Oh! mother, why is it that our' sorrows always fall

upon you?"
She stooped down and kissed him. A sob shook her

bosom, tears crept to her eyes.
"Because we that are old have learned how to suffer and

how to endure. To youth these things are intolerable. I
only wish this blow could fall on my head alone."

Daniel bowed his head. When he looked up the old
woman was gone.

" Oh! my poor wife, my poor wife!" he cried out; "she
must learn all this, and I shut up here, unable to comfort
her."

The outer door of his cell had been left open, and his
eyes fell upon the small grating through which a current of
air was procured. A face was at the grating, the face of a
wonderfully handsome woman, whose eyes lighted up wildly
as they looked in upon his misery.

Yates sprang to his feet and darted toward the door, but
the face had disappeared; he could discover nothing within
the narrow range of vision permitted to him.

CHAPTER XIV.

REACTION.

A CARRIAGE t6ok Rachael Closs to her hotel from the
Tombs. No bird ever flew from its cage with more alacrity
then she left the gloom of that prison.
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The. carriage door was hardly closed on her when she
pulled the curtains, flung herself upon her knees, and bury-
ing her face on the cushions, burst into a wild passion of
tears, that seemed to thaw away all the ice that had frozen
so heavily on her heart, and let the sunshine in.

She did not pray; she did not thank God, but she clasped
her hands over her eyes and sobbed out:

"Oh ! my darling, my darling! Could you guess how I
have suffered; but yon never, never will. Who can imag-
ine a pain like that? Great Heavens! another night would
kill me! But lie is safe, safe, safe, and I can sleep to-night.
It seems as if some angel had loosened the iron band from
my heart. How it girded and galled me! There, there, I
am so much better. How pleasant it is to draw a full
breath !"

She got up from her knees and sat down, with her head
bowing against the cushions, and drawing long, sweet sighs,
so full of relief that the very heaving of her breath was an
exquisite satisfaction. Then, after the first supreme burst
of joy was over, she began to think of the old woman she
had seen the night before, making her slow, miserable
round of the prison; and wondered if she, too, had been so
blessed. She had never seen this woman's face, for they
had both moved to and fro in darkness; but her thoughts
strayed back to her; and in the fullness of her own relief,
she would gladly have lifted the sister woman out of her
sorrows.

When Rachael reached the hotel she ran lightly up-stairs
to her own apartments, flung off her hat and went to the
glass, longing to know herself again. What a different
creature she was. The locked hardness had gone out from
her face, the frightened dimples had come back again,
bringing color and warmth with them. Her eyes still held
a look of past trouble in their depths, but that only gave a
shade of gentle softness, which made them unusually beau-

tiful. No flower over which a storm has swept ever came
out fairer and brighter than she looked, now that the shock
had passed over her.

"I am hungry," she said, looking at the table neatly
spread for her breakfast, but appearing cold and barren in
its glittering silver and snow white linen. "Last night I
did not think ever to eat again. If he were only with me
now-but why does he not come ? What can keep him but
his own wishes ? Oh ! no. It is not all over yet, but he
will come. I have let myself be carried into horrible tor-
ment once, all because of my cowardly fears ; this thing I
will not anticipate. Strange how weak and faint I am from
want of food

Rachael rang the bell and ordered her breakfast in dainty
profusion. She had not relished food for days. Now she
meant to pamper her appetite to the utmost, a thing she
was fond of doing when nothing greatly disturbed her.

While her breakfast was preparing she changed her dress
for a morning robe of sheer white muslin, with scarlet rib-
bons at the neck and wrists. While in the carriage .she had
observed some crimson carnations on a flower stand near the
hotel. She rang the bell a second time and bade the waiter
bring these flowers to her.

Evidently this strange creature had resolved to make a
gala day of it now that her pain was gone.

With the carnations sending up their strong odor from
her bosom, and the scarlet ribbons throwing red shadows on
her neck, Rachael sat down to her breakfast, but she had
hardly tasted her first cup of chocolate when Hepworth
came in and seated himself opposite her in moody silence.

She looked across the table at him and smiled. Nothing
could make her very unhappy, not even his sombre face.

"Do you know what has happened, Rachael ?" he said,
at length.

"Yes; I have seen the papers and know that she is dead,

Hepworth."
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"And is that the reason of your fresh toilet and blooming

looks'? I expected to find you, at least, shocked."

"And so I was, Hepworth; the first news nearly killed

me. You would not have made these reproaches had you
seen me last night or early this morning. The very remem-

brance of what I suffered is horrible."
" But you have got over it. You do not seem to suffer

now.,'
"No; why should I? The lady was our bitter enemy.

Had she lived, I never could have been happy, never safe."

"And you expect to be happy now?"
" Yes, why not ? It is terrible to think of; but not an

event for us to mourn over."
Hepworth only answered by asking her to fill a cup of

strong coffee, and hand it over to him. This he drank off,
black, and set the empty cup down. She saw by his man-

ner that something troubled him, and became anxious

again.
"Hepworthhave you seen Norton since this happened?
"But for a moment."
"And then?"
" He was fearfully agitated-terror-stricken, I should say.

No wonder."
"No wonder that he should be agitated; but why terror-

stricken ?
"Because men guilty of heinous crimes usually are. I

tell you, Rachael, if I had dreamed that our enterprise
would have ended in a tragedy like this, I for one would'

have held no part in it. A divorce was the utmost wrong
I ever intended that poor lady."

"A divorce !
Hepworth felt the sneer in her voice, and took her up

sharply enough.~
"It is that voice and your insolent rejection of the only

safe way by which you could ever reach the position you
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aspired to, that have set Norton on to this horrible alterna-
tive. I tell you what, Rachael, you are as much that
woman's murderer as he is."

Hepworth looked on the face opposite his sternly, as he
spoke; but the ashen pallor that came over it, startled even
him.

"Do you mean to say that Norton was the murderer ?"
she questioned, almost in a whisper, for all her old terror
was coming back.

"Who else could have done it, Rachael? What other
person had the motive or the opportunity?"

"But there is a man in prison for that very crime. I
saw him this morning with my own eyes."

"You saw him; you, Rachael Closs ?
"Yes, Hepworth, I did. Suspicions, such as ought to

shame you, took me down to that horrible place, both last
night and to-day. I could not rest from a fear that my
words had indeed driven him to this terrible act, but instead
of the sight I so dreaded to meet, another man looked at
me through that fearful grating."

"Did you know this man, Rachael ?"
"Know him! Why, Hepworth, the first glimpse blinded

me. I saw that it was not his face, and the sudden joy
that followed, left me faint, blind, lifeless, But for the
keeper, who stood near, I should have fallen headlong from
that iron gallery, so suddenly did all strength leave me.
What did I care whose face looked through that grating, so
long as it was not his."

"Yet the man saved your life once.'
"Mine! my life! You do not mean-you do not mean--"
"Yes; I do mean that the man who is falsely accused of

another man's crime is Daniel Yates."
"Daniel Yates! Hepworth, Hepworth! You cannot

mean this!
"But I do mean it. They have arrested that brave man.
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Understand me, I speak of the person who plunged into

the boiling surf and dragged you out, though he fell lifeless
by your side, so fierce had been his struggle, when you
reached the sands."

Rachael was pale enough now. She pushed aside her

plate and shaded her face with one hand. At last she

looked up, and made an effort to recover herself.
"I am grieved, shocked-terribly shocked to hear this,

Hepworth. But how is it to be remedied? Surely, they,
must have found strong evidence against Yates, before he

could have been committed."
"I neither know nor care what evidence has been

trumped up, but this I do know. Daniel Yates is an

innocent man."
"It may be.- Heaven forbid that I should think other-

wise; 'but I am just as certain that Norton had no part in

his wife's death. My belief is, that the woman killed

herself."
"I would give half my life to think so," answered Hep-

worth, shaking his head; "but I know something of this

man's fearful temper. He never committed the act in cold

blood. I do not accuse him of any such demoniac fore-

thought; but he was in her house that night; quarrelled

with her, struggled with her, by his own confession. In
hot passion a blow is easily struck, and repented of the

next moment. I think he does repent, for a wilder, whiter

face than he wears to-day, never met my observation."
"Does he look so ill, then ?"
"Yes; he was in his room, sitting almost in the dark,

with that child on his knee, crying over her till the drops
fell like rain on her hair."

"Did you see that? Was the man crying over his

child-her child?"
"More than that. He seemed absolutely to grieve over

the fate of his wife, as if she had been the dearest creature

to him on earth."
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"Ilepworth-be still! You are saying this to torture
me. What for? Have I not suffered enough'?"

Rachael's voice was high, and sharp with pain. She
knew that her rival was lying dead, and as yet unburied,
but could not subdue the thrill of jealousy aroused by his
words.

"1I tell you the truth, in order to enlighten, not torture
you."

"But it does torture me, and you know it. This is the
reason he does not come near me. I understand it all.
What if his heart goes back to her, now tha-t she is dead,
an I become nothing to him. Hepworth, tell me that it
is impossible, or the very idea will drive me mad."

"If he is guilty of her death, you ought to pray that all
this may come to pass."1

"But he is not guilty; and if he were, having done the
crime for my sake, can you think I would abandon him, or
love him one whit the less? No ; I tell you. No, a
thousand times. The crime that springs out of a mighty
love-"

" Hush, Rachael Closs; I will listen to no more blas-
phemy like this. It reproaches me. It fills me with
keenest apprehension. I have been ready to sacrifice mv-
self and wrong my own conscience, that your ambition may
be gratified, and through yours my own. I wished to see
you this man's wife, that you might enjoy the station and
wealth to which we have a right, by birth, at least. Had
he loved his wife, I should have had more scruples; but he
did not, and I thought it no great thing to so bend circum-
stalnces, that they would result in a divorce; but murder---
oh ! my God can bear witness I never though ht of that."

"Nor I-nor I, H{epworth. But there has been no
murder, I tell you ; t'he woman killed herself."

"But Daniel Yates. How is it that they suspect him?"
"It may be," said Rachael, slowly, and turning very
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pale as she spoke, "it may be that he did it; stranger
things have happened. He carried away all her jewels and'

a great deal of money, which was possibly kept in the

house."
" Hush, Rachael, I will not hear one word of this from

your lips. If there is a man on earth that I would serve,
it is Yates-not only because he saved your life, but for

other reasons. Not all the gold and jewels of the earth
could have won him to the commission of a crime like this."

Rachael put a hand to her forehead, wearily. All the

pain she had shaken off seemed coming upon her with
double force.

"Oh! Hepworth, do.not you forsake me!" she pleaded;
"to think hardly of him is to forsake me, for I love him

with my entire being. If he grows cold to me now, 1 shall

die. Think of the struggles I have had in life! How
little of affection I have been permitted to know! Until I

saw this man,'you were the only being I ever cared for in

the least."
"I know that, Rachael. There is nothing you can say

that can make the picture of your life more desolate than

that I remember, and I did hope to lift you above all this;
but the horrors of the last night sicken me with deception.
I almost feel as if my own hand were reddened by that
poor lady's blood. The first duty left to me is the discovery
of her murderer."

Rachael arose from the table, and began to walk up and
down the room. She was afraid of Hepworth, and felt his

presence irksome. Why should he condemn the man she

loved, so readily ? Would others do the same thing ? Did

real danger hover over him yet ? Worse than all, why did
be keep away from her?'

These thoughts made her suspicious of Hepworth, who

sat watching her with a pained look. In his better mood

it grieved him to find how much feeling she had staked in
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an enterprise that had brought those fearful consequences
in its progress.

Rachael stopped walking. A new thought took posses-
sionsof her mind.

"Hepworth, you spoke of the child. Is she with him ?
Yes; I saw her on his knee this morning."

"Does-does she look like her ?'"
"I remember no very great likeness-a plump, rosy

little girl, that is all."
" I am glad of that; but she must have his features--

one or the other, surely.
"No; she is like all children-not particularly like any

one."y
Rachael smiled, for the first time in days. It brightened

that miserable hour to know that the child resembled
neither the man she loved nor the woman she had hated.

I may perhaps endure it, then," she muttered. "Still
he was weeping over it. You said that, Hepworth ?

"Said what?"
"That Norton shed tears over the child."
"It might have been over the child, or from memory of

his murdered wife," answered Hepworth, sternly; and
taking his hat, he left the room.

CHAPTER XV.

RACHAEL CLOSS AND THE CHILD.

A SLOW, heavy step came up the stairs. No servant an-
nounced the man; but he opened the door of Rachael
Closs' room, and crime in,without knocking.

Rachael turned suddenly, and saw the man who filled
her thoughts-for whose presence she was pining-with a
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child in his arms, forming a sad, gloomy picture in the
doorway.

"Norton, Norton! I am so glad you have come. This
child, is it-?"

Rachael could not complete the question, the crowding
words choked in her throat.

Norton set the little girl on her feet, and looked down
upon her gloomily, but made no answer to the half-uttered
question.

Rachael approached the child, and sank down to the floor
in a slow, graceful fashion, that was natural to her; for this
woman had warm tropical blood in her veins, and oriental
habits suited her.

She reached out her hand, which looked white and cold;
but the child shrank away from it, and refused to kiss the
strange face bent toward her.

Rachael lifted her face to the man, who was looking on.
"She would not kiss me, either, though I saved her from

a horrible death," he said, in a low unsteady voice.
"You saved her; but who threatened her poor life ?
"The fire, which consumed everything. When I went to

look for her, altogether ignorant of what had befallen her
mother, the house was burning from basement to roof. I
saw her at the window, with the flames leaping all around
her, sprang for one of the ladders, and brought her down.
My God! my God! There is no one to contest my right to
her now!

The man sat down on the nearest chair, and covered his
face with both hands.

Rachael dared not approach or attempt a word of comfort;
but stood apart, looking gloomily at him and the child.
Would they never dare to look in each other's faces again ?
Was this to be their punishment for driving that helpless
woman to her death ?

" Norton !"
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The man looked up wearily,
" Did you speak to me, Rachael?"
She turned away without answering; his voice was so sor-

rowful, that all the words she would have uttered, died in a
futile murmur on her lip.

The child sat down on the floor and began to cry; the
very atmosphere of the room was enough to sadden her
little heart.

Rachael took the knot of scarlet ribbon from her neck,
and gave it to her, thinking that she would smile; but the
attempt only frightened the little creature, who felt the
strangeness of everything about her, and was not to be
comforted.

Perhaps the knot of ribbon reminded her of the flames
which she had escaped, for she refused to touch it, and crept
away backward, eyeing it with distrust.

" She is afraid of us both," said Norton; "but of no one
else. I never saw a braver child."

Rachael took up the knot of ribbon and fastened it toher
throat again ; the red reflection, as she stood in the sunlight
of the window, stained the whiteness of her neck, and made
her general pallor more striking. The man remarked this,
and his heart softened. Had she too suffered ? Did she
really grieve over the death which had set him free? or, was
this the pallor of distrust ?

Rachael sat down, shrouding her face with one hand.
How much she had to say! Yet the power of speech
seemed denied to her. Why was it that they- met in such
gloomy silence, scarcely daring to look at each other? Did
he fancy that her suspicions reached to him? She arose,
crept around to his chair, and leaning softly downward, left
a kiss upon his forehead, the first she had ever given him.
He started.

She saw great drops gathering slowly where her lips had
been, and directly his whole forehead was cold with icy
moisture.
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"You, also-you, also!" she said, in a low, pathetic
voice. "What have I done that you should shrink from me
so ? n

" Nothing," he said, with an effort. "The sin is all mine
"-all mine!"

Now the child came up and looked from her face to his,
with such still earnestness that those two grown persons
turned away from each other, afraid of her great solemn
eyes,

"I will go now," said the man, wearily, taking his hat
from a table, and without pausing for answer or adieu, he
went out of the room, leaving the child with Rachael, who
sat down, regarding the little creature wistfully, while the
child seemed both repulsed and fascinated by her steady
gaze.

"Come here," she said, at length, holding out her band;
"from this hour, you and I must love or hate each other.
Which is it to be?"

Of course the little thing did not understand her. Ra-
chael knew that well enough; but out of the feverish un-
rest which troubled her the words had been spoken.

The child walked slowly backward till the wall stopped
her progress. Then she stood upright, and met the strange
woman's gaze more bravely.

"Come to me, darling. I wish to be good to you."
Rachael's voice was soft and caressing now, sorrowful,

too, and this appealed most effectively to the little one.
'Rachael saw the pretty face change, and her heart leaped.

She wished th~e little stranger to love her, knowing well how
strong a link such love would prove between herself and the
father.

"Come to me, pretty one."
Few people ever resisted Rachael Closs when she spoke

in that caressing tone, or looked the tenderness that soft-
ened her eyes now. The child left her place by the wall,

All
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and came forward, but irresolutely, looking back, as if she
still meditated a return to her old position.

Rachael loosened the watch from her side and held it out.
The little girl ran toward her, seized the watch, and holding
it up between her hands, ran off to a window, where it

pleased her to examine her prize.
A strange smile came across Rachael's face.
"Must everything be bought?" she muttered, eyeing

the child with cynical criticism. "I wonder if 8he really

ever will care for me ?
The little girl became tired of her new play thing, after

attempting to open the case in vain, and leaving the win-
dow tossed it roughly into Rachael's lap.

"Don't want it," she said, quite plainly, and away she
marched, with one white shoulder lifted so disdainfully out
of her frock, that all its dimples became visible.

Rachael rather liked this display of naughtiness. It was
those sullen eyes that she dreaded to encounter.

"I wonder what will tempt her most?" she thought,
bringing forth her box of ornaments, and lifting a rope of
coral beads from the modest store. This the child fancied

at once. With a single leap she bounded into Rachael's
lap, and clung to her braided hair, while she leaped and
clamored for the coral, which was held out of her reach,
with tantalizing nearness.

Rachael laughed; it was strange, but she could laugh

even with that child in her arms, whose mother was
scarcely yet resting in her grave.

"Will you be good-will you love me?"
"I ov on-I ov ou-give it, give it!" cried the child,

flinging up her dimpled arm.
" Then, kiss me.
Half-a-dozen wirm kisses fell upon her face, while the

tiny hand clutched itself more firmly in Rachael's hair.
The coral was given up, and down went the child with a
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jump to the carpet, where she gave a vigorous tug at the
string which threaded the beads, and set them rattling all
over the room.,

"Pit em up-pit em up," she commanded, stamping her
tiny foot with impatience, " Cora wants 'em."

Rachael swept down to the floor in her graceful fashion,
and soon gathered up the scattered beads, and sat still like
a Turkish sultana, while she threaded them into a necklace
again. Sometimes the child watched her fingers in their
swift movement wonderingly.

Again she would make a dash at the loose coral, and
scatter it over the floor with gleeful shouts, triumphing in
her own naughtiness, and taking possession of her home,.
with the audacity of a little Bohemian.

In less than half-an-hour Rachael's scantily filled jewel-
box was in a state of the wildest disorder; but she took no
heed of that. The little stranger was well satisfied, and
made herself quite at home with the trinkets, which really
seemed to have won something like affection for the owner;
for when she would have risen from the carpet, both those
plump, white arms held her down, and she was bribed to
stillness by kisses, that came with willing prodigality, from
the sweetest little rosebud of a mouth in the world.

Thus it was that Hepworth found the lady and child;
when he came in both were laughing, the child most riot-*
ously, for the first time sinceshe had been so frightened by
the fire.

"Poor little orphan! Who brought her here ?" in-
quired Hepworth.

" He did, and left her with me."
"I am glad of that, Rachael-be good to her; in that

way some atonement may be wrought out."
"Atonement! Why do you speak that way to me?"

questioned Rachael, with angry bitterness.
"Not more to youthan myself."

t
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"But you have done nothing?"
"Not that terrible thing, certainly; but some one has

been guilty. Would to Heaven I could think our influence
had done nothing toward bringing about the death of that

poor child's mother."
"You are tormenting yourself for nothing, Hepworth,"

was the answer. "Our influence-and it is little enough,
Heaven knows-has only extended to one person, and he is
guiltless. I know it, and give you the solemn assurance of
his innocence."l

"Ah, if I could only think so."
" You may-I cannot be deceived. No words have

passed between us; but I know it, feel it in every nerve of
my body. Oh, Hepworth, cast this awful idea from your
mind."

"If I can-at any rate be kind to the child."
"Indeed, indeed I will!"
From the depths of her heart Rachael meant to keep her

promise.
When Rachael found herself alone with the child again,

she began to feel its presence oppressive; its clear, innocent
eyes seemed to rebuke her, wherever she went.

Was it to be thus forever ?
Would the child be an eternal burden upon her con-

science ? Then she remembered her only as a hostage for
the good faith of the man who had brought her there.

Would he have done this with the memory of an awful
crime on his soul ?

Surely, Hepworth must see her 'presence there in this
light. Was it not a proof of his innocence that he could
bring the murdered woman's child there in his own arms ?

Rachael could not bear that the young man should have
the terrible suspicions that seemed to haunt him. Great
trouble and danger might spring out of the idea, if it once
got fixed in his mind. He was so changed, so stern, and



140 LORD HOPE'S CHOICE.

felt. the eath of that woman, her enemy, so keenly, that
almost any rash step might be expected of him.

The arrest of Daniel Yates also complicated these diffi-
culties. Knowing what he did, Hepworth might feel it a
duty to come forward in his behalf, and give such evidence
as would turn suspicion on Norton. Then all the secresy
that had been maintained with such care among them would
be swept away, and the history of that poor lady made the
scandal of both hemispheres.

"Better that we had died in her place," cried the
wretched girl, wringing her hands. "What is it that has
come over Hepworth ? Can nothing convince him ? I
know well enough that no evidence can be brought-
but there might-lawyers are so adroit. Oh, I will call him
back! On my knees I will entreat him to be quiet. Hep-

worth! Hepworth!"
She had heard the young man's "voice on the stairs, and

opened the door.
He looked up, saw her anxious face, and came back

again.
Rachael closed the door, snatched a valuable book of en-

gravings from the table and tossed it to the child, whose
wide-open eyes were fixed upon them as if she could com-
prehend all they were doing.

" Hepworth, will nothing drive the idea of Norton's guilt
from your mind? It distresses, it wounds me to the soul."

The. young man shook his head.
"Facts are not to be put aside by an effort of the will,

Rachael? "
"But we have no facts-nothing but his presence in the

house that fatal night."
"Which would be enough, with all that we know."
"We know nothing, absolutely nothing. He never threat-

ened her with anything worse than taking away the child.
He never meant to harm her-never did harm her. Oh>,
Hepworth, do believe this !" -

-01
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"All these passionate assertions are not proofs, Rachael
Closs. I wish they were. I wish it were possible to prove
that we had not blindly urged on this fiendish work."

"How foolishly you talk, Hepworth. Do you wish to
fasten this conviction on yourself, and thus poison both our
lives ?"

" No ; I wish, if possible to sweep it away ; to lift this
burden of remorse from my soul."

" I tell you, Hepworth, the woman committed suicide."
"Convince me of that, and her death is fastened upon

us forever, for we drove her to it; but I will know-I will
know!"

"How, Hepworth ?-what will satisfy you? In what
way is .a certainty to be obtained ? By setting the law-
hounds on Norton's track-you will not do that."

"I will do anything to reach the truth, Rachael Closs."
" But not that-not that."
" Not if I can help it; but an innocent man lies in the

prison down yonder. Am I to stand by and see him mur-
dered also ?

"But he may have done it. The evidence against him
is strong; he had her watch and a box of-"

"Hush, Rachael. I will not hear this from your lips.
You know the story that man told was true-every word
of it."

"Oh ! Hepworth, why are you so hard, so bitterly cruel?
To prove him guilty is to kill your sister!"

Rachael sank upon her knees, and clung to Hepworh, in
piteous agony.

"Oh ! Hepworth, I love him so-I love him so! Why
are you, my own, own brother, so ready to pursue him?"

Hepworth stooped down his head, and spoke in a low,
earnest voice :

"Because he has killed the best, the sweetest, the most-
oh, Rachael! because he has murdered a woman that in my
secret soul I loved as you loved him."
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"Hepworth!"
"She never knew it. I hardly knew it myself. Oh!

God forgive me! God forgive me!"
The young man threw himself upon a chair, covered his

face with both hands, and burst into a wild passion of tears,
the first Rachael had seen him shed since his boyhood.

CHAPTER XVI.

THE TWO ROOMS-

HEPWORTH left the house, for it was impossible for him

to remain in one place any length of time that day.
He had wandered by the Tombs, spent a few moments at

the hotel with Norton, and been twice with Rachael Closs,
as we have seen, and all without a definite purpose.

This youth spoke truly. He had never intended to insti-

gate a tragedy, or act any part, however remote, in one.
There was nothing cruel in his nature, but much that was

wild, ardent and unformed; for he was but, a youth, under

twenty, quick, impulsive, and impassioned, but not alto-

gether bad.
He had ardently desired the divorce, which would set the

woman he dared to love, free, and exalt a sister, who had
long been the dearest being to him on earth, to a lofty posi-
tion among a class of aristocrats whose unconscious scorn

had so galled her haughty self-esteem.
It was her influence which at first led him into the decep-

tion which he had so adroitly carried out, but even that

could not have carried him a step toward the more fearful
crime so fatally consummated. Hepworth had dared to love
the unhappy lady he was deceiving.

In her loneliness she had trusted him as her agent, en-
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encouraged him as a friend. Her sweetness, her beauty, and
that subtle influence which no human mind can explain,
aroused a new sentiment in the bosom of the youth.

In the divorce he was struggling to bring about he had
wild hopes for himself-secret, unbreathed, and so deep
down in his soul that he was hardly conscious of them ;but
they were not less passionate than those that filled the very
being of his sister, to wham he had at last confessed them.

These feelings took him to the house which still contained
all that the assassin's knife had left of Mrs. Hurst.

Maggie, the chambermaid, was on the steps talking to the
policeman as he came up, and she recognized him as a friend
of the poor lady who was gone.

She passed with him into the house, and began to cry at
once; for the sight of a familiar face brought back a fresh
remembrance of grief that had fallen upon the house.

"Tell me, my good girl-tell me, is she gone?"
He touched her with his hand ashe spoke, and to the girl

it felt like ice.
" Gone ? Not yet. It will be in the morning, I suppose:

but there is no one to say about anything. Madam had no
friends but you and old Mrs. Yates, for poor Daniel is in

-prison, though I am sure as sure can be that he never done

Maggie!"
"Well, Mr. Hepworth, what is it ?-"
"Would it be possible for me to go up?"
"Well, I shouldn't think it any harm myself. Old Mrs.

Yates went up two or three hours tgo, and hasn't come
down yet. There can't be no harm, anyway, without that
cretur Harriet tries to make something out of it. _She's al-
ways backbiting somebody, but who minds her? I don't,
for one. Walk up this way."

Hepworth followed the girl up stairs, and passed through
door she held reverently open. It was gently closed after
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him, and the young man thought himself alone with the

dead.
The chamber had been neatly -arranged since the inquest-,

The bed was white as a crusted snow-drift; fine lace fell

lightly around the pillows, softening their marble-like

purity, and fresh curtains hung like a cloud where the torn

draperies had been. A sweet scent of flowers floated

through the chamber, as if an atmosphere of Heaven had

already swept down. and enveloped the beautiful form that

lay upon the bed, covered by the counterpane as a living
person would have been. Waves of soft white muslin were

gathered over the marble bosom by a cluster of flowers.

The hair fell in ripples back from that calm, beautiful face,
and the white arms were folded within the loose muslin
sleeves, as if she had been praying, and fallen asleep with

God's blessing warm at her heart. There was nothing of
death apparent in the room but its awful stillness.

Hepworth stood within the dim chamber, almost afraid;

he longed to look upon that face once more, but could only
see vague, shadowy outlines. With a hushed tread he

moved across the carpet, and drew one of the curtains aside.

A gleam of dull radiance fell through, and he saw the death-

couch in all its pure whiteness, with that wan, sweet face

smiling coldly on its pillow.
The sight was too much for him. The sunshine that he

had let into the room, seemed like a sacrilege.. He dropped
the curtain gently, and a faint shudder crept through him

as its silken rustle stirred the solemn quiet.
Now he was by the couch again. His eyes had become

accustomed to the dimness, and he saw that lovely face,
with a soft haze of shadows trembling about it. All uncon-

scious of the action, he fell upon his knees, and sobs heavy
and deep shook the silence of the room.

Then came murmured words, so indistinct that Heaven

alone would ever keep the record, and another agony of sobs.
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Then the figure of a woman arose, came out from the
shelter of the curtains, and laid its hand on the young man's
shoulder, softly, as if an angel's wing had brushed it. In-
.stantly his grief changed into awe, and his pale, troubled
face was uplifted to that of an old woman who bent over
him.

"Hush!"she said. "I know that sounds of grief or joy
can never reach her again; but. she is given up to eternal
quiet-so let her rest."

Hepworth arose slowly from his knees, and followed the
old woman into a boudoir, which led from the chamber-.
that in which Ms. Hurst had been so fatally disturbed the

. last night of her life. It had not been touched since then,
The very book she was reading lay upon the carpet, by her
easy chair, as it had fallen from her hand.

The print of her foot was still on the cushion of an otto-
man, where it had tested when that voice first startled her.

Upon the amber damask of a couch which stood across
one corner of the room some embroidery she had been work-
ing upon glowed out in a tangle of iich colors.

In the window stood a miniature garden, in which ferns,
ivy, and gorgeously-tinted leaves were growing. Curtains
of amber silk, lined with pearl color, fell over the windows,
and on one side swept around a tall Hebe vase of oriental
alabaster, forming artistic draperies around the base. At
another window half the curtains were held back by a mar-
ble dancing girl, who seemed to be peeping out of her hid-
ing-place in search of a partner. The other half fell-loosely
to the floor, and floated like waves 6f pale gold over the
clustering flowers of the carpet. Everything in this room
was full of life and beauty.

The frightened servants had forgotten to close the shut-
ters, and the whole 'apartment was flooded with a soft rich
light, which fell with startling distinctness on the two per-

9
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sons that entered, pale and sad, from the cold whiteness of

that death chamber.-
To these persons the contrast was heart-rending. It was

like coming out of a marble tomb into the bland warmth of

summer. The mirrors that reflected them showed two

ghosts driven into the sunshine. More heart-rending a

thousand times was all this, glow and beauty than the

hushed and shrouded room they had left. In there, it had

seemed a year since the great misery had fallen upon them;-

but here, the very flowers that breathed a dying perfume

from the vases reminded them how short the time was since

that poor woman had arranged the blossoms with her own

hands.
They did not sit down, but stood together in the centre

of the room, looking mutely at each other.

" Have I seen your face before ?" questioned the woman,

with brevity.
"No; I think not. It is possible; but I do not remem-

ber yours.".
"But you were her friend."
"Her friend-her friend-I dare not say. Yet I would

gladly have died to save her life."
"I have just dressed her, brushed her hair, composed her

limbs, folded the whiteness of an angel about her. No one

wanted to prevent me-others were afraid-but I had

dressed her a hundred times, when she was a little baby.
It was my pride and joy to kiss the dimples in her feet and

arms, then. Now my lips touched ice. But they let me

have her to myself. For the cradle and for the grave, these

poor hands put -on her garments. No wonder they are
cold."

"Were you so near to her-did you know her so well?

The old woman touched Hepworth's arm with her hand.

"I was determined to say nothing about it; but your
Bobs have opened my heart, and I will. She was my foster..

I
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child. I loved her better than myself-better than my own
child, the innocent man, whom they have cast into prison
for murdering her.' You see how impossible that is. Why,
they sat on my knee together, like twins, and he loved her,
not like a brother (because brothers know nothing of such
devotion as he gave -her), but with the homage of a devotee
to his saint. It was to us she came in her trouble. Why
not? Who ever loved her so well?"

"Then you know who she was ?"
"Yes. Who should, if not the woman that nursed her ?

Did you ?"
"No. She never told me. I was her agent in some

money matters, and her friend, but never her confidant."
" Then you must have been her friend. No one else

would have been admitted to her. She is dead now, but he
is in danger-my son! I mean-my only son! Help me
to find the person who did it."

"If the lady was in trouble, did she not kill herself?"
Hepworth asked the question with hesitation and pain.

The certainty that the poor lady had put away her own life
would have been utter despair to him.

"That thought, too, came across me, but it was not so.
She was a Christian woman, very cruelly tried; a loving
woman, harshly dealt by, and threatened with deeper
wrong, but incapable of the wicked act you think of as the
angels are."

Hepworth sighed heavily-a sense of relief lightened the
gloom of his countenance.

"You ask my help, and I will give it," be said. "When
you laid your hand on my shoulder, an oath was almost on
my lips to search out the man who committed this foul
deed, and bring higi to justice."

" I am glad you did not take it. God asks no blind pro-
mises from His creatures, nor does He need our help to
work out His justice. I,. too, have almost made a vow--a-
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terrible vow; but not yet-not yet. Nor is there ven-

geance in it. All I ask is that you should help my son.

He is innocent, and in deadly peril. Were she living, I
know that this is what she would say: 'Save the inno-

cent! Leave the guilty with God."'
"I think she would have said it," answered Hepworth,

thoughtfully; "but I cannot feel in this way. There

should be no escape for a murderer."I
"There will. be no escape. Do you think a tightened

rope or the blow of an axe is the worst punishment that

can follow a crime like this ? Is not life sometimes more

terrible than death?"
Hepworth waved his hand slightly, as if her words failed

to convince him; but he did not oppose them. His thoughts
reverted back to the idea of suicide. He knew well that

Mrs. Hurst's husband was in the city, and had positive

proof that the voice and steps Daniel Yates had heard were

his; but he shrank more and more from believing the man

guilty. His object was to obtain the child. There had
been no thought of personal injury to the mother; and, if
his hand had struck her, it must have been when a moment

of supreme passion had driven him 'nsane.
Of deliberate murder, Hepworth did not accuse him, in

so much as a thought.
"You tell me that you are certain this lady did not

strike the blow herself, but give me no proof; surely, it was

possible," he said.
"1No, it was impossible. She could not- have done it.

The coroner decided that, because she was stabbed to the
heart by some sharp instrument, and nothing that could

have done it was found. He was right. She was stabbed
by a sharp instrument, and it was left in the room. I saw

it while they were examining my son. The evidence was
fearfully against him. The thing I saw might add to it.

It was within reach of my hand. I drew the skirt of my
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dress over the lace that half hid it, and when they were all
watching my poor boy, carried it off. It looked like a thing
I had seen before in his possession."

"But she may have used this instrument with her own
hand."

"If it could have been so, I might have felt glad for my
poor boy's sake, but it was not possible. She had fallen
across the bed, or was thrown there upon her side. The
blade struck her heart. If the dagger had dropped from
her hand, it would have fallen on the side of the bed where
she was lying. I found it on the other side, where no
feeble 'hand could have thrown it; but for this, I would
have given it to the coroner. It might have saved my son."

" May I see this weapon," asked Hepworth.
The old woman drew a- stiletto from her pocket, unwound

a handkerchief fiom its glittering blade, and held it toward
him. The handle was of platina, with embossments of
gold running over it; the blade slender, long and keen; a
stain of blood ran half way up, which reddened it like the
tongue of a viper.

The young man shrank from it at first, and lifted both
hands in horror to his face. Then he dropped them slowly,
took the dagger in his hand, and was examining it, when it
dropped from his hold, and he fell back senseless ; the
sight of her blood had made him faint.

After coming out of that deep fainting fit, Hepworth sat
upon the couch, which he had found strength enough to
reach, in dead silence. His heavy eyes were once or twice
lifted to Mrs. Yates, as if-he longed to thank her for the
care she was taking of him, but he did not speak, nor had
he a desire to move. Though the poniard had disappeared,
he did not ask to look upon it again. Indeed, it was
evident that the' bare sight of it had struck him with
deathly sickness, as many a brave man has grown pale at
the sight of blood, who would me3t death without flinching.
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It is a physical weakness, which has nothing to do with
real courage. The old lady remembered this, and merci-
fully put the weapon out of the way. The sight of it made
even her firm heart shrink.

" Is that terrible thing all that will hereafter remind me
of her ?" he said, with a shudder. "I wish it had been,
kept from my sight. Oh ! my God! I wish it had!"

" He must have been her faithful friend," thought the
old woman, looking at him with profound compassion. "I
should love him for the great sorrow that makes him weaker
than a woman."

She put a band in her bosom, and unfolding some tissue
paper, divided a heavy curl of chestnut-brown hair with
reverent touch, and held it toward him.

"The grave will not miss it," she said; "and in this
strange land she had so few friends."

Hepworth took the curl in his open hand, but the touch
made him shrink, and as he closed his fingers upon it, a
shudder passed over him.

" Take it back," he said, in a heart-broken voice. " I
have no right to keep it. I dare not keep it!"

Was he thinking of the treachery with which he had
acted toward that poor, wronged woman ? If so, there was
some good in the man, for that bright curl of hair filled
his soul with such bitter reproach, that its silken touch
unmanned him a second time.

"She would have given it to any one who had been kind
to her, I am sure," said the old woman, dropping the pre-
cious curl into the paper with a sigh. "Ah, me! how soon
this will be all that we have."

Hepworth looked at her wistfully, as she put the curl into
her bosom again.I

"Some time I will ask you for it," he said; "when I
have proved myself more worthy. Now I cannot, I can.
not." .I
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After this he went away, so weary and sad, that he could
hardly walk.

Then old Mrs. Yates went into the next room, and sat
down in the solemn twilight, with her sad eyes fixed on the
serene loveliness of that dead face. She had suffered terri-
bly within the last two days, and now a sort of apathetic
stillness came over her. Even there she found a sort of rest,
simply because it is not in human nature to suffer beyond a
certain point. Everything'has its reaction, even the sor-
rows for which the reason can find no remedy. She had
thought it a bitter trouble when this beautiful woman, who
had been her foster child and most tender friend, came from
across the ocean with her child, a fugitive from one of the
proudest homes in England, broken-hearted, wounded in
her pride, robbed of the love she prized above everything
on earth; the poor wife had fled so silently, that no one,
except the husband she had left, and the female whose
treachery had driven her to desperation, knew of the course
she had resolved upon.

At this time Mrs. Yates disapproved of the step her fos-
ter-child had taken.

The old woman, in her hard good sense, would not believe
that this high-born woman was separated from home, coun-
try and husband, forever; that her child would be kept in
hiding under a false name, beyond a few months; so she
humored the timid fugitive, whose great terror was, that by
some means her child would be taken from her-and carried
the little thing home, with the same tenderness that twenty-
three years before had been lavished upon the mother. In
order to give greater security, she persuaded Elizabeth
Yates to give the child her own name, and thus protected it
from all chances of 'molestation, while the mother was free
to have as much df its society as she thought safe.

In all things the old foster-mother and Daniel Yates had
proved true in their devotion; but how had it turned out?
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Who was the terrible enemy that had left her lying there ?
Had her coming brought ruin down upon them all, with
death to herself ?I

It was a sad, sad hour that 'Mrs. Yates spent after Hep-
worth left her in the death-chamber.

CHAPTER XVII.

MRS. YATES BRINGS TOUBLE TO HER SON'S WIFE.

ELIZABETH YATES had none of her mother-in-law's
strength of character, or power of self sacrifice. She was
an affectionate, loving little woman, ready to perform her
share of the labor, and take more than half the trouble that
might fall upon her married life; but was the last person
in the world to whom that staunch old woman would have
gone for counsel or for help. Indeed, it was the most diffi-
cult part of her own hard trial, that she must tell the poor
wife of the misfortune that had fallen upon her husband.

Up to this time silence had not been difficult. The
women were unknown in the building to which they had
moved, and no paper had been permitted to reach the young
matron, who had no idea that a greater trouble than her
husband's temporary absence, and the losses they had sus-
tained by the fire, threatened her.

She was still very anxious about the little girl they had
lost. The fear that she had perished in the flames, kept her
in a state of nervous depression.

What would Daniel say when he knew of its loss ? How
could she ever convince him that she had done her duty in
saving one child, and in leaving another to perish, for
neither of the children were in fact hers.

Elizabeth was conscious that no choice had been made.'

MRS. YATES BRINGS TROUBLE.
ix
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Before leaving the burning house, both she and her mother
had imperilled their own lives in searching for both the
children. No mother could have done more. These facts
were repeated to her over and over again by the old lady,
and while she was talking they had some effect; but they
only pacified the young wife for a time. Nothing but the
assurance of her husband could reconcile her entirely to
herself.

Why was he away when she needed him so much ? Why
was she so completely left alone in that strange place, with
so much trouble upon her?

As the young matron was asking these questions of her-
self, old Mrs. Yates came in.

She had just come from her duties in that death-chamber,
and her face was so sorrowful that a single glance awoke
apprehension in the younger woman.

"Oh, mother ! what has happened ? You look heart-
broken. Where is my husband ? Tell me! tell me! if
any harm has come to him?"

Mrs. Yates sat down by her daughter-in-law, took the
little girl that was left to them in her lap, and laid her
cheek against its head.

Elizabeth looked earnestly at her mother, and saw that
great tears were dropping on its golden curls. She reached
forth her hand, resting it on the old woman's knee.

"Mother, tell me what has happened."
The old lady did not' speak at first; her lips, usually so

firm, trembled, and she turned away her head, hoping to
conceal the tears that Elizabeth had' already discovered.

"Mother, tell me, what are you crying about?"
"Am I crying, Elizabeth ? It was because of the child, I

suppose. No-I must not say that. There is a trouble so
heavy on my mina; Elizabeth, that I have hardly thought
of her. I tried to spare you the worst, my dear, but it
must be told. On the night before the fire, Mrs. Hurst was
murdered in her room."
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"Mother "
"Hush, dear; that is not all-Daniel, my poor son, was

in the house that night, and they believe he did it."
"ile did it! My husband! Mother ! mother!"
"Be calm; do not cry out or look so wild, Elizabeth."
"But--but-how can I help it ? You know how good

be is, how kind. Oh ! mother, tell me this is not true."
"It was very hard to tell you this, Elizabeth. If I

could have borne the trouble all by myself, you never should
have heard of it."

"I know how kind you are. How could you be other-
wise, being his mother !"

The old woman bent over and kissed her daughter-in-law,
with mournful tenderness-.

Elizabeth, I have not told you the very worst."
The young woman drew back startled.
"How can anything be worse than that? He was so

upright, so proud, and thought so much of his good name.
If they wound that by their suspicions, it will break his
heart."

But there is something worse than suspicion, worse than
slander.

"What can be worse than that, for a man like our
Daniel ?"

"You know nothing about the law, Elizabeth."
"Oh! yes, I do. The law is for bad people, who commit

crimes; but he never committed a crime in his life. What
is the law to him?"

"But I, his old mother, am afraid of it."
"You, his mother, who know all about him. It seems to

me you are getting very timid. What harm can the law do
to an innocent man ? What I wonder at is, that he stays
away from us. That is strange."

"But, Elizabeth, he cannot help it."
"Not help it ! but why?"

14

The old woman hesitated, and sat for a moment with her
eyes cast to the floor.

" They have put him in prison, Elizabeth."
The young matron arose slowly to her feet. Every

vestige of color died out from her delicate face. Her eyes
were strained open.

"Is this true, mother?"
"They took him there while the fire was burning up our

home. I feared it then."
"But how can they ? He is innocent-innocent as I

am. Are prisons made for such men?
"I hope we can prove it, my poor child."
"But we know it! What need of proof, when we know

a thing?"
" He was in her house that night."
"Of course he was-I sent him. When you- did not

come back in time, I asked him to go over and bring little
Clara. Was there anything in that?"

"Oh! I wish he had not gone. If it had only been
me!" said Mrs. Yates, sadly.

"Was it wrong for him to go? If it was, I sent him,
and they should punish me. I meant no harm; but it was
me who did it."

"Elizabeth, I understand this no more than you can;
but Daniel was in the house that night, and saw the lady.
She gave him some things to keep, and seemed to be afraid
of something that was going on up stairs. He told the
coroner all about it."

"And after that they sent him to prison ?"
"Yes, after that."
"Who it the coroner ? What kind of a man ? Why

didn't he believe my husband, who never told a lie in his
life ? Never-I will swear to it."

" There was a jury, Elizabeth."
"And what is that ? Something by which they mean to

oppress my poor husband-a part of the law, I suppose ?"
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"No; it is more than one man. Several persons are
called in from among the people, who listen to all the
evidence, and then decide upon it."

"And all these men united in sending my husband to
prison?"

"Yes, Elizabeth, the facts seemed so hard against him."
"The facts! the facts ! Why mother, you-you--"
A sad smile crept over the mother's face, for she in-

terpreted Elizabeth's thoughts before they were spoken.
"No; I do not believe one word of it, nor would those

men, if they knew, with us, how impossible it is that he
could have done it."

"My husband hurt a woman! I wonder they did not
blush at the thought of it," broke forth the wife, with a
gleam of scorn in her eyes.

"But they did not know our Daniel. To them he was
like any other man surrounded by suspicious circum-
stances," answered Mrs. Yates.

"But they shall know all about it. You and I will find
where these jurymen live, and tell them how good a man
they have taken from his home and locked up in a prison.
They will believe-as everybody does believe you-and they
will give us a paper or something which will let him out."

The old lady shook her head, but Elizabeth would not be
discouraged.

"Only go with me. Remember how often you have said
that Truth was mighty. If it is mighty alone, how much
more likely it will be to prevail when it comes from a man's
own mother and wife. How could they help believing us ?"

" My dear, dear child, it would be useless. These men
have no power to release him, now. He must wait."

"What! in prison ?"
"I fear so, Elizabeth."
"But it will kill him1! Oh! mother, you are so strong,

so wise, so good ! Do something. You can ! you can I

MRS. YATES BRINGS TROUBLE.
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Somebody must have the power to let him out. If that
person is human, he will listen to us, and believe us. I'm
sure I would believe you, only from looking into your face,
and I ought to look honest. Besides, I shouldn't be afraid
to speak when it was for him."

Again the old woman shook her head. The affectionate
ignorance of that young wife almost broke her heart.

"They wouldn't! Oh ! mother, what can we do ? Won't
you help him?"

"Won't I, Elizabeth ? Need you ask that question of
his old mother?"

"But now, now; don't cry, mother. I didn't mean to
hurt your feelings; but I do so want him home with us
again. Only get him out, and you shall have him all to
yourself. I'll never, never be jealous about his loving you
so very, very much again ; but I'll sit over on the other
side of the room, and not ask to be hardly noticed, at first-.
for, of course, he'll owe it all to you. I don't know how to
go about anything like that, but I love him. Oh ! mother,
mother, my heart will break, if you do not get him- out of
that prison."

"Elizabeth, my poor, poor child, wait a little-wait a
little. I know it is hard, but he bear it better than we do."

Elizabeth looked up eagerly.
"Have you seen him, mother?"
"Yes, my child."
"In there ?"

"Yes; I went to the prison."
"And they let you in ? They do let women go in?"
"At certain hours."
"Mothers, I suppose; but no one else," said Elizabeth,

sadly-" no one else."
She looked wistfully in that downcast face, then stole

both arms around the old woman's neck.
"Would you like to go where he is, Elizabeth?"

156

J



MRS. YATES BRINGS TROUBLE.

"Would I! would I!I Oh ! mother!"
"Then you shall go."
The wife started up, took down her little straw bonnet

and the shawl which her mother had saved from the flames,
and before the old woman knew what she was about, stood

ready for the street.
"Come, mother-I am ready."
"I did not mean to disappoint you, dear; but it is impos-

sible to see him before morning. The prison is closed long
before this time."

"Oh, mother I"n
The poor woman took off her bonnet and put her shawl

away. Tears were rolling from her cheeks now, and she sat

down in her bitter disappointment, sobbing piteously.
"Oh, mother, it seems so long till morning," she sobbed-

out, half in sorrow, half in unreasonable reproach.
Mrs. Yates put aside her own grief for awhile, and taxed

her intellect for some means of consoling her son's wife.

She was not a woman to offer vain suggestions, or design
futile promises, in order to gain an hour or two of peace;
but she knew that action was the best antidote to impa-.
tience, and in her strong good sense suggested it.

"Daniel would be glad to see us at any time, I know,"
she said; "but it would be almost unkind to go there with-

out something to soften the hardships they put upon him."

Elizabeth held back her sobs, and listened, while her

mother-in-law went on.
" He is always delicate in his appetite, you know, my

dear." .
"But they will not regard that, I suppose-won't even

ask him what he likes. It's unreasonable to expect that,'
isn't it? and he so very particular about his coffee; and
wanting hot muffins for breakfast almost every morning.
Oh! if I could only be there to cook things for him. The

prison wouldn't frighten me much, I'm sure; but it cannot

4 

Ibe. They wouldn't let me, I'm afraid, if I were to go down
on my knees."1

The poor woman began to sob once more, for every mo-
ment opened some new misfortune to her. At first she only
regarded the close darkness of the prison, the humiliation
and disgrace; that it must have broken her husband's heart
already; but now came a cause of anxiety that she could
clearly understand and feel.

It had been her pride to cook little delicacies and invent
savory dishes that would tempt her husband's appetite
before or after his day's work, and she could not bear, even
in his own home, that any hand but hers should minister to
him in this respect. Now, he must do without her care,
and accept what might be placed before him. They might
not make his coffee perfectly clear, and were more than
likely, because he was a mechanic, to expect him to use
brown sugar in it-a thing she had never allowed.

Mrs. Yates had acted wisely in turning the little house-
keeper's thoughts in that direction. It opened an idea of
usefulness that comforted her greatly, and she began at
once to make her calculations.

" Mother, did you see what they gave him to eat?"
"Yes, Elizabeth; his breakfast stood upon the floor of his

cell. He had not tasted a mouthful of it."
"No wonder. A night away from us would have taken

away his appetite any way, but in that place-is it so very,
very gloomy, Mother Yates?"

"His cell is very small and very close, but clean."
"I am glad of that; but you have not told me what they

gave him to eat."
"A lump of bread, wholesome enough, I should think,

and a tin cup full of coffee."
"A tin cup ? - Poor fellow! he would never drink out of

that; but the coffee. Was it clear ? Did they insist on
brown sugar ?"

I'
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" There was no sugar; only molasses."
" Molasses for him ! Oh, mother! what can we do ?

Such living will break him down in a week .6 Isn't it possi-.

ble to persuade them to let me stay there and wait upon
him?"

"I was thinking of that, Elizabeth-I asked the ques-

tion. We can carry anything we like to him at certain

hours."
"In the morning ? Can we do it then?"
"Yes, and it will be so pleasant to carry him something

nice of your own cooking."
Elizabeth was tying on her bonnet in eager haste, the

tears stood without dropping on her cheeks. She had found
something that she could do.

"Mother, will you stay with the child, and, if you are
not very tired, make up a fire in the stove ? I will be back
very 'soon. How glad I am you told me about that misera-
ble coffee. Isn't it fortunate that we have saved up some
money, and that you thought to put it in your bosom when
the fire broke out. I do think there never was such a
thoughtful woman born."

Mrs. Yates watched her as she left the room, and turned-

away with a dull, heavy sigh when she disappeared. She
was glad to see that anything could break up the terrible
tidings she was compelled to bring; but the idea of giving
her son more comfortable food was not enough to brighten.
the gloom that surrounded her.

It was almost dark when Elizabeth came back, with a
new basket on her arm, from which she drew forth aplump
chicken, some cake, a pound of coffee that scented the whole

room, fresh biscuits, and some fruit.
"I wouldn't stint myself, you see. While we have a

dollar it belongs to him. They have put him in a prison,
but you and I will feed him as if it were a palace. Oh, you
have got the oven heated. How kind of you ! .Now, while

you grind the coffee, I will stuff the chicken. He will not
mind its being cold. Here is a little jar of pickles, and a
glass of currant jelly."

Elizabeth hung up her shawl as she was speaking, rolled
the sleeves from her delicate white arms, and was soon hard
at work filling the bosom of the chicken, to more than its
original plumpness, with handsful of savory dressing. ~

CHAPTER XVIII.

BROTHER AND SISTER.

-1~ "RACHAEL, I say, once again, that you cannot marry
that 'Man1"

Hepworth Closs, for such was the young man's name,
though, as I have said, he was registered at the hotel and in
the passenger list, as J. Hepburn only, had seen but little
of his sister of late; for he had been'earnest in his efforts
to assist Daniel Yates, and had kept aloof from her and the
man against whom his suspicion had been so tenaciously
fastened; but this day he had called upon her, and some
words she dropped brought forth the stern interdict.

"And why, Hepworth ? Surely, since all this evidence
has come out against Daniel Yates, you can have no linger.-
ing suspicion of Norton, who has no idea that you can think
so ill of him?"

"I have expressed no suspicion orany one; but speak
only to one point. Let what will come, you must not think
of him. But he will not ask you-the shock has been too
great."

A strange smile fished across Rachael's face. She bent
down and began to play with the little girl who was sitting
on the floor.

10
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"You smile, Rachael."
"Why not?" she answered, gently.I "If a pleasant

thought comes across me, now and then, you should not

grudge it, Hepworth. I do not have so many.'
The child broke away from Rachael and stood apart, look-

ing at him with her large, wide-open eyes. Was it a re-

semblance to the poor lady, or the horrors of her mother's

death which had impressed hiur with that feeling of ner-

vous dread when he looked upon the little creature, or was

it that he could not see his sister connected by any tie with

that man without a sensation of revolt?
"Rachael," he said turning away from those troublesome

eyes, "why is it that this poor orphan remains with you?

Her presence here troubles me; I cannot bear the sight of

her in your arms."
"He desires it. He insists that I shall take charge of

her."
".But-I insist that you shall not."

"That is unreasonable, brother. HQw long is it since you

imposed this duty on me as an atonement for the trouble we

have brought upon her mother ? "

Hepworth looked at her without speaking. He evidently
argued his side of the question at a disadvantage. With

her quicker and more subtle intellect she had always influ-

enced him, and he felt her power yet.
" Rachael, I have been in that house. I have seen that

poor wronged lady lying in her deathly sleep. On my

knees, and with the icy chill of her presence upon me, I had

an oath upon my lips."
Rachael looked at him wildly, and as wildly questioned

him.
"What oath?"
"Never to rest till her murderer was brought
"An oath-you in that house! What carried

Have you no fear of the danger?"

4,A

to justice."
you there ?
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"I did not think of that, nor shall I. When my eyes
fell upon her, lying in that room, so like life, yet with the
awful stillness of death on her, I had but one thought,
that of avenging her and of saving an innocent man."

Rachael came close to him now. There was anger as
well as consternation in her look.

"Hepworth, you have come to hate Norton. He has
been your friend, your benefactor and mine. If I have a
hope of happiness on earth, it rests with him; if your ambi-
tion is ever to be gratified, it must be through him. Why,
then, turn your back upon the good which is held out to you ?
If a crime has been committed, it is not your fault. You
neither did it nor imagined the doing of it. Why, then,
look so pale and talk so strangely ? Why attempt to hunt
down your best friend, whose innocence'in this matter has
gone-hand and hand with yours?"

Hepworth did not answer her, but bent his head as if he
expected her to go.on.

" Then if you attempted to hunt him down, how could it
be done ? In what way can you prove that he was in the
house that night ? Who saw him ? What human being
could swear to his presence? I could not, though he said as
much; but men often boast of things they have never done.
And if it comes to that, Hepworth, if you insist on raking
this terrible thing to the bottom, where will the evidence
fall heaviest ? On yourself! You are the only man who
has visited her house, or that seemed to take an interest in
her. You acted as her agent in money matters, knew all
about her property, have even deposited large sums of her
money in your own name?

"But it was at her own request," cried the young man,stricken with amazement as Rachael made out her case
against him.

"No 'matter about that. Who knows it ? How would
you account for your presence here ? You will say that
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her trustees in England sent you here to, arrange about her

remittances, and see to her comfort. She believed it; but,
a court of justice will be apt to ask questions. A message,
over the cable will soon bring back an answer, that her

trustees are acquainted with no such person as J. Hepburn,
only that they have sent money to him from time to time

in her behalf, and by her direction."
"But I never defrauded her of a shilling-never thought

of it. She desired me to deposit the money in my own
name, that her presence in the city might not be traced

through her bankers. It was no proposition of mine."
"I know that, Hepworth; but you are bent upon accus-

ing Norton, and I wish to show you that the attempt would-

but recoil on yourself. Well, this matter of the money is
against you, and cannot be explained. Then comes other

evidence. Norton desired an interview with his wife. It

was unwise to obtain it in the usual way, as it was impor-
tant that his presence here should be kept secret. A

key was taken from the house, and missed within an hour

after you left it. Do not start! that is not all. One of the

servants was sure to be out that night; but there were two
others to be disposed of. One, a thick-headed Irishman,

was inclined to take the prettiest of the maids for a sweet-

heart.
"Who was it that suggested to him that the elder and

uglier one had money in the bank, and might be considered

as a sort of heiress ? When this man's cupidity took fire

at this, who was it that suggested a long walk to the mar-

ket, an offer to carry home the market basket, and, in order

to make the thing sure, observed that Mrs. Hurst was very

particular about the fruit for her table, and could trust no

man to select it but himself? That bait carried two of the

servants away, but another was left. It was necessary to
get her out of the house. A note was written-in a dis-

guised hand, truly, but experts make clean work of that-

hinting that her sweetheart was false, and she could obtain
a proof of it by following him to the market that night,
where he was going with Harriet, the cook. Thus all the
servants in the house were sent away, as it is possible to
prove, by your direct personal agency. What for?"

"4Go on, go on!"1 said Hepworth, to whom this phase-of
the question was both new and startling.

"Well, by this means the house was cleared of witnesses,
and all would have been perfectly arranged, but for the
accidental coming of Daniel Yates. Up to this time no
human being appeared in the affair but yourself. After all
this preparation, what happens? A man -comes up the
steps at a moderately late hour of the evening. He enters
with a key obtained by yourself; hard words follow; the
lady protests; the child escapes; a woman is killed. Who
was this man? The coroner's jury say that it was Daniel
Nates. Clear him; help him to prove that another person

s in the house, and used violence, both in words and.
act ns, with the woman, as he represents, and the natural
sequence is, that this other man was the murderer, because
he had prepared the way, because he was connected in
some sort with the lady, and had a strong motive for put-
ting her out of life, as her money was all in his name, and
there was no one who would question his ownership, but
herself. Let Daniel Yates be believed; clear him-and
the evidence all recoils back on yourself.

"There is not one thing that can implicate any other per-
son.. We know that Norton was there. So far Yates was
correct; but who else knows it? 'And even our evidence
would not be proof, for neither of us saw him go or come.
Now tell me, Hepworth Closs, if it would not be the folly
of a madman, were you found acting in this matter? "

The young min sat down and buried his face in his
hands. Did he indeed stand in such peril ? Was not the
evidence, in fact, stronger by far against him, than it could
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be made. to appear against Norton ? Every step he had

taken to aid that man in- obtaining his child, and thus

urging a divorce, might be brought to bear on the murder.

There was another point against him, which Rachael had

not mentioned, but which filled his heart with a deeper dis-

may than all the accumulation of details her eloquence had

heaped upon him, but of this he said nothing. It was

locked too deeply in his beart for any chance of speech.

"You see how it is," said Rachael summing up her case

like a lawyer. "The evidence fastened itself on Yates at

first. No other man was seen to enter or leave the house

with anything like certainty. There was a rumor, at first,
that two men were seen, but that came to nothing. But for

the box and watch, which Yates carried away, there would

have been no evidence against him. Now the question is,
did she give him those things, or did he take her life in order

to obtain them?"
Rachael had talked herself into a fever of excitement; a

rich color flushed into her face ; every nerve -seemed to vi-

brate to the intensity of her feelings. She walked to and.

fro as she spoke, but at times stood still, enforcing her words

by a quick gesture of the hand.,
" Another thing," she said, "another link in the chain of

evidence, which would prove you, an innocent man, guilty
of this murder. The jury questioned old Mrs. Yates about

being out that night, and she did not answer. Why ? This

is the truth. She did not care to say that a message had

reached her from one of the theatres, sent by an actress,
who had entrusted an infant to her care-for she is, in real--

ity, grandmother to neither of the children who call her so.

One was taken because the family were in sad want of

money. The other sits yonder, and is Norton's child. You

sent that message. The actress was not even in the city,
had not been-for more than a year. Thus you provided

that no one should interfere when Norton went for his child.
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You feared that she might come after it, and thus secured
her absence."

"No, it was not my doing, Rachael Closs, but yours. All
these things were of your suggestion."

"But you alone appeared in them, Hepworth."
Hepworth arose and took his hat.
"You will let this drop," said Rachael, placing her hand

on his arm.
Closes did not answer, but shook her hand from his arm

and left the room.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE PRISONER AND HIS WIFE.

As early in the morning as it was possible to gain access.
to the Tombs, Mrs. Yates went there with her daughter-in-
law, who had worked hard till ten o'clock at night, prepar-
ing the little feast she intended for her husband, and com-
pleted it. in the morning, after a sleeples's night, such as she
had never spent before in her life. At half past nine she
was ready, with a pretty new basket on her arm, covered
with a damask napkin, which she had bought the night
before, and washed with her own hands.

People might thinksill of her husband, and charge him
with dreadful crimes, but they should find that he had a
decent home, and a wife that knew what the comforts and
proprieties of life meant.

If no one else honored him, they should find the wife of
his bosom remiss in nothing. These thoughts sustained her
wonderfully, until she came within sight of the prison ; then
the heart sank in her bosom. The gloom of that pon-
derous mass of stone, crushed all- courage out of it, and left
her weak as a child..
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"Oh1! mother, is it there they have put him ? Will he
ever, ever get out of that awful place ?",

"Do not be frightened, Elizabeth. It isn't so very dread-
ful after you get a little used to it. We must be brave and
cheerful, or it will discourage him, you know."

"Yes, yes, I will not forget," answered the poor woman,
gasping for breath ; "but are you certain they will let
us in?"

"Come this way, and I will ask."
"It seems like entering a cellar," Elizabeth thought, as

she waited by the door, while Mrs. Yates went in and spoke
to the officer in attendance. This man seemed to take some
interest in the case, for he came forward and kindly told
Elizabeth that she might pass through with her mother. In
a gentlemanly, quiet way, he lifted a corner of the napkin
from her basket, to satisfy himself that it contained noth-
ing contraband, and directed the man at the door to let her
go through into the enclosure beyond.

Elizabeth followed Mrs. Yates, trembling in every limb,
and looking wildly around, as if she were in a den of wild
beasts, and expected some ferocious animal to leap upon her
at every turn.

She breathed a little more freely when a patch of green
turf met her eye. Surely God had not entirely forsaken the
place, so long as he permitted fresh grass to spring out of
it, and sent down sufficient sunshine to give it life.

But directly she came into a court paved with blocks of
stone, and hedged in everywhere by prison buildings, dark
and gloomy as the grave. It seemed as if she never would
find strength to pass this hard, barren spot, from which
doors on every side opened into the heart of the prison.
On one side she caught the gleam of some coarse garden
flowers, pallid and unhealthy, as if they had come to perish
in prison, and so, find an end to their short lives. There
was nothing enlivening even in the sight of these flowers,

-4,I

and the poor woman grew sick with apprehension. In this
state she entered that grim stone hall which is known as the
" Men's Prison," and stood in a narrow, open court, lighted
from the roof, threaded over, on the sides and both ends,
with narrow iron galleries, into which innumerable iron
doors opened, tier after tier, to the ceiling.

" Come," said Mrs. Yates, tenderly, for she saw how the
woman suffered; "come, it will seem better in his cell."

Mrs. Yates led the way up a winding flight of steps, and
along one of the galleries. Elizabeth followed her, knowing
by the heavy tread that an officer was behind. The ascent
of the stairs took away her breath; the narrow iron foot-
path, lifted high above the court, made her dizzy; each
instant it seemed as if she must jump over and end it all.

The keeper behind her stopped, made a grating noise
with his key, and a black mass of iron swung almost against
her. Mrs. Yates stepped into the cell first, laid a bundle
of clean clothes that she had provided for her son on the
bed, and whispering him that Elizabeth had come, stole out
again.

Descending to the yard, she sat down in a shady place
and waited; for this woman, whom some men would have
pronounced unfeminine, simply obeyed the intuitive delicacy
of a strong, but most delicate nature. She knew that even
a mother would be out of place in that cell, when the hus-
band and wife held their first meeting after a great calamity
had fallen upon them. Though the man up yonder was her
only son, the dearest human being known to her on earth,
she recognized the supreme right of'his wife to be first with
him, even in his trouble, and went off alone, leaving them
together.

She was very sorrowful and lonely, this brave old woman,
but in all her thoughts that day she gave this fact no place.
It was of her son she was thinking, and of the foster-child
whose death had left him in such peril.
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The old lady had judged rightly. Her son hardly gave
her a thought when he heard that his wife stood out side
the cell-door.

When Elizabeth came in, pale as a ghost, and trembling
in all her limbs, he forgot even that he was in prison, but
took her in his arms in a fit of blind tenderness, thanking
God for her presence, as if she had been away from him for

years.
"Elizabeth, my poor girl, this place does not seem like a

prison to me now."
She was clinging to him fondly. Sick and dizzy as she

was, his very touch made her well, his voice thrilled through
her, and she shook with sobs that had more joy than pain in
them.

"Oh, Daniel! I am so glad, so miserable! Did you
want me? Did you think I would come?"

"I wanted you, darling, and I was sure that you would
come the moment my mother told you. Did my being
away from home make you very unhappy?"

She lifted her eyes to his face and shook her head.
"4I did not understand it, Daniel. Your mother told me

that you were called away on business for the lady, and that
was a thing I never could fathom."

"But you were grieved by her death?"
"Yes, I was grieved, because you liked her so much, and

she was so good to us; but now it makes me faint to think
of her, for she has brought you here."

" No, no; she was an angell! You must always think of
her in that way, let what will happen. In her whole life
she has done me nothing but good. If I know more, am
better educated, and blessed with prosperity which few
mechanics ever reach to, it all came from her. She was
everything to me."

"But you never loved her, Daniel ?n
" Loved her? Yes, I did--better than my own life."

4
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"Better than you love me ?" said the little woman,
withdrawing herself from his arms with a touch of pride;
"better than you love me, Daniel ?"

" Better? No, no! nor in the same way. You are my
wife-my own kind, good wife, whom it was happiness to
love; but she was so different-more to me, and less. I
never lifted my -eyes to her with such love. Heaven
forbid !"

"But it may be that you will die for her?"
"No, Elizabeth; you need not fear that. Innocent men

do not often.come to death in this country or any other. I
may suffer in many ways, it is true, but we need not fear
anything so terrible as death."

"Is this so, or are you saying it only to comfort me?"
"Did I ever say that which was not true, Elizabeth?"
"No, no; but I have been dreadfully frightened. So is

your mother. I can see that, though she tries to hide it,
and I thought you might pity me so much as to

"No, no, my darling! I will not do that. I am in seri-
ous trouble, certainly, but we shall find a passage out. My
poor mother suffers, I know, but you must not allow that to
depress you."

"How can I help it, when you are here, Daniel?"
"By taking courage, as a brave woman should. See

how strong and firm my mother is!"
" But she is so wise, Daniel. I can never, never be like

her."
"But you are more cheerful already, Elizabeth. The

cell looks almost bright now that you are in it."
Elizabeth almost smiled. She remembered the basket

of dainties, and taking it up from the floor, placed it on her
lap, as she lifted the napkin.

" See, dear, I have brought you some breakfast. Where
will you eat it ? There is no table."

Yates smoothed the bed-clothes, and laid the napkin over
them.
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" This will have to do, Elizabeth. I had no appetite half
an hour ago. The very sight of this food here drove it
away; but you have come, and I am hungry."

"I cooked them all myself," said Elizabeth, proudly.
"Ab, I am glad mother put in plates and a cup."

She took the roasted chicken by its locked legs and laid
it on the plate, looking into her husband's face in hopes that
he would reward her with a smile.

" Plump, isn't it ?" she said, flushing a little, setting the
plate on her lap and carving the chicken, which she laid in
delicate slices from the breast on another plate.,

He took it eagerly from her hand, for the very sight of it
sharpened his appetite.

"Not yet, not yet," she protested, cutting the rounded
breast, and thrusting a spoon in. "1 made the stuffing
myself. There, now, help yourself to some jelly, and let
me make sure that you really have an appetite."

The pretty housewife uncovered a jar of currant jelly,
and looked almost happy as her husband took out a spoon-
ful and laid it, bright and red as molten rubies, on his plate.
It was a joy to see him eat the dainty things her love had
selected and her hands had cooked.

"You like it, Daniel ?" she questioned, while soft, warm
tears came to her eyes, she was so thankful to see him eat
her little feast with a relish.

"Like it, dear ! Why, it almost makes me feel at home.
A meal like this, with you sitting by, takes half the gloom
from a prison."

Elizabeth crept around to the end of the bed and stole
her arm caressingly around his neck while he was eating.
She thought how hungry he must have been, and would
not disturb him; but more than once he felt her soft kisses
falling like rose-leaves upon his hair.

"Have you done with the chicken?" Elizabeth inquired,
as Yates laid down his knife and fork. "Shall I carve you
another bit?"

THE PRISONER AND HIS WIFE.

4

"No; I think not. We will save the rest for to-morrow.
I have had a splendid meal."

"Not at all! It isn't over yet by a good deal," said the
proud little wife, sitting down by the basket again. "See
here ! A cup of coffee. I don't think it is cold yet-and
these, and these!"

The triumphant little woman held up a couple of peaches,
red on one side, golden on the other, and ripely mellow,
with a noble, cluster of hot-house grapes, whose purple
bloom was more tempting even than the peaches.

"1I remembered how you loved them," she said.
The young husband smiled outright now. That good

little wife had turned his cell into a nook of paradise. He
almost forgot that he was a prisoner, or that poor lady dead.

"But you must eat these with me, Elizabeth; they will
taste sweeter so-a great deal sweeter.

He held a grape to her lips as she spoke. She bent for-
ward and took it like a bird. Then he divided a peach, and
would not touch a mouthful till he had seen her white teeth
buried in one-half of it.

" This is having a dear little wife about one," he said, as
she took the peach from her mouth and offered him a kiss.

Tears stood in the eyes of both, but gleams of happiness
sparkled through them.

After the meal was finished, Elizabeth folded the napkin
over the fragments, and removing a Testament from its
bracket near the door, laid the little bundle of food upon it,
putting the jelly glass and pickle jar behind, thus giving a
little rich coloring to the dead Whiteness of the wall,
Then she stowed away the dishes, knives and forks in her
basket, and put them aside.

"Now," she said, sitting down by his side, "we have
nothing to do bit talk-. Oh, yes, I forgot! Mother
brought you some clean. clothes. There they are, on the
mite of a pillow. I wish so much-"

T4
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"Well, Elizabeth, what is it you wish ? that I were safe
home again?" .

"Oh! that above all things; but, if it cannot be, wouldn't

they let me stay here with you?"
Yates smiled a little sadly, and shook his head.
"1You can be here a great deal of the day, I think, but

not altogether. It would be a dreary place for you in the
night. See how little air can come in."

Elizabeth looked up at the long, deep slit cut through the
depths of the wall, sadly enough.

"But you must stay here," she said, mournfully, for all
the horrors of the prison were coming back upon her.

"1We will not talk of that now, but try to make the best
of everything. Where is mother? I thought she came
with you. Surely I heard her voice, and saw' her for a mo-
ment." L

"She has gone somewhere, meaning to leave us alone, I
suppose. Oh, Daniel, what should I do without her?"

"What should either of us do? It is her energy that
keeps me up."

"But I am of a little good, Daniel ?" pleaded the wife,
with a tinge of jealousy.

The prisoner put his arm around her waist, drew her
close to his side, and kissed her.

"You are my dear, dear wife, and such a comfort!
Meantime the old lady had been sitting in her shady

place in the prison-yard, quite patiently, and willing that-
her son should be comforted without her help.

She knew that all relations of life have their privileges,
and never thought of grieving because the young wife was,
in one sense, nearer the prisoner's heart than herself. Nay,
she loved Elizabeth all the better, because she had a power
of comforting her son beyond anything she possessed. So
she sat- there, quietly, knowing that she was forgotten for
the time, and content that it should be so. She was ready,

K
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in the broadest sense, to suffer and die for her son; but it is
not always those who are willing to make great sacrifices
that are the best loved.

It is in human nature that Yates should have felt quite
as warmly toward the wife, who had given him a good din-
ner and brightened his cell with the sweet comforts of home,
as for the mother who toiled for him, in action and thought,
every hour of her life--whose whole being was given up to
his welfare.

The time which passed so quickly with those two per-
sons in the cell, dragged like lead with her ; but she would
not allow herself to disturb them until two dull hours had
dragged by. Then she left the yard.

CHAPTER XX-

MATTHEW STACY EXPLAINS THE LAW TO HARRIET.

THE funeral was over. A hearse and one gloomy car-
riage, with the curtains down, had crept away from that
house, through a little crowd of persons that gathered about
the door-step, and moved slowly along the streets toward the
nearest ferry.

An old woman and a young man were in the carriage,
cold, silent and tearless, but more grievously sad than noisy
sorrow ever is.

These two stood beside the grave and saw the last square
- of turf laid over that hapless woman. Then they turned

away silently and parted. She rode in solitary mournfulness
back to her hoie; but the young man wandered through
that wilderness of graves all night long.

During those hours of watching, a change came upon him
that marked his character for life. There had been some
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show of sorrow in that doomed house, as its mistress was

carried out of it.
Maggie Casey shut herself up in her own room and wept

passionately. Her grief was sincere, her heart nearly broken.

She had, in truth, lost her best friend.
Harriet stood in the basement entrance holding a white

napkin in her hand, with which she wiped her eyes now and

then, giving out little sniffy sobs, which seemed to challenge
Matthew to come out and comfort her, a duty he was not

slow to perform.
" Come in, come in," he said, with mellow Hibernian ten-

derness, passing his arm as far as possible around her waist.

"It's only Matthew Stacy as'has a right to wipe these tears

away. Give me the napkin. There, there, there. It's all

over now, poor soul. It's no time at all, worth mentioning,
that she'll have to stay.in purgatory, never fear."

. Matthew had given the napkin a gentle rub against each

of Harriet's lead-colored eyes, in these delicate efforts at

consolation, and swept it lovingly across the lower part of

her face, where some moisture had gathered. Harriet liked

the attention so well, that she seemed disposed to encourage
it with a new supply of tears, but he gave her a little shake

with his arm.
"Hut-tut, my dear, is it breaking yer heart, ye are, and

for a woman too? Faix, but ye couldn't do more, if it was

myself that was being carried off wid black horses afore me,
and illigant bunches of feathers atop of me. It's a most

jealous, I am, Harriet storee"
" Oh, Matthew !"
"Whist, whist now!',
" How-how can you be so dread-dreadfully cruel. You

in a hearse with black feathers and-and all the rest of it-

and I looking on, all alone in the world-a poor, lone widdy

that has never been married. Oh! Matthew, the very
thought of it just breaks the heart in my -bosomn. Ye can
feel it bating now like a thrip-hammer."

,
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Matthew did not exactly know where a woman's heart
ought to bestir itself, but following the action of Harriet's
hand, he laid his own where her system seemed most
turbulent.

" The dear heart, how it bates, and all for its Matthew,"
said the lover.

"All yours-all yours," whimpered the cook.
"Oh ! the tenderness of it!" said Matthew.
"For you, Matthew, it has the tenderness and heat of-

of a spring chicken, briled."
Matthew gave an unctuous smack with his lips.
"I can taste the richness of it now," he said.
A sudden knock at the basement door, made Harriet free

herself, with a jump, from that caressing arm. She took a
moment to compose her features, and then turned the latch,
looking out demurely at the policeman, who stood waiting
for her.

"t I have no orders to remain here longer," he said: "4but
if anything happens, you will find me on my beat."

Harriet shook her head mournfully, thanked the man for
being so kind, and closed the door again.

"Is he gone entirely?" inquired Matthew, under his
breath.

"Yes, he turned up street from the gate."
"Let me see. It's best to make sure."
Matthew went up to the front door, opened it softly

and looked after the policeman, who was walking leisurely
away.

"It's all right, he's gone," said Mattbew, coming back
to the basement on tip-toe, and speaking in a mysterious
whisper.

"I know that," answered Harriet, opening her eyes as
wide as their rather heavy setting would permit; "but what
of it'?"

"Why-ain't we monarchs of-of.--. It's poetry, my dear,
11
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but I haven't just got the swing of it; but the meaning
is, that you aid I are master and mistress in these

premises."
"How is that?"
'"Do you, understanA law, Harriet?"

"Not a bit of it--only that coroners and policemen

belong to it.",
"But you know' that a dead person must have heirs, or

else allthat belongs to em" will go to rack and ruin."

"Well, I suppose so," answered Harriet, rather bewild-

ered.
"The poor creathur they have just took away hadn't no

children."'
"Not as we know of."
"Nor brothers, nor sisters, nor yet father or mother."

"I never heard of any such."
" Then, who is her heirs ?
"I'm sure I-don't know, Matthew."
" In course, not. What has a delicate female to do with

the law? She's expected to. be soft and loving and con-

formable like you.; but the law, Harriet, that's above the

feminine mind. It takes a man to grapple with it. Wo-

men must always come to us for their law. Now, I am a

man as studies deep."
Harriet looked a little awestruck at this announcement.

" Deep, and with continuations at night. I was once in a

lawyer's office."
"What! You, Matthew,?"
"A, tip-top lawyer, who gave out knowledge like a steam

ingine. The papers that I carried here and there was full

of law, and I caught it, as little boys do the measles."

"You are making game of me. I don't believe in the

catchingnesa of the law," said Harriet, a good deal puzzled.

Ask the policemen, if you don't believe me. They

know how catching it is."

18
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"Oh! come, now, talk sense,"- said Harriet. "You was

saying something about her as is gone."
"What a memory you've got, Harriet! Well, I was say-

ing that every dead person must have heirs--first comes
children, then brothers and sisters, then uncles, aunts, cous-
ins, and so on, till it tapers down to acquaintances. Now,
the lady that is gone had none of these, and we come at a
dive to acquaintances. Who are they ? Which. among
them have a right to what is left, say in this house4" 4-

"Fm sure I don't know."
"Why, her servants, to be sure. Who has so good a

right as the persons who waited on her? When the law
comes down to acquaintances, it stops there first.: Who are
the heirs ? You and me, and that-Qwdacious girl up stairs;
only she don't. know her rights, and I, for one, am not going
to tell her what they amount to."

"I hope not, for she's the most audaciousest cretur that
over lived. It is enough to make one sick only to see her
tess up her head. But are you sure that the law is just
what you say, Matthew ?"

"Sure! and you ask that question after I have once said
it ? Oh! Harriet, I never expected this of you!"

"But I didn't mean no harm," cried Harriet, much dis-
tressed.

"Harm! Have ye's no reverence for my judgment, and
me almost yer own husband, barring the priest ?"

"You know I have," cried.the cook, in alarm.
"But ye's refuse to take yer law from my own lips."
"No, I don't. I'd take anything in life from yer lips,

Matthew."
"Then take that-and have done with all this bother-

ation.1
Harriet gave "her lover a push, and said it was a shame.

She hadn't expected sneh unbecornungnes8 of himn.

."But arn't we engaged ?" said Matthew, wiping his lips
with the cuff of his coat.

II211
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"Not to the extent of more than one decorations kiss at
a time," answered Harriet, bridling, "and that must be
respectfully asked for."

" Well, then, I'll al'es remember to ask-but about the
property here. It's luck for us both, I can tell ye's. There's
sheets and pillow-cases and table-cloths, to say nothing of
blankets as soft as down, and chena for yer housekeeping,
Harriet, besides her clothes, and such things as are easy to
pack"

"But have we a right, Matthew?"
"A right ? Ye ask that same question ov me again.

Haven't I told you the law ? Then, there is the loose silver
spoons by the dozen, forks, and-everything."

Harriet's dull eyes began to glow.
"But we must pack them up on the sly, or that cretur

up yonder'll be wanting her share."
"She's going to stay wid her sister as has a situation in

some hotel. I heard her tell the perliceman so just before
she went up stairs, after the funeral drove off," said Harriet.

That's out-and-out luck for us."
"Hush! I hear her on the stairs."
Matthew sat down by the table, and moved his hat, on

which was a broad fold of crape, conspicuously in sight.
Harriet took up her napkin again, and stood with it in

her hand, looking disconsolately out of the window.
Maggie Casey found them in this position when she came

into the room, with her bonnet and shawl on. Her eyes
were red with weeping, and the moment she attempted to
speak her lips began to quiver.

"1I am going away, now," she said, humble and kind in
her grief. "We haven't been good friends lately, Harriet,
and I'm sorry for it, because it was wicked to harbor bad
feelings, with her lying in the house. I never shall forgive
myself for having words, and she there."

"I didn't want to have words," answered Harriet, "and

180
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1 don't blame you neither, if you couldn't give him up with-
out feeling of it as an aggravation."

Spite of her contrition and her gentleness, Maggie
could not prevent a little disdainful curl of the lip as she
glanced toward the lugubrious face of her treacherous lover
but she answered the cook quite mildly:

"I am sure you are welcome to him, and I haven't come
here to say one word against anybody, only to part friends.
Shake hands, and no hard feelings on either side."

She reached forth her hand to Harriet, with tears in her
eyes. Poor girl! her grief was genuine. Then she turned
to Matthew, who stood up, taking his hat in one. hand in
order to express sympathy with her grief in the most
touching manner.

"Miss Maggie," he said, shading his face with the hat,
as if he had been standing by a grave, "the mournfulness
of this occasion must bind hearts that have been separated
by-by unfortunate-"

"Oh! oh!"
Matthew dropped the little brown hand from his, and the

mourning hat was gently lowered to the table, as his eyes
fell on Harriet, who had flung the napkin over her head,
and pressing it with both hands to her face, was sobbing
desperately.

"Why, Harriet, what is the matter?" said Maggie,
while Matthew looked at the yoang-girl, with a significant
shake of the head, bit "spoke never a word."

"Oh, I knew-I knew how it would end. She has come
in between us, with her smiles-land her new bonnets. I
knew-I knew!"

" Good-by, Harriet. I have nothing more to say to
either of you, and I want to say that without a fuss, if
you'll let me. Good-by."

The basement-door opened, closed again, and Maggie was
gone.
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Matthew stepped up to the window on tip-toe, and took
the napkin from Harriet's head.

"Does she care so much for her, Harriet ?" he whispered,
resting his, chin on one of her high shoulders, with the

playfulness of an elephant.
"You-you don't love me," she whimpered. "You said

I was unfortunate--which I never was, being respectable."
"I never said nothing of the' kind, Harriet Long. If

you hadn't boo-hooed out so soon, and cut me off, you'd a
known it was unfortunate circumstances I was talking of."'

"Was.it?" said Harriet, dropping her hands, and thus
unveiling the redness of her face. "And I thought so
different. Is--is she goneV"

"For good and all. Now, Harriet, we must turn to busi-
ness in earnest. You and I are here alone. Where are
the keys?"

"Up in her room. I saw them in a corner of her bureau
drawer."

"Get them, my dear.",
$If you would go up with me. I don't like--"
"Ah, yes-I know. Well-but first let us close the front

blinds, Now, come-you and I are not afraid of ghosts."
In a few moments the coarse, heavy feet of these two"

persons were tramping through the stillness of that death-
chamber. Harriet opened one of the bureau-drawers, and
drew out a tiny key-basket, which Matthew seized upon.
In a few moments all the drawers were taken out and piled
on the bed, where those rude hands turned over their.dainty
contents'
. "Cobwebs !" sneered the man, grasping a quantity of

Brussels point in his coarse hands. "What do we want of
such stug? What's this? A handkercher? Did you say
a handkercher, Harriet? Foam and white sawdust! Oh!

here is somethingg like linen, fine, but. strong, with a little
of them cobwebs about the edges, but not enough to do any

1arm."
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"Go away, Matthew, and I will look over these things

by myself. That was lace you just flung down."
" Lace! Well, well, please yourself."
Harriet obeyed him. Sitting on that snow-white bed,

she gathered up quantities of old cardinal point, Brussels

flounces, and rare Mechlin, such as only the wealthy and

great of any country can possess.
To these she added delicate garments of fine linen, silken

hose, slippers that Harriet could scarcely thrust her fingers
in, but longed to possess-shawls glowing with the richest
colors of India, dresses of silk and velvet, such as a coun-
tess wears when she is presented to the queen, and India-
muslin dresses, frosted with exquisite embroidery-articles
so rich and rare that a high-born lady would have hesitated
to use them, except on extraordinary occasions, this vora-

cious Irish cook seized upon for her own loose handling.
Utterly ignorant of their value, she gloated over them with
swelling consequence.

"They must be grand and stylish," she said, "because
they had belonged to such a splendid lady."

All that day and during half the night those two persons
were lausy assorting out their plunder -Harriet, honest
in her belief that she had a right to the things she took;
Matthew, well-satisfied that no person would be likely to
inquire into his action in the matter.

When the bureaus, wardrobes and linen-closets had been
ransacked, the safe was opened and the plate-chest plun-
dered of all the articles which could conveniently be carried
away. In the safe they found some articles of jewelry,
such as a lady wears at her daily toilet, which Harriet
insisted on taking, though Matthew hesitated, for he felt
that there was danger in it.
. When all the wealth of the upper rooms had been

explored, Matthew took the keys of the wine-cellar, arid
made a thorough investigation of its contents. He camne

up triumphant.
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"Wine Ifty years old, brandy ditto - the cellar of a
nobleman. Where did she get it all? Harriet, this settles
the question. We will open a first-class saloon. There is'
riches in that cellar-riches "-the man fairly danced about
the room in his exultation - "but we must keep close
mouth, and get, things off quietly," he said, with sudden
fear of Harriet's discretion, "or that girl will be down upon
us for her share."

"Never," answered the cook, clasping her hands over
the jewelry-"never! '

CHAPTER XXI.

HEPWORTH AND RACHAEL HAVE A CONTEST.

"RAcHAEL, have you determined to go?"
"Yes, Hepworth, I must. The child has been entrusted

to my care. It is impossible that she should be kept here;
he will not consent to it."

"But you will go with him ?"
"I have thought of that. You need have no fear. I am

not likely to be indiscreet now. It is not my nature-you
ought to know that."

"But you are to sail in the same vessel ?"
"What then? We do not know each other. No one will

see us together, or hear us speak, as friends; that might
provoke comment. I am utterly unknown ; besides, I will
not leave my. stateroom. It is for this poor child's sake
that I go. Who will take care of her if I do not?"

The little girl sat upon the floor playifig with some scraps
of gorgeous-colored ribbons and bits of lace, which she bit
and spangled with her teeth. She had a craving fancy for
bright colors, but always fell to destroying them when her
caprice wvas satisfied.

A CONTEST. 185

"She is more like me than her," said Rachael, watching
the child.

Hepworth shuddered. Had this woman no soul that she

could speak so lightly of the woman who was dead?

"You think not because of her blue eyes. I do not say
that there is any resemblance in the face, but in everything
else. Why, yesterday she struck me, because I would not

kiss her."
The child understood this, tumbled her scraps of silk to

the floor, and made a dash at Hepworth, where she stood,
beating her dress with both hands, and biting it with her

teeth. This she had learned within the short time that she

had been under the care of Rachael Closs.. With old Mrs.

Yates she was playful and gentle as a bird.

Repworth put her from him very softly, for he was think-

ing of the beautiful mother as she lay so cold and still in

the twilight of that chamber."
"I wish you had never seen the child, or her father,,

Rachael."
The girl turned upon him angrily; her eyes flashed, her

teeth were, for one instant, clenched fiercely.
"You put me out of patience, Hepworth Closs-"
"Rachael ?"
"Well, what ? I am tired of this. If you are unstable

as water, I am firm as rock."
"Then you have resolved to marry this man? Be warned

in time, Rachael; I will not permit it."
"You will not permit it!"
"If it costs me my life you shall- not commit this sin ! I

have forborne to act up to this time, believing that your own

heart would recoil from this union; but if it does not-if

you are resolved, so am I."
The girl stood aghast, gazing straight into her brother's

eyes. She was choking with terror, but gave no sign of it,
winless a cold quivering of the voice betrayed her.
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"What is it you have resolved upon, brother?"
"Do not ask me, Rachael. Every hour seems to sepa--

rate us more completely from each other. I neverknew
what it was to be alone before."

"I do not understand you, Hepworth."~
"It is better that you should not. You might think that

I threatened either you or him."
"But all this is a threat."
"No no--I did not mean it. I implore-I entreat."
"What is it you implore and entreat?"
Spite of her terror the woman could not keep back a

sneer, that cut sharply through her speech.
"I implore you,-Rachael Closs, to let this sin rest here.

We have all had a fatal part in it, and a deeper tragedy
may yet follow. I will only consent to rest silent on condi-
tion that you allow this man to go back to England, and
remain here with me."

" Oh, Hepworth!f this is cruel, bitterly cruel! Why
should you ask me to expatriate myself ? I could not live
here; I should smother in this city. Oh! if you dreamed
how I hate it!"

"Then let us go somewhere else-to California-the West
Indies-anywhere, so that you are separated from this man."

Bachael did not answer for some time, but stood looking
upon the carpet, thinking rapidly.

"I cannot stay with you now, Hepworth; first let me go
over to Europe and leave her child in safety. That is a task
I have imposed on myself, and must accomplish."-

Closs was surprised by the submission with which she
spoke. She eyed him no longer with defiant glances, but
wistfully.

" You will not, from hatred to him, refuse me this poor
privilege, I think, Hepworth?"

" Rachael, are you dealing honestly by me ?"
"The question is unkind, brother; bAIt then you are very,I:'

very unkind to me now. That woman, living or dead,
seems to come between me and the beings I love. No mat-

ter what you had done or neglected to do, I should never
have turned against my only brother."

Tears stood in her eyes. She reached out her hand and
took his.

"Ah, brother, why are you so cold and cruel with me? Is

it because you loved this woman .
Hepworth wrung his hand from her hold, not angrily,

but with involuntary force.
"Do not ask such questions. The past for me is buried

deep in the horror of her death."
"And you bury my future with it. In your own unhap-

piness you have no compassion for me."
"For you, as my sister', yes; but, as that man's intended

wife, no t-a thousand times no! I would rather see you

dead!"
"Oh, Hepworth! you wrong him. Do one thing for me,

go and talk with him ; look into his face gs you search his
heart, and see if a guilty conscience is there. The other
day I told you how impossible it was to judge by appear-
ances. You seemed to be'convinced; but now you come
upon me like a madman, and threaten the man I love if I
do not give him up forever. No one but you suspects him.
Why should you of all others? Go and talk with him,"

"It is useless, Rachael; nothing that he can say or do
will change me. If you'persist in a determination to marry
the man, I will no longer hesitate to bring the murderer of
this poor lady to justice. Have I that promise ?"

"Come to me in the morning; I must have time to think.
I would almost give my life to please you; but this is more

than my life."
"1Still I must have the promise."
"Not to-night. Give. me a little time ; think how hard

a thing it is that you ask of me."

186

fi

it



188 LORD HE0 MS CHOIoC E.

"Poor girl! poor girl! If pity could do good I can give
you that. I will wait, and pray Heaven that you come to a
right decision.".

Rachael watched her brother heavily as he took his hat
and went slowly from the room. Then she fell to walking
up and down 'the floor till the incessant motion wore herself
out. More than once she took out her watch and thrust it
back again; the pointers did not seem to move.

She seemed to have expected some one, and, at last, the
hour came. She was dressed as usual in white, which
floated about her fresh and soft as sea-foam. Excitement,
had left the bloom of ripe peaches on her cheek. There
never had been a time when Rachel Closs looked more
beautiful.

CHAPTER XXU.

T HE C IV IL W E DD ING*-

THE man Rachael Closs waited for, came in before she
had time to answer his knock. There was no excitement in
his manner, but a look of nervous depression.

She went up to him instantly, and he saw, by the wild
beauty of her face, that she had just come out of some con-
test.

My brother has been here," she said, quickly, "and he
forbids me to go away from this hateful country."

" But you will. He has no power to stop you.n
As the girl had expected, this threat of opposition aroused

Norton from his gloomy lethargy. His eyes kindled, his
finely-cut nostrils dilated.

But.Idarenot."

" Why ?n
" IV w Ill tell you.' I V eVeIVes tat Oilled
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For a moment the man stood like a thing of marble; but
for the brightness of his eyes, and the parting of his lips,
he would indeed have looked like a statue. When he
spoke, it was very slowly, as if his words had frozen on
their way to his lips, and dropped from them like hail.

"Your brother suspects me ? "
"Worse than that, Norton; he threatens you."
"Your brother, Hepworth, threatens me!"
"Do not look at me so, Norton; it is not my fault."
"Perhaps you share his suspicions
"What? I-1-great heavens!
"Otherwise, how dare he say such things in your pres-

ence ?"
"It was a threat intended to wound and intimidate me."
"Intimidate you! Why?"
"That I might give him a promise."
"A promise. What promise?"
"You insist-I would rather not; but you will know

everything, and it is perhaps best that you should."
"Why hesitate, Rachael ? Have you and your, brother

secrets that I am not to share?"
" It is not that; but my answer might be misunder-

stood."
"Trust me!"
"I will. Norton, my brother wished me to promise

that I would never-
"Well ?"
"Never become your wife."
"My wife! Did he know that shetis but just laid in her

grave ?"
Rachael winced, and shrank away from him. She had

not expected an answer like this.
" He spoke for halftime. I was to promise never to see

you again.
"Did you give the promise?"

l.I
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" Can you ask ? But if I had, it would have been to
save you."

"Save me from what ?"
"The humiliation of an arrest."
"An arrest for me, and through your brother!"
"Listen to me, Norton. I have been threatened with

something of the kind ever since that horrible day. Hep-
worth has got in with that man who is under arrest at the
Tombs, and with the old woman who was foster-mother to
your wife. He believes the man innocent, and knowing
you to have been in the house that night, thinks that if this
important truth were known, and your identity established,
it would save Yates, and fasten the guilt on you."

"But his motive-his motive?"
"Norton, I really believe he thinks you guilty. Why

else should he wish to separate us ? Only a little while
ago it was his dearest wish that all obstacles to our union
should be removed."

"And he would make this sure by casting his benefactor
into prison, and giving his name to utter disgrace. Why,
girl, if my guilt had been black as Hades, it would not be
for your brother to turn against me."

"I know it, I know it. But what argument can avail
with a man who will listen to no reason ? Do not be angry
with me, Norton; but I can see no way to save you from a
terrible annoyance but to give this promise."

There wasI fire and passion enough in the man's face
now. She saw the kindling wrath in his eyes, and took
courage.

"And when does he come for this promise ?"
"To-morrow-I could put him off no longer."
"The bound!"
Up and down the man walked, with his head erect, while

one hand was. thrust inside his vest, and clenched there, as
if feeling for some weapon. At last he stopped before the

4
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chair on which Rachael was sitting. The angry glow was
still on his face; but through it all came a gleam of mock-
ing audacity.

"Put on your things, Rachael; we will teach this brother
of yoursI how much his threat daunts us."

"What do you mean, Norton?"
"I mean this, Rachael-nothing more, and nothing less

-within this hour you shall be my wife!
The proposition of Norton, that Rachael should immedi-

ately marry him, was what she had wanted, what all her
conversation had been tending toward; but when this ab-
rupt proposal came, it struck her faint as death.

He saw how white she was, and broke into a passion.
"Are you afraid of him-or is this because you share his

belief ?"
She arose instantly.
"I am not afraid; and you know that I do not share his

belief? What is that you wish of me ? "
"Put on your bonnet, and something large enough to

cover that dress-in fifteen minutes I will have a carriage
at the door. Ring for one of the chambermaids, and take
the child's nurse with you; we shall want them for wit-
nesses."

"Witnesses! But, Norton, we have no license."
The man laughed.
"License ! my child, they have no such drawbacks as that

to a man's happiness inthis free country. Marriage is as
easy as divorce. Do as I tell you and leave the rest to me."

The next moment Rachael found'herself alone with the
child, who sat upon the floor with her eyes wide open, won-
dering what those two people were so angry about.

She rang the bell, and bade the nurse carry the child to
her own room, anBi send a chambermaid to her. The girl
came promptly, and Rachael placed a couple of sovereigns-in
her hand.
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"Have you a sister or any relative in the house?"
"Yes, marm, there be two of us, me and a sister of mie

that has just called to see me."
"Get leave of absence for an hour. I wish you to go out

with me a short distance. Be quick, and say nothing."
The girl nodded her head, and went out.
Rachael went to the glass-her color was bright enough

then, for she was fearfully excited.
She unwound the scarlet ribbon from her hair, and untied

a broad sash of the same glowing color from her waist.
Take these," she said, tossing them in a crushed mass

to the chamber maid, when she came back; "I will never
wear red again-the color haunts me.

She muttered the last words to herself, while drawing
some white ribbons through her hair, and girding her waist
with. a creamy white sash.

The girl received the sash with a burst of Hibernian,
blessings, and held it up triumphantly, when her companion
came in.

"Did ye ever see the likes of this ?" she cried; "isn't it
like a whole field of poppies, with the sunshine on 'em ? "

Rachael turned from the glass impatiently.
" Take the thing away--I hate the sight of it."
"In course I will, if it dislikes ,ye's so," answered the

girl, doing up the sash in folds, stooping now and then to
admire the rich, waving lines that watered it. "Here, Mag-
gie, just run up to me room and put it in me drawer. Here
is the red tie, for your own neck. It'll be something re-
freshen like after the trouble you've been in."

"No;" said Maggie Casey, shaking her head, "I have
no heart for anything that isn't black, now. Keep it your-
self."1

"Well, then, just take the whole of it to me room. Her
ladyship may want me, ye know."

Again Rachael turned her flashing eyes, fairly surprising
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the girl, who began to think she had carried her broad flat-
tery too far.

"What did you say?"
"Nothing, marm, that isn't on account of the ribbon ye

gave me. I'm used to gentility and nobility, and the likes
of that, and know as well as the best, when I sea a lady out
and out. That is why I made a mistake, marm, if it is a
mistake."

"It was nothing," said Rachael, regretting her hasty
question; "but get yourself ready at once-we have no
time to spare."

The chambermaid went up to her room at once, where
she found 'more persons than had any right to its shelter."

"She asked me to come in here and bring the child," said
the nurse, pointing at Maggie, who had taken the little girl
in her arms, and was examining.her by the meagre gaslight
permitted to servants' rooms in that hotel. "My door was
open, and she took a fancy to its pretty face, and no won-.
der, for she is a beauty."

"Whose child is this?" inquired Maggie, whose face had
changed wonderfully, while she was looking so keenly at the
little girl !

"That is more than I can tell," answered the chamber-
maid, opening a drawer, in order to put away her ribbons.
"She was brought here promiscuous, as one may say. The
lady had been here weeks on weeks, and not the least sign
of a child in the world, when one morning I came up to
tidy things in the room, and there was the pretty crethur a
crowing to her herself in the bed, wid both feet up, and one
toe deep in her mouth."

"What day was that, sister?" inquired Maggie; "I
should like to know exactly."

"What is it to you, Maggie?"
"Nothing much, only, I should like to know."
"Well, there isn't a taste of harm in telling as I knows

12-
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of, and seeing as the crethur came on my own birthday, I
remember all about it."

"Your birthday! I know well enough when that was."
Maggie made a quick calculation on her fingers, and

found that her sister's birthday happened on the, day after
the fire in that tenement house.-

"Well, what are ye's about, Maggie, counting yer
fingers and eyeing the little one as if ye meant to eat
hber."

"Nothing, only I thought I recognized her. She looks
astonishingly like a child I used to know,"

"Recognized her! how ilegant ye's have grown, Maggie,
. wid sich long words at yer tongue's end."

'"That is because I have been living so long with a lady
who didn't like the brogue, and taught me her own self how
to spealk,",answered Maggie, with tears in her eyes. "I
love the words she taught me, and will always use them for
her sake."

The nurse was about to ask some questions, but Maggie-
went into the passage to hide the- sobs that came swelling
after her tears.. The chambermaid shook her head solemnly
at the nurse, and said:

"'Whist now, whist. There is -throuble in it-let her
alone, let her alone."

Maggie did not come back, but joined her sister in the
hall, and they went down into the lady's room together.

Rachael had y this time completed her simple toilet, and
was throwing a long, black circular cloak over it, with a
hood which she drew over her head. There was crape upon
the hood, and heavy folds of the same gloomy material
around the cloak. In searching for something large. and
dark enough to cover the whiteness of her dress, she had,
without heeding it, selected a-mourning garment, that had-
been accidentally left in her trunk.

"It is me sister, marm," said the chamibermaid, present.

T THE CIVI L WEDDING. 195

ing Maggie, with great pride; "and would feel it 'an honor

to go wid ye's to the end of the world, and never ask a

haporth about it, without regard to the sovereign, that I've

just put in her own hand."
" But I neither wish her to ask questions 'nor give infor-

mation about what she may see to-night. Here is more

gold. Is it enough to buy your silence for a week or two?"
"Not if there is murder or crime in it," said Maggie,

starting back from the gold, seized with sudden alarm, for
the gloomy scenes she had just passed through were so fresh
in her mind that she looked with fear and distrust on every-
thing.

"What-what does this mean ?" gasped Rachael; and
the face under that black hood seemed turning to marble.

"Nothing, marm, let me speak, Maggie-nothing in life;
only she's been reading the newspapers, and that frightens
her, being timidsome by nature, which I never was. We
are both ready, and will be silent as two tombstones wid
moss on 'em.

That moment a carriage drove up to the private entrance
of the hotel, and a gentleman came hastily up the stairs--a
tall handsome gentleman, whom Maggie was certain she had
never seen before. He seemed in, great haste, and -spoke
abruptly.

" Ready, and all in black, too. So much the better. Are
these the witnesses ? Come, then."

He gave to Rachael his arm, without waiting for any
reply, and they all went down to the carriage.

Not a word was spoken during the ride. .The Mayor of
New York was not likely to be found at hi8 office so long
after 'the usual hour, so they drove to his residence on one
of the avenues, and entered the house in silence, as they
had driven to it. Some person had evidently been sent
before, to prepare the chief magistrate, for the. gas was
lighted in a reception-room on one side of the entrance-balI
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and the mayor came in by one door as the party entered by
another. The ceremony was brief and impressive, without
the solemnity .which might have attended it in a church.

The mayor was too thorough a gentleman for anything
like levity on a subject which was not divested of its sacred
character, in his; estimation, because a civil magistrate wit-
nessed the most solemn vows that a man or woman can
make to his God.

Indeed, had he been disposed to lighter thoughts, the
deathly whiteness of those two faces, and the far-off sound
of their voices, as they swore fealty to each other, would
have turned the feeling into something like awe.

The husband and wife stood together some moments after
the rites which united them were pronounced. Each cold
hand was locked in the clasp of the other; but the husband
did not attempt to kiss his bride, and she never lifted her
eyes to his face, but seemed to be looking at some object
afar off through the darkness of an opposite window.

-The mayor had seated himself at a table, and was writing.
" You will sign here," he said, addressing the witnessess.
The two girls came forward, and wrote their names with

tolerable clearness.
Maggie took a longer time than her sister, and seemed to

be troubled with her pen.
She was reading the marriage certificate, and fixing the

two names in her memory.
The certificate was completed, at length, and a register of

the marriage taken.
The mayor said a few kind words to Rachael as he gave

her the paper, and observed how magnificently those orien-
tal eyes kindled up as she took it.

Certainly, the bride was a singularly beautiful woman,
and one to be remembered with curiosity among the
remarkable persons who had from time to time come before
him.
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It was strange, though, to see persons evidently used to

society in its best form, so pale and frightened by a simple
ceremony.

While Rachael was putting on her cloak the mayor went

up to the bridegroom, and congratulated him. There was

no smile in return for this, but a grave and gentlemanly
acknowledgment bespoke the high breeding of the man

whose fate he had just sealed. Rachael, too, had recovered

her voice a little, and gave him her hand in token of fare-

well.
As the carriage took the party back to the hotel, a few

whispered words, passed between the husband and wife;
but no one spoke aloud, and it seemed like a carriage of
mourners coming home from a funeral.

At the door of Rachael's room her husband reached forth

his hand. She gave him hers, looking wistfully in his face.

Had he no kind word for her ? Of course they must
part, but would he leave her without a word ?

No. All at once he seemed to -remember something, and
stepped into the room, closing the door after him.

" Rachael," he said, "when your brother comes for your
promise to-morrow, tell him that you are my wife."

Before Rachael could answer him he was gone. With a

hand against her bosom, and her head bent, she listened to

his steps as he passed down the stairs, and was astonished
at the stillness of her own heart.

He was her husband; the one great desire and ambition

of her life was accomplished; but where was the over-

whelming joy she had expected to feel? No such tumult

arose in her bosom, but pain, absolute pain. How coldly
he had left her! It seemed as if he wished her to know

that he had submitted to a marriage out of defiance to her

brother's threats.
She took off the black cloak, and for the first time re.

marked the crape upon it.
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Had everything conspired to make that day one of
gloom? Was there never to be a happy memory connected
with it?

Rachael walked the room, asking herself these questions,
till long after midnight.

Then she lay down on a couch in the parlor, shrinking
from the loneliness of her bedroom, and slept heavily till
morning, like a dead woman in her shroud.

It was late in the morning when Rachael awoke. She
was aroused by a man's voice, and opening her eyes, saw
that Hepworth stood over her.

"How is this?" he said. "Are you ill? It is not
often that I find you asleep so early in the day."

"Is it so very late? I was dreaming such weary, weary
dreams! I wonder they let me rest."

Rachael sat up on the couch, looking wofully forlorn.
Her white ribbons were all crushed, and the cloud-like
purity of her dress gone. Iepworth sat down beside her.

"Rachael, you have been more fortunate than your
brother. There was no sleep for him last night. Our con-
versation oppressed me. I dreaded coming here this morn-
ing ;. -but you will give me that promise now?"

"You will not ?"
"I cannot give it, for I am his wife. Strike him, and

you kill me!"

CHAPTER XXIIL

MRS. YATES HEARS ASTOUNDING NEWS.

AFTER Elizabeth Yates' first visit to her husband, his
cell at the Tombs became more cheerful than the place in

which his mother and wife had made their home, for the

young woman spent every hour of the day with him which

the prison rules would permit, and occupied all the rest of

her time in preparing for his comfort. She had become

almost cheerful now, for Daniel's faith in the safety which

his own innocence must secure to him had thoroughly

impressed her, and she had brought herself to look forwt4

to the trial as a sort of triumph, when all the world would

be compelled to bear testimony to her husband's worth, as

she did. Perhaps, of all the persons interested in this .ter--

rible tragedy, the prisoner himself, and the woman whose

life was bound up in his, feltethe most secure.
But old Mrs. Yates was borne -down by a weight of

knowledge that they did not possess. She knew that her

son was in a terrible position, and that the one great fact

of his innocence would be of little avail, with the evidence
so clearly against him. She knew, also, that money would

be wanted; and her son's little savings were already fast

melting away under the loving extravagance of his wife,

and under any circumstances would have been insufficient

for the retainer of an efficient lawyer. Where and how

was this money to be obtained ? The old woman could

think of but one source, and from that she shrank with a

keen sense-of honor.
One day when Elizabeth had gone out, and the child lay

asleep, Mrs. Yates took the malachite box from its hiding--

place and unlocked it with a tiny gold key, which hung to

her neck by a thread of black braid. It was the first time

she had opened the box, and a thrill of awe ran' through

her as she raised the lid. A little portfolio of embroidered

velvet lay on the top, in which were some papers neatly

folded, and a letter directed to herself, enclosing one for the

child, on which was a seal stamped with a crest.

Mrs. Yates put on .her spectacles and unfolded the first
letter. She neither trembled nor wept, for a strong will

4 
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held her nerves steady while she read half way down the,
letter. Then her bosom began to heave slowly,* and great
tears rolled down from under her spectacles, dimming the
glasses till she- could read no more.

She took off her spectacles then, and rubbed them dry
with a corner of her apron, holding them in her hand while
the tears were permitted to drop down her cheeks, one by
one, with painful slowness. It was half-an-hour before the
letter was read through.

In a pocket of the portfolio she found a small miniature,
at which she gave one glance, and turned the beautiful
face downward; but this was almost as heart-rending, for
coiled under a crystal, and held in place by a knot of
oriental pearls, was a twist of soft chestnut-brown hair, such
as lay in her bosom that moment, just as it was taken from
the head of'that murdered lady.

The portfolio contained some loose papers and several
letters, which she read with less agitation, and replaced
carefully, without, disturbing the arrangement of anything.

The next object her hands touched was a broad shallow
casket, covered with crimson velvet, which fitted closely into
the outer box of malachite. She lifted this, and found that
beneath it the box was filled with English sovereigns, with
one or two notes on the Bank of England.

The sight of this money brought the deadened light back
to those gray eyes.

Mrs. Yates put aside the portfolio and the casket, emptied
the gold into her lap, and began to count it eagerly; but
her bands trembled so that the pieces rattled down to their
fellows in her lap, and she could only guess that there was
enough to save her son, if money could do it.

Then a chilling thought came upon her. Could she
honestly use this gold, even to save her son's life. The
thought struck her like a blow. She opened the portfolio
and read the letter, addressed to herself,more carefully.
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She could see clearly now, for anxiety had dried up her
tears.

Yes, the directions were clear. She was to use the

money as her own judgment might dictate, always keeping
one object before her. Yes, there was hope now; with
money, what cause could be considered desperate.

She gathered up the gold in handfuls, and poured it
back into the box. Never had money seemed so precious

.to her. In every piece of that gold she saw salvation for.
her son.

When the money was back in its place, she opened the
casket, and a blaze of diamonds broke up from the satin

lining; great translucent stones, that she had seen many a
time quivering out rich tints of the rainbow over the white
neck and forehead now cold in the grave. Their very
brightness made her eyes ache. She closed the casket and

thrust it down into the box, out of sight. Why torture her-

self farther by looking upon these things; their very touch
was a second death to her.

The old lady sat a long time with the malachite box

weighing down her lap, and its key hanging loosely about

her neck.
What a terrible bequest it had been; what unknown

responsibilities it might yet bring upon her. But for that

box her son might have been sitting by her side; half the

blackness that brooded over her life had sprung out of its

possession.
With a weary sigh she put the fatal thing away, and sat

down to deliberate what was best to be. done under the new
aspect of affairs, which its examination had revealed to her.
A burden of new apprehensions was added to the over-

whelming anxiety that arose from the peril of her son.
The foster-child, whom she had loved almost as she loved

him, had called upon her from the grave, and she must
l-isten. Life to her must hereafter be one continued resp9n-
sibility.
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Mrs. Yates was so lost in thought that she did not hear
the soft, cooing voice of the only child she had left, as the
little creature opened her eyes and sat up in bed, all warm
and rosy from a long, sweet sleep; but a slight pull at her
dress and a lisping voice, which said, "Gamma," aroused
her. She took the child in. her arms, and smoothed the
flossy. gold of her hair, the more tenderly, because she was
thinking of the one that was lost.

" Is my little darling lonesome ?" she said, kissing the
flushed cheek nearest her.

The little creature did not comprehend; but she saw
something in those sad eyes that made her sorry; so she
took that grand old face between both her tiny hands, and
kissed it again and again, as a bird snatches at fruit, while
she murmured the sweetest words known to her lips:

"Gamma! Gamma" '
The old woman could not bear this, for the one that was

gone had a-look as fond, and a voice as sweet; sometimes
there had been rivalry between the two which should call
her Gramma the oftenest, and there came little bursts of
baby jealousy, if she happened to take one up first. That
was all over now. She shuddered to think how those two
little ones had been parted, and could almost feel the hot
flames curling and hissing over the delicate form her arms
had folded so often. Alas! at every turn this old woman
fell into an abyss of thought, that might have threatened*
the reason of a weaker person.

" Sit down, my darling, sit down," she said, attempting
to place the child on the floor, "Grandma is tired."

"No-,no! here, here !"
She looked over her shoulder, saw the malachite box in

her grandmother's lap, and sat down upon it, throwing out
her feet in a burst of baby triumph.

The old woman took her by the shoulders and set her
down upon the floor, with so stern a look that the child
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began to cry. Without heeding this, the old woman put
away the box, and began to pace the floor with slow, meas-
ured strides, which the child watched with wonder. What
had she done that grandma was so cross with her ?

Cross? It is thus the grown infants of the world some-
times read the heaviest and sternest struggles to which
great hearts are subjected. They cannot understand that
the sorrow of each human soul will find its own expression,
and that sharp words are sometimes the cries of a noble
nature in its agony. This little girl thought her grand-
mother harsh, when-she was only human.

Mrs. Yates had taken the child in her lap, and was try-
ing to comfort her, when a light knock came to the door,
and Maggie Casey came in.

"Don't get up, Mrs. Yates," she said, drawing a chair
close to the old lady. "It is very lonesome over at the
house, and I do not stay there much now. In fact, I would
go away at once, if it was not for having those two people
in it, with no one to watch them. But I've- got something
a little particular to say, Mrs. Yates, and it's about her
little girl, if it was hers, as I believe from the bottom of
my heart."

"The little girl! Oh, Maggie, we have heard nothing
from her yet-not one word. I am afraid she was burned
to death. That fear has been very, heavy on my mind
among all my other troubles."

"Mrs. Yates," said Maggie, leaning close to th'e old wo-
man, "I saw that little girl last night."

"You-you saw her ! Where ?
"In a hotel up town. She, is in the care of a lady, and

was taken to her, no one can tell how, the very day after
the fire."

"Did you see thisdady ?"
"Yes. I was in the room with her. I had the little girl

in my arms. She was dressed beautifully, as our lady used
to dress her, and looked like a little princess."

p
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" Tell me how the lady looked."
"Not at all like our lady, but prouder. She was fiercer."
"Dark or light?"
"Dark; that is brown, with a color."
"And the eyes?"
"Black and large when they are wide open-long and

soft when the lashes are down. Strange eyes."
"Her hair?"'
"Oh, that is black, with light on it, like ripe blue-ber-

ries."
Mrs. Yates became excited. She questioned Maggie still

more closely.
"Was there a small parting between the two front

teeth ?"
"Yes, Maggie had noticed it.
"Her walk?"
The girl had seen a leopard moving about in its cage once

at a circus, and she thought of that leopard when the lady
walked up and down the room, the few minutes that she
was waiting for the gentleman.

"The gentleman!" Mrs. Yates removed the child from
her lap with nervous haste. "The gentleman, did you
say ?"

"Yes, Mrs. Yates. That is the strangest part of it.
The lady was married last night. I went with her; so did
my sister. We signed the marriage lines, both of us;"

"Tell me how this gentleman looked. Was he tall,'
broad-shouldered, slender at the waist ? Had he blue eyes,
and a soft beard?"

"That is the man, Mrs. Yates. I know it is, but you
needn't ask any more. I have got his name, and hers, too.
I wrote them on a bit of paper while the mayor was talking
to them. Here it is."

Mrs. Yates took the paper, and read the two names upon
it, without her glasses.'

I
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"Are they persons that you know, Mrs. Yates?" in-

quired Maggie, startled by the varied expressions that

chased each other over her companion's face. "Are they
anything to you?"

"Yes, yes. I thank you, Maggie, You have convinced
me of that which seemed impossible."

"And will it help you any?"
"I*cannot tell, this moment; my brain is dazed."
"Because there is something more. These people may

have taken their passage in some steamerand may sail any
day. My sister found this out through the child's nurse
being unwilling, and wanting me to take her place. They

mean to take the child with them.-I don't think they

intended to go last night. The nurse never heard a sylla-

ble of it till this morning. But a gentleman, dark like
herself, called on her about ten o'clock, and there was bard

words. After he went away the nurse went in, and found
her white as a sheet, and trembling all over-trembling so

that she tried to write a note but could not steady the pen.

She did get off a few words at last, and sent them to

another hotel. The man with light hair got them-her
husband, I mean--and sent back word for her to get ready
at once. One of the waiters took the note, and told us what
word he sent back. In less than an hour she was packing
s-that is, if pitching her clothes into a trunk and -stamping
them down with your feet is packing. Then it was that

she sent for the nurse, and wanted to make a bargain for

her to go to Europe with them. I heard this, and came
straight off to letyou know."

"Thank you-thank you very much, Maggie; but your
news frightens me. I do not know what way to turn.
What power have I to take the child from them-or, in

fact, to molest them, at all ?"
"Can I help you in any way, Mrs. Yates?" inquired

Maggie, who seemed to understand that there was a great

deal to be done, anid-that the old lady was losing time.

I
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"Yes, Maggie; the moment Elizabeth comes to stay with

the child, I will go and see these people. They shall not
carry the little one away, if I can help it. But can I ?
can I ? Let me think, Maggie. Are you sure they are
going?"

"Certain sure; for when the nurse wouldn't engage to
go over sea, having relations here, the lady came right to my
sister's room, and wanted me to take her place."

"Maggie, do go! Why not ? You will be nearer the
old home, and sometimes you can write and let me know."

"I did half agree to it, but thought I'd come and talk
it over with you," said Maggie. "Then you think I had
better ?"

"Yes, yes. God sent you to that hotel, my good girl."
"Well, I will go straight back, and say yes.n . .
"Do, Maggie, and if possible, let me know just when

they mean to sail."
" They offer me any wages I ask; so I may as well take

the place, even if you didn't want me to."
"I do want it. I beg it of you. Go. I will soon follow

you."
"Well, then, good-morning."
Margaret had been gone perhaps two hours, when Eliza-

beth came home. At the same time a little boy was wan-
dering over the house in search of Mrs. Yates, with a scrap
of paper in his hand. He found her room after some
trouble, and stood by staring, while she read the few lines
he had brought.

"DEAR MRS. YATES:

" They are going on board at once. I am engaged to go
with them. If you wish to see the little girl, there is no
time to lose. I am sure it is the same. MAGGIE."

-Mrs. Yates thrust some money into the boy's hand, took

I

down her bonnet and tied it on; but her nerves were so
shaken that she could hardly knot the ribbon. Then she

spoke a few words to Elizabeth, who looked upon her agita.

tion with a sort of terror.
"Stay with the child awhile, dear. I 'will be back soon.

It is nothing about Daniel, so don't be frightened."
The old lady was half way down stairs when she finished

the sentence. She had no time for any system of action,
but went out, blindly, resolved on nothing definite, only to

look on the child she had mourned as lost, and rescue it

from that man, if possible.
Never in her life had Mrs. Yates walked the streets of

New York with such strong, eager strides. But she reached

the hotel too late. A baggage-wagon was just driving away.

The hotel coach and several carriages had been gone some

ten or fifteen minutes, she was told. The old lady beck-

oned a coach, and ordered it to the wharf. She promised

double fare, if he reached the steamer before it sailed. The

man did his best, but a blockade of carts and omnibuses

stopped him in one place; and, when he came to the wharf,

the throng of vehicles rendered a passage up the wharf

quite impossible.
"Open the door! I will walk," the old lady Cried out,

working hard to let herself out.
I Her feet were on the wharf at last. She took no heed of

the locked wagons and loaded trucks, but glided between

them and"'under the necks of the horses, reckless of all

danger.
In the midst of her struggles, the roar of a steam-pipe

swept over her. Then came the sharp clamor of a bell, and

the powerful voice of -a man, shouting, "All ashore!"

The old lady stood still a moment, holding her breath.

Then she made a desperate rush through the crowd of peo-

ple that came pouring'down from the steamer, and would
have forced a passage up the4 bridge-for, leaning over the

206
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railing, she saw the man for whom she was in search stand-
ing at a little distance, with Maggie Casey holding the
child she had supposed dead, by the hand.

Her foot had left the wharf, when a voice called on her to
desist. That instant the bridge was drawn away, a heavy
rope swept curving through the water, and the steamer
moved out of her berth with a quiet motion, that scarcely
stirred the waves. Mrs. Yates reached forth her hands,
and the words "Stop! stop!" almost broke from her lips.
She saw those two persons distinctly. It seemed as if the
very earth were gliding from under .her feet-as if the
precious life, of her own son was beaten and dashed down.
ward by each revolution of those ponderous wheels.

She began to see these persons indistinctly; a hazy cloud
floated before her eyes, out of whichrcame white signals,
like foam on an-ocean at midnight; then a flash of flame
through billows of white smoke, and the vessel herself
moved out of sight.

With a slow, heavy step the old woman went down the
wharf and along the streets. It seemed to her, then, as if
the doom of her son was sealed. One drop of comfort did
come to her as she tried to realize all that had happened
that day-the child she loved so tenderly had not perished
in the flames.

CHAPTER XXIV.

ELIZABETH YATES VISITS A LAWYER.

I BELIEVE this man to be innocent of the crime charg-
ed against him; yet you tell me that his conviction is not
improbable-that the evidence as laid before you is almost
conclusive. How is he, then, to be savedL? "

I
I
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The man who spoke was Hepworth Closs-the person he
addressed, one of the most eminent lawyers of the city, to
whom he had come for advice regarding Daniel Yates, whose
day of trial was approaching.

"But is there no way of saving him ? If money can do
it, name the amount, and it shall be met," he said, with
such intense anxiety in his voice and manner that the law-
yer was surprised, and observed, doubtingly:

"I think you told me this man Yates was not a relative
of yours?"

"Yes, I said so. But he once saved the life of a person
very dea to me, and I would gladly do something for him."

"1I will take the case, though it is a little out of my line
of practice," answered the lawyer, won as much by the
earnestness of his visitor as by the large sum offered for his
services. "You speak very positively of his innocence, but
how can you know?"

"It is a conviction. He is a good, honest, honorable
man. Such persons do not commit murders."

"That depends," answered the lawyer, doubtfully; "the
killing of a man is sometimes the work of a moment-the
kindling up of a fierce passion; and such passions are some-
times all the stronger for being under general control."

"But this could have been nothing of the kind.. The
motive itself, if anything, is shown to be plunder. The fact
that Yates had this poor lady's watch and other valuables
was the original cause of his arrest?'

" Ah! if we could gt rid of that point-if it were possi-
ble to account for his possession of those articles-there
would be a chance for him."

There must be a chance for him any way. It cannot
*be that your laws are made to sacrifice innocent men."

"We need not discu the laws, my friend. Tey are
as we find them. If you have or can obtain any evidence

13
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in this poor fellow's favor, let me have it. That is the best

way of saving him."
Closs turned very pale, and a look of terrible distress came

over his features.
" You see,") continued the lawyer, "his own voluntary

confession is against him. Why was he fool enough to

make the extraordinary statement he did ? But for that we

might have gotten up an alibi, with some hope of success."
"I believe his statement was true."
" Perhaps so. But this belief should have some strong

foundation in facts. Can you bring them forward ?"
Again that dull pallor came over the young man's face.

Was he thinking of the array of evidence, which Rachael

had so forcibly laid before him, as against himself? In

truth it required a brave man to shift the burden of such

proofs on his own shoulders. Let his motive be what it

might, Closs had not courage enough to place himself in

such peril.
"I can do nothing but supply all the money needful to

his case," he answered. "Evidence I have none."
"Then our prospect is not encouraging. I tell you this

fairly."
"Then heaven help the poor man-for I can do no more."

Scarcely had Hepworth Closs gone away when a young
woman came into the office. She moved softly through the
rooms, and sat down on the edge of a chair, looking with

timid hesitation into the lawyer's face.
"Is there anything I can do foi you?" inquired the

lawyer, kindly ; "I suppose it is me you want ?"
"Yes, sir; I was-that is-I heard that you were a great

lawyer, and could do anything. My husband is in a little

trouble; it does not amount to much, you know; but law-

yers are a great help, they tell me, and he had better have
one. I haven't said a word to him about it; being innocent

as innocent can be, you know, he might have resented it,

b
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and fancied that I believed-no, no! I don't think he would
h ve that idea;' but sometimes I get a little timid about
hkn, and feel wild to help him, and-and-"

. What is your husband's name'?" inquired the lawyer,
finding that he must speak, if any clear statement of her
case reached him.,

"Yates-Daniel Yates.
"Why, that is the man I was just talking about. A

grave charge, isn't it ?1"
"Murder. Would you believe it, sir, and he so kind ?

The people must have been terribly wicked to think of such
a thing. Of course it won't amount to anything in earnest;
but I really think it best to have a good lawyer; so I've
brought this, if-if you would be so kind."

The little woman took out a port-monnaie, which looked
as if it had been half worn out in going to market, and
counted out twenty-five dollars, with an appearance of no
little pride in the amount.

"It is my own, every cent. I've been ever so long saving
it up from the house money, thinking to get him something
splendid for a Christmas present; but if I pay it away for
him, he will be pleased all the same. Take it, please, and
don't think about the change. I don't want to count costs
where my husband is concerned; he wouldn't do it for me.
I know that."

The gentle wife had tears in her eyes when she said this
and her simplicity almost touChed that hard man of the law
into something like kindred softness. It was sad to hear
how confident she was of her husband's acquittal; but the
lawyer had no heart to enlighten her as he had the man
who had just left him.

"Take back your money," he said, pushing the bills to-
ward her; "I will, to the best of my ability, defend your
husband, but not at your cost. God grant that you may
yet buy him that Christmas present!"
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"You do not think that they will keep him so long as

that, sir ?" she questioned, with alarm. "Indeed, indeed,

sir, I would rather you took this!"

"But I have already received a sum of money which will

pay for my services."
"You have! Who, who?"
"Some friend of your husband's. I do not think I am at

liberty to mention his name."
"I haven't the. least idea-everybody loved Daniel; but

as for a friend like that, I didn't know that he had one in

the whole world."
"Well, I am glad to know that he is more fortunate than

most people."
"May I tell him about it, sir?"
"Undoubtedly; it may cheer him up a little in the

prison."
"Oh, he doesn't get very down-hearted; Ianm with him

so much, it has got to be almost like home to us both. He

says there will be a great deal that's pleasant for us to talk

about when he comes out, and I'm sure there will. One

never knows what true love is till sorrow comes. I thought

I loved Daniel before, and I did, but now I would just lay

down at his feet, and die for him, if anybody would let me;

only, sir, the world would never seem the same to him if I

was out of it."
The lawyer arose and looked out of the window, but there

was a soft mistiness in his eyes that made the people mov-

ing in the street so indistinct, that he took out his handker-

chief, rubbed it over a piece of glass, and ended in passing
it over his face, in .a dashing sort of way, as if the heat

oppressed him. Then he came back again and told the

little woman that he would go to the prison and see her

husband, and would work, night and day, to bring him out

safe; at which she smiled, and said she hadn't a doubt of

that. Of course an innocent man could not really suffer;
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such things happened in novels, sometimes, but never in
reality.

It wasn't that she was afraid; only she didn't like to
leave anything undone for fear people might think they did
not care for him as they ought. If there was any way on
earth by which he could be taken out before the trial, she
hoped the lawyer would do it; after all he had better take
the money. Here Elizabeth made another shy attempt to
force the money int9 the hand which was held out so kindly
for leave-taking; blut it was of no use-the- lawyer would
not rob her of her little savings, and sent her away in great
hopefulness, much against his conscience.

It is hard, he thought, seating himself, and pushing some
loose papers about on the table; but who could have told
her ? It seemed like killing a lamb with the mother's milk
on its lips. At any rate, I could not do it. Now, I dare
say, the fellow is as, great a scoundrel as ever lived; no
doubt he killed the poor lady for ter box of jewelry. Such
men, nineteen cases out of twenty, have these innocent,
trusting little women clinging to them for life and death.
I wonder why ? It would not be half as distressing if the
wicked always mated together-but they won't; the black-
est man seems to have a craving for the beauty of goodness
in one form or another, and takes what little of Heaven he
can get on earth, in the form of a wife like that.

While these thoughts were wandering through his mind,
the man of law unwound the red tape from a parcel of
papers, and gradually forced himself into an examination ofl
their contents; but his mind would go astray from its work.
The meek eyes of Elizabeth Yates would look up to him
from the paper, and he seemed to hear her child-like voipe
still telling him of her husband's goodness and innocence.

At last the man gathered up his papers, tied the red tap
about them, and, taking his hat, went out of his office,
thinking, with a sorrt of self-scorn, what a foo4 he was to be-
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CHAPTER XXV.

OPENING OF THE TRIAL.

THE court room was crowded on the day of Daniel Yates'
trial. A mystery attended the case, which no one had as
yet been able to fathom. No positive clue could be found to
the identity of the lady for whose murder the young man
was put. in peril of his life. No human being that had
known her beyond a twelvemonth was able to speak of her
actions or her history. If the prisoner or his mother were
better informed than the rest, they uttered no word in con-
firmation of the fact, but seemed resolved to keep silence
on the subject; but the press had been unusually busy with
the case, and public curiosity was deeply excited-some-
thing, surely, must come out at the trial. If this lady had
friends in the rank of life to which she evidently belonged,
they must appear now; for the fact of her murder had
spread all over the civilized world, so far as multitudinous
journals could carry it. There certainly was a romance
here, which the public mind was bent on fathoming.

But the day of trial came, and the case was opened
before an additional ray of light could be cast on the trag-
edy. A thousand vague and improbable stories were put
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come so interested in a desperate case. "The poor little
wife, with her twenty-five dollars, and the pretty air of
triumph with which she counted it out-I haven't seen any-
thing so touching in years. I wish to Heaven it were
possible to save her scamp of a husband ! one rascal more or
less does not signify in a great world like this. At any rate,
I will redeem my promise, and hear what he has to say for
himself. Ah, here are the Tombs."

in circulation, but not one of them could be sustained by a
word of evidence. Still they had the effect of exciting the
public mind and filling the court room to suffocation.

A finer-looking young man than Daniel Yates never
entered the criminal dock of any court. His frank, open
countenance, to which harshness or guile seemed impossi-
ble, won sympathy from the crowd at the first glance.
There was neither the craven look nor the bravado of hard-
ened guilt in that face; but a flush of honest shame spread
over it, and the eyelids drooped above the burning fever in
his eyes which a sense of outraged innocence kindled there.

No man ever felt the ignominy of his position more
keenly than he did. Yet a few persons present were, igno-
rant enough to whisper that the man had a downcast look,
which always bespoke guilt. They would whisper this
almost in the prisoner's hearing; for that curiosity, which
takes the multitude into a scene like that, is usually too
hard and coarsefor much delicate regard for the rights and
feelings of an accused man. Quietly and with his fine per-
son a little bent, with a keen sense of his position, Yates
moved through the crowd and entered the criminal dock.
After he had been there a moment, with that horrible bat-
tery of human eyes turned upon him, a little sweet-faced
woman came into the crowd, with the wild timidity of a,
fawn, and tried to follow him to his ignominious seat. The
crowd gave way for her the moment that it was whispered
that she was his wife. Elizabeth was grateful for this
courtesy, and lifting her-heavy eyes first to one face then to
another, whispered her thanks as she went along, carrying
all the devotion of a wife and the helpless love of a child
with her.

She was not ashamed; there was no occasion for that,
when everybody must see at a glance how innocent her
husband was; but the sight of that black crowd made her
tremble, and a smile of exquisite satisfaction came to her

"i
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face, as she crept into the seat and stole her hand into that
of the prisoner. What had she to fear then ? No queen
on her throne had a -right to feel more safe.

Daniel Yates saw the smile and felt the little hand cling-
ing to his. Then an expression swept across his face which
brought a murmur of sympathy from the crowd, and
brought trouble to her.

"Is it that you are afraid of anything ?" she whispered.
"Afraid ? I don't know, Elizabeth. Where is my

mother ?"
"She went to see Mr. Steel, the lawyer, you know, early

this morning. There she is coming now."
Yates looked toward the door and saw his mother passing

into the crowd. She turned a glance toward him, and see-
ing Elizabeth, tried to smile, but the stern, sorrowful lines
of her face refused to express the falsehood of hope, and she
only gave him a look of yearning tenderness that came
from her eyes alone.

Elizabeth was greatly disturbed by that look. She had
seen it so often of late that it made her almost afraid of her
mother-in-law; but directly she saw Mr. Steel, her hus-
band's counsel, come in, brisk, smiling, and pleasantly im-
portant. The very sight of his face reassured that little
woman in an instant.

Mrs. Yates made no demonstration of great interest in
her son, but went up among the witnesses and watched the

proceedings with the vigilance 9f a lawyer. During the
preliminaries she scarcely moved; but when the district
attorney arose to open his case, she leaned forward to listen
with such keen interest, that the eyes of the crowd concen-
trated upon her more than once. It was seldom that a
face like that appeared in any assemblage. That old
woman appeared far more guilty than her son. The settled,
stern look it wore had something tragic in it which no one
understood-.
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The district attorney was a keen, relentless and subtle
man, in whom professional ambition conquered all human
sympathy. An accused man, to him, was always guilty--
nothing more or less than a stepping-stone to his own pre-
ferment. If an unfortunate within his grasp chanced to
prove innocent, he felt wronged and humiliated. No hound
ever hunted down wolf or deer with more exultation than
this man convicted a fellow creature. He opened his case
ably, gave a clear statement of his case and the facts he
intended to prove.

From the first, he nianaged,, with great adroitness, to
arouse a general feeling of sympathy for the murdered lady,
around whose history be wove a network of romance that
exalted her to an angel, and, consequently, operated against
the prisoner.

This man had, in reality, no evidence which had nob
appeared at the coroner's inquest, but he arranged it with
great ability, and sat down well satisfied with the effect of
his morning's work.

In examining the evidence, only one or two things were
remarkable.

When Matthew Stacy was called, a pompous, florid and
perfectly well-satisfied person came forward, dressed like the
leading alderman of some lucrative ring. He wore a heavy
gold chain over his vest, and made elaborate use of a deli-
cate handkerchief, while waiting to be questioned. When
asked his age and business, be stated the first as forty, and
for business, kept a first-class saloon in the seventh ward.

"Nothing could be more respectable," he said; "a prince
might take his wine there, and think if came from his own
cellar."

Matthew drew a dashing gold watch from his vest-pocket,
and wound it up deliberately in the face of the whole court,
as he came down from the witness. stand.

The next witness called was Harriet Long, who came for-
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ward with the ponderous consciousness that a'host of ad-
miring eyes were upon the magnificent India shawl, which
draped her broad shoulders, and the tiny bonnet, a graceful
composition of delicate lace and yellow roses, which was
perched on the top of her clumsy head. A superb pair of
ear-rings, in which real jewels were gleaming, twinkled,
through the ribbon and lace that formed a drapery over her
shoulders and bosom; and when she lifted her arm to be
sworn, heavy gold bracelets were visible just above the fast-
ening of her flame-colored gloves, but her wrists strained
hard on the clasps, and she wore them uncomfortably, as if
they had been manacles.

Harriet wished to set a little matter right before she was
sworn. Her name was Long when she first- gave evidence,
but since then, shehad changed her condition, and shouldn't
like to swear under any name but that of Mrs. Matthew Sta-
cy; they would find it exact on her visiting card. Here Har-
riet took out a card-case of exquisite Florentine gold, carved
with the delicacy of lace, and presented a highly enamelled
card between her thumb and finger. This act, to her dis-
may, revealed a slit in her overstrained gloves, which she
instantly concealed under her shawl, and folding that, toga-
fashion, over her broad bosom, waited to be questioned.

The evidence was not important, for it only corroborated
that of Matthew. Neither of them had seen the prisoner
go in or out of the house that night; but they swore to find-
ing the safe unlocked, and the disappearance of the mala-
chite box, which Yates confessed to have taken away.

A young man, who sat far back in the court, but who had
attracted considerable attention from the singular beauty of
a face, which was far more anxious than* that of the pris-
oner, leaned forward as Harriet was giving her evidence,
and recognized the garments she wore. Was it possible!
Had the lady been murdered and plundered by her own
servants?
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The youth fell slowly back, even as the question crossed
his mind. Could those garments explain all he had seen?
Would their presence on that woman serve to change one
feature of the case now in progress ? Nay, if he. pointed
her out and denounced her, it would only draw all eyes upon
himself, and bring him forward as a witness. Tien all
the train of evils his sister had so vividly warned him of,
would follow, and, without having the power to help Yates,
be might ruin himself.

No, he would watch the proceedings closely, and if there
was a chance of saving this innocent man by telling all he
knew, in the end, he wonld speak, but not yet, not yet. The'
very thought chilled him like ice.

The district attorney had, in his opening, laid great stress
upon the disappearance of the malachite box, and urged it
as a conclusive argument of the prisoner's guilt, that he
persistently refused to give up the box, or now, that it was
burned in the tenement-huse fire, to tell what it contained.
The fact that he had confessed to the taking of the box, was
now proven, and after that the prosecution rested, not caring,
as the attorney said, to force the evidence of a mother
against her son. He had been accused of over zeal in his
practice, but he had never yet been cruel enough for a thing
like that.

CHAPTER XXVI.

OLD MRS. YATES VISITS HER .LAWYER.

THAT night Mr. Steel was seated in his study at home,
thinking 9ver the case he had taken, and bending all the
force of his intellect todiscover some evidence or argument
by which this young man could be saved from the terrible
fate that threatened him. It was hard work, for Yates had
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injured his own case by the confession he had made; but for

that, the evidence could not have been brought home to
him so fatally.

"A woman wishes to see you, sir. I told her you were
busy, and could see no one, but she would come in. She is
the young man's mother, she says."

"Let her come-let her come."
The servant went out, and opened the study-door a few

minutes after for the old lady, whose face bore the same
strange expression that had marked it during the trial. She
drew a chair to the table, and leaning her arm upon it, sat

perfectly silent for a minute or two. At last she spoke, but
it was with a great effort, for it seemed as if the muscles of
her throat were turning to iron.

" I have come to ask a question. It is a hard one, and, I
feel, almost useless. Will my son be convicted ? "

The lawyer hesitated. He was a kind man, and there
was something in that face bending closer and closer to him
which made his heart ache more than it had done in years.
He longed to give her some hope, but dared not trifle with
such feelings as spoke in those deep, searching eyes.

"I wish it were possible to say no, but as the case
stands-"

"1I thought so. It is hard, terribly hard. Is there noth-
ing that can save him?"

"Nothing but evidence against the person who actually
committed this crime."

"What would be evidence ?"
"You see what appears to be sufficient here."
"Yes; I was watching the jury, and knew the thoughts

of every one there. It was like reading your own death-
warrant."

"I find it impossible to take a hopeful view of the case
myself, yet no man ever had a cause in which he took more
interest."
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"You believe my boy to be innocent ? "

"Innocent as Iam. I do not hesitate to say this, if it

can give you the least comfort. I had not talked with him

ten minutes before I came to that conclusion. He was,

perhaps, unwisely reticent about the contents of that box,

and some other things that might have helped me on a

little; but of his innocence I have no doubt."
I am glad of that," said the old lady, for the first time

showing a little animation; "but he told you the truth.

Daniel did not know what was in the box."

"You know ?" said the lawyer, quickly.
" Yes; I opened it since he was taken away. Had there

been anything that could have helped establish his inno-

cence, I would have given it to you at once; but there was

nothing that would not have done him harm."
"Do you object to telling me what you found?"

"No. Money -some thousands of dollars - I do not

know how many. Diamonds, such as a queen might wear,

and some papers that belong to another matter."

"All that would hang him, with a vengeance," exclaimed

the lawyer, with animation. "Money, jewels, and a watch

of great value! It is fortunate they think the box burned

up. Not i' g could tell against him more effectually;

but how do y u i tend to dispose of it?"
"As she directed. More than once she spoke to me

about the box, and told me what use to make of it. I

ought to have brought it away before."
"It is a strange case. I should like to understand it

better."
" If it would be of any benefit to my son, you should;

but others might be harmed, while it is impossible for any-

thing I could tell to help him."
" Mrs. Yates, have you no idea who committed this mur-

der ? You see, even in~ my thoughts, I exonerate your son ;

but you must have some suspicion."
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"I know."
"You know?"
"Beyond a doubt; but there is no proof-not a shadow."
"But if the crime was done by another person, there

must be proof, which you and I between us could get at,"
said the lawyer.

The old lady gave her head a slight, impatient wave, but
said nothing for some minutes. Then she spoke out,
abruptly:

" Would the confession of the person who. did it be
enough ?"1

"Certainly: but how are we likely to obtain that ? No
man is likely to come forward and hang himself to save
another. Murderers, so far as my observation goes, have
no such magnanimity."-

"Conscience sometimes does strange things."
"But we must not expect miracles. You are far too

sensible a woman for that."
"It all comes to the same thing. You have no hope to give

me. Ab, sir, do you understand what an awful thing this
is ? I am his mother. You see what he is-brave, noble,
honest-but they will hang him, as if he were a dog. I
love that boy, for. he will always be a boy to me-always.
Oh, Father of Heaven, how much of life will they give
him? and he so full of it. I love that boy better than my
own life-better than my own soul-" She stopped sud-
denly, as if the word struck her as sacrilegious, then
repeated it slowly, "better than my own soul."

She was strangely excited now. Her eyes shone, and
her cheeks burned. Her hand was reached out to the law-
yer. He took it kindly, remarking how dry and hot it was.

"Yes," she said, "it is an inward fever, always burning,
burning. I will go home now to his wife. She is beginning
to be frightened. She does not eat-poor little Elizabeth!
She said to me, just before I came away, with her eyes full
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of tears-she can cry, but the old woman has no tears left
-'Mother,' she said, 'Daniel is in danger. I am afraid

of those men, but you can save him. You can do any-
thing !' Then I kissed the tears from her eyes, and prom-
ised her. She will be asleep when I go back, for the child
has faith in her husband's mother, and will not understand
impossibilities. She will wake up, smile that mournful,
sweet smile, and say, 'Mother, you have promised-I know
Daniel is safe,' and go to sleep again."

"Poor thing! I hardly know which to pity most-such
bravery or such trust. Like yourself, it seems to me that
something must happen to save him. You will be there?"

" Yes, I shall be there. Is there a mother on earth who
would not ?

"Watch the jury closely when I address them. If there
is any hope you will find it in their faces."

"Ah, you need not ask me to do that; but I will go to
Elizabeth now. It is kind of you to tell me there is no
hope; it turns the heart to lead, but then lead is hard and
quiet. Remember, I am very thankful that you tell me the
truth. Sometimes I am a coward, and put it away, for
after all I am but a miserable old woman. Good-night.",

"Good night, and God bless you."
She started suddenly, and crying out, "He won't! He

won't-I do not expect it!" left the house.

CHAPTER XXVII.

THE OLD WOMAN AND THE CHILD.

MRs. YATES went home, and as she had predicted, found
her daughter-in-law in 'a troubled sleep. The young wo-
man awoke and sat up in bed, when the old lady came in.

4,
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"I have been sleeping," she said; "they frightened me
so. I thought there would be no more sleep for me. Come
to bed, mother, I shall feel so much safer with your arms
around me."

Mrs. Yates lay down outside the bed, and stole her arm
over the young wife.

In a few minutes she was asleep again, breathing like an
infant. The old lady stole away, and went into another
room. She could not sleep, and dared not think. She was
an expert needle-woman, and in their worst days, had been.
in the habit of doing some of the light work connected.
with her son's trade. His tools had been sent from the shop
after his arrest, and she took some of them out, preparing for
work. An easy chair, which had been saved from the fire
when it first broke out, stood in the room. It had been a
present from Mrs. Hurst, who had always been mindful of
her foster-mother's comfort, and for that reason, it had been.
the first article cared for when the fire broke out. It had
been injured by water and blackened by smoke; but up to
this time, the old lady had found no time to repair it. Cer-
tainly this was a strange hour to begin, when that awful
pain was gnawing at her heart, and the palms of her hands
seemed to have been handling hot coals. - Some remnants of
crimson rep were rolled up in the box with Daniel's tools.
She took it out, measured the chair, and fashioned the cover
with a dexterous hand. Then she tore away the soiled bro.
cade, and came to the springs, leaving but the skeleton of a
chair. With the rep on one side of the stool on which she
sat, and a pile of curled hair on the other, she went to work,
fastening the springs, and strengthening the frame.

Then she arose, brought forth the malachite box, and
took from it the portfolio, and the casket of diamonds. She
wrapped a quantity of the hair about these, folded them
carefully in some fragments of the old silk, and bedded.
them down among the springs with the hair, which was to
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form a cushion. Then her work went on, till the piece of
furniture was complete again. Hard work brought drops
of perspiration to her forehead, and reduced the fever that
was preying on her. It was long after midnight, but she
looked around for something else to do. It was impossible
for her to sit still; as for sleep, the very thought of lying
down by that young woman in her tranquil slumber, made
her shrink.

She looked around drearily. A child's dress of white
pique, with a pretty border in black braid commenced upon
it, lay on a table. It was severe work for her eyes, but she
cared nothing for that. Occupation was all she asked for.
The lamp, which stood on her table, shed a circle of pale
light all around her; but the room was half in obscurity,
and down upon the dimly-revealed floor a grotesque shadow
lay all night long, throwing its arms in and out in still mock-
ery, as if it were sewing some black drapery together, and
heaping it up in the dark corner.

Sometimes the old lady would pause in her work, and
measure the stretch of embroidery with a'wistful, tender
look; then she would ply her needle again, while slow, cruel
tears were dropping from under her spectacles, for she was
thinking of the little girl who lay sleeping in her bed, so
near by that if the old woman, stopped the noise of her
thread she could hear her breathe.

The cold, gray light of the' morning found that old wo-
man still at work. It seemed as if nothing could tire her
out'; but when the sun shone in upon her, she folded up the
dress, wiped the moisture from her eyes with its hard folds,
and made a fire in the stove, preparatory to' getting break-
fast. The noise awoke Elizabeth, who got up at once, and
insisted on preparing the meal herself.

A little shout and the noise of tiny feet, pattering across
the floor in the next rodm, took the old woman in that
direction.

14
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"Now 'top, gramma."
The old lady loosened her hold and sat the child on the

floor, while she filled her bath. Then she took off her

night-gown, exposingthe rosy whiteness of her chest, and
the round, dimpled limbs. With her head on one side, and
mischief in her eyes, the little rogue watched grandmother,
while she made a snowy suds in the water, then gave a
shout, and tumbled in without help, throwing the water

about her in showers, while she struggled to her feet, and
began to dance in it.

The joyousness fell with a new pain on the grandmother,
whose hand, gentle always when it touched the child, tremb-
led as it wandered over her little form, and finally dropped
away in pathetic helplessness.

The child saw that something was wrong, and stood still,
while little ridges of foam, left by the perfumed soap,
melted and dropped' away from her. Then she reached out
her arms:

"Now, gamma."
The little thing was trying to be good, and though her

limbs quivered with their longing to dance, she kept quiet
while her clothes were put on, and her damp hair was
twisted around those-shaking old fingers.,

Then, for the first time, she lifted her face, all rosy and
fresh from the bath, up. to her grandmother's. How gray
and haggard that face looked! The child shrank away
from it, frightened; but she discovered something in the

eyes that brought her back, and in her sweet baby compas-
sion, she put up her lips to be kissed, and faltered out:

"Gramma, tiss ou, gramma."
A pitiful, dry sob, broke from the old woman. She

reached forth her arms, and gathered the little one into her

lap, where it nestled lovingly; but those gray eyes dwelt

upon her still, with such yearning sadness, that the pretty
creature took up the hem of her white frock and attempted

to wipe them.
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Don't ki, gamma, don't ki."
Oh, how mournfully that sweet voice fell upon the

woman! That moment she would have given worlds for a
single tear; but the sorrow was too deep, the aching heart
dry and hot as a desert. . Not a drop of moisture wetted the
hem of that baby's frock when it dropped from those little
hands. What was the matter with grandma that she
would neither speak nor play ?

The little creature turned upon her knees in the old
woman's lap, and patted her cheeks with both hands; but
this only made the sadness deeper, and the lips quiver.
Then she pulled down the gray hair from the bowed head,
and buried her hands in it, with a half-frightened crow of
triumph, turning her little head with a mischievous under-
glance, to see if grandma was not smiling yet.

Alas, no smile would ever again illuminate that grand old
face. The lips might quiver as they did. now, chilling the
kisses that wounded her like thorns, as they came from that
innocent mouth, but with' laughter and playfulness sh had
done forever.

" Mother, will you come to breakfast ?
Elizabeth sat down by the table, and poured out a cup of

strong coffee for the old mother, who drank it in silence,
but no mouthful of food passed her lips. She fed the child
upon her knee with infinite tenderness, and answered the
few words that Elizabeth addressed to her more gently than
she was in the habit of speaking.

She got up from the table -at last, and sat the child on
the floor..#.

"Mother, you have eaten nothing."
"i have no appetite, Elizabeth."
"Do eat something. You look like death! Your face

frightens me. Is it that you think they will find him
guilty ? Oh, mother, telf me !"

The old woman answered, with' the gentleness of a child:i



228 LORD HOPE'S CiOICl.

"Be tranquil, Elizabeth : I have no fear."

"Oh ! God bless you, mother-for you have been like an

angel to me!"
"An angel ? Do not call me that-I cannot bear it."

Mrs. Yates ent into the inner room now. She came out

neatly dressed, and with the thick gray hair combed

smoothly back from her forehead. She had been absent

some time, while Elizabeth, in her gentle piety, remained

perfectly still, thinking that the mother was praying for
her son. When she came out, the anxious little woman

crept up, and stole one arm about her.

" You have been praying for him, mother."

Elizabeth felt a shiver pass through the form her arm

partly embraced.
"No, Elizabeth, I have not prayed-I cannot pray."
Never to her dying hour did Elizabeth Yates forget the

look that old woman turned upon her face.

Mrs. Yates stood some time in the room, looking around

at everything it contained, as if she were going a long, long

journey, and wanted to carry a picture of home with her.

Then she went suddenly up to the child, lifted her from the

floor, and kissed her forehead, her eyes, and her lips with

startling vehemence. I
The little girl had been brooding over grandma's cross-,

ness, and resented it now by wiping the kisses away.
"Bad gramma," she said, shaking her tiny finger; "bad

gramma."
Was that a groan ? Elizabeth turned to see, but the old

woman had dropped the child slowly to the floor, and stood

gazing on her with the fixed and mournful look a dying
mother sometimes gives the children sh is leaving forever.

When Mrs. Yates saw that Elizabeth was looking at her,
she gathered up her shawl and went away. Then the child

began to cry, and called after her, piteously; but its voice

was too feeble, and had no power to call the old woman back.
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Call her back! There was no power, good or evil, short
of death that could have turned that old woman from the
course she had determined upon.

There was no rash impulse in her action, no romance to
be repented of the moment it became an irksome reality.

She went at once to the house of Lawyer Steel, and
waited in the hall for him to come out from the breakfast-
room.

"I have come to say one thing more," she commenced,
the moment he. appeared. " They tell me you can speak
twice. Once, when you put in the evidence in his favor:
again, when it is closed. Do not wait for the last chance,
but say all at once."

"I am not sure that you are wrong," answered the law-
yer; "but, remember, under any circumstances the prosecu-
tion has the last argument."

"I know it answered the old lady, "but still ask you
to throw all your powers into the first speech. We have
no evidence to offer, except that of an honest, blameless

character. About the transactions of that night, nothing
else can be said or done."

"I fear not-I greatly fear not."
"But you will make the most of that? Oh, if you could

-- if you could make that jury believe! But they never
will."

"My dear madam, I will do my best. No man was ever
more anxious. Be sure of one thing-there is great power
in a thorough conviction that the cause you urge is a just
one. I haven't a doubt of the young man's innocence."

But they will find him guilty." She said this slowly,
and with a terrible conviction of the fact.

We will hope for the best, Mrs. Yates."
She wsook her head. b
"Do not put off what you have till the last. I came on

purpose to ask this. Defend him-declare his ianocene--
do everything to save his good name !"

ii,
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"I will do everything in my power to save his life."
"His life ? Yes, I know it is in danger! But you will

remember what I have said. Speak the first moment they
will let you. Do not wait for the last chance, but say every-
thing as if his life was in each word. If you cannot save
him in that way, there is no hope."

The lawyer was not used to having his course of action'
laid out for him, especially by a woman; but this was an
exceptional case-almost a desperate one-and he had some
faith in the keen intelligence and clear, common sense of the
old woman before him.

"I am not sure, Mrs. Yates, that your idea is not a good
one. The evidence we can bring is so meagre, that we
must cover up all deficiency with eloquence, and look
sharply after the rulings of the court. I will contest the
thing inch by inch. They shall not-not sacrifice the
young fellow without hard fighting."

For a moment the old lady's face lighted up. She was a
woman to contest with energy where her rights or affections
were menaced; but the momentary spirit died out before it
was fairly expressed. She turned to go, sighing heavily.

"He will want to see me. I am going to him now."
"Tell him to keep up his courage; and as for you, my

dear madam, pray that God may support him and help me."
She answered him,- as she had replied to her son's wife,

but with more pathetic sadness:
"I cannot pray-I must not pray."
She stood upon the door-step a minute, and then stepped

down into the street. She walked a few paces, and then
turned back again in a confused, wild way.

"You believe him innocent. Throw all the force of that
belief into your first speech. I come back to repeat that--
so much depends upon it-so much ! So much !"

Now the old lady turned away from the door-step for
good, repeating these words, without taking leave of the

r
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lawyer, who shook his head sadly as she went down the

street.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THE SECOND- DAY OF THE TRIAL.

MR. STEEL stood up in that crowded court and performed
his promise nobly. He obeyed the old lady's- request, and
instead of a dry opening, plunged heart and soul into his

case. With all his being, he had faith in the young man,
and belieVed in his innocence. But it was an appeal rather
than an argument.

If eloquence and generous warmth could have saved a
man, Daniel Yates would have been acquitted, for this
man's impassioned appeal carried the jury with him for a

time, and the whole court brightened with sympathy. But

little was said about the evidence. There, Mr. Steel knew
himself weak, and after a time, the jury felt that he was so.
You could see by their faces, the gradual change by which
reason conquered sympathy. The lawyer discovered it, and

sought to overcome the reaction, by putting forth still

greater powers; but there is a point from which all excite-

ment recedes, and spite of his splendid genius, Lawyer

Steel found it hard to sweep away evidence that seemed so

conclusive, by eloquence alone.
The old lady, who sat in a remote place in the court, lis-

tening to every word, and watching those twelve faces.with

keen scrutiny, brightened in all her futures for the first

half hour; then the gray pallor crept over her face again,

and she settled back in her seat, regarding the jury with a

dull, heavy gaze.
But the prisoner seemed inspired. He sat upright in his

seat, bright, animated, confident. Who, in that crowd,
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would believe him guilty, against the. truth and against that
thrilling defenseI?

The young wife by his side was beaming with hope, and
trembling with exquisite sympathy forte man she loved,
for herself, and the dear old mother, who looked so cold and
desolate there in the corner. Elizabeth wondered how she
could be so hopeless with that man's voice ringing in her
ears. . It was almost ingratitude. True, she was crying
herself; but that was only because of the kind, beautiful
things he was saying of her husband, who deserved them
so well.

At last the lawyer sat 'down-human effort coilJ do no
more - wiping the drops from his massive forieead, he
looked toward the jury, and saw that they were disturbed,
but not convinced. His heart fell; he leaned his elbow on
the table, and rested wearily on his hand, not caring to en-
counter the grateful look of that doomed man. Then he
remembered a promise made to old Mrs. Yates, and went to
her. She lifted her eyes to his, but did not speak.

"Have you watched their faces ?
She bent her head slowly.
"And have lost all hope?"
"All-I knew that it would be so."
"I-I have done my best!"
"I know it -I thank you; no human being could do

more. You have convinced some of his innocence."
The old woman then took hold of the lawyer's arm, and

drew him- down so close to her face, that she could whisper
in his ear, for plenty of curious persons were listening.

He seemed surprised by what she said, but made no
objection. Merely repeating what had probably been her
own words-" The last-yes, I will remember."'

Mr. Steel went back to his seat, and called several wit-
nesses for the defense.

The man in whose employ Daniel Yates worked, the peo-

K
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ple with whom he dealt, and such persons as had known
him since he came 'to the country. No better character
was ever proven for any man; but what did that avail?

At last, Mr. Steel, with some appearance of hesitation,
called Mrs. Hannah Yates, the mother of the prisoner.

There was a commotion in the court when this name was

pronounced. The crowd swayed restlessly, and men leaned

over each other with renewed curiosity, while the few wo-

men present whispered together, and sent glances of sym-
pathy after the poor mother, as she moved slowly toward
the witness stand.

How fearfully white and still she looked while the oath
was being administered. The band she reached forth, struck

the book like marble. How trivial the questions seemed
that they were asking ? Her name, her place of residence ?
Did she know the prisoner at the bar?

Know him! She lifted her face, and turned it full upon
the prisoner. Instantly an indescribable radiance broke up
its pallor, and over her mouth, eyes and forehead, came a
quiver of pathetic tenderness, which brought- tears into the
eyes of the very judge.

"Do I know him ? He is my own son."
For the first time during that trial Daniel covered his

face with both hands, and those who looked on could see, by
the heaving of his shoulders, that he was choking back
sobs that shook him from head to foot.

"Mrs. Yates!"
The old lady turned away from her son, and did not once

look at him again. The cold, gray tints came back to her
face, and she stood motionless, waiting to be questioned.

"Mrs. Yates, do you know anything of your son's move-
ments on the evening of the 21st of June ?

"No. I went out before he came home to supper, and
did not see him that evening till after ten o'clock."

"Where did you go ?"
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"I went down to one of the theatres to see a person who
had sent me a message to come ; but I did not find her."

"What theatre?"
Mrs. Yates named the theatre.
"1But you did not find the person you went to see. What

was her name?"
"Her name was Brown." *

"An actress ?"
"Yes."
"Where did you go afterthat?"
"I went directly to Mrs. Hurst's house, in Forty-third

street."
"Well, who did you see there?"
"Mrs. Hurst."
"Where was she ?
"In her bed-chamber, where I killed her with my own

hands."
Lawyer Steel dropped to his seat as if he had been shot

through the heart.
In another part of the court, a young man started to his

feet, reeled, fell backward, and fainted dead away. A few
persons in that neighborhood turned a glance at the white-
ness of his face, made more deadly by contrast with his jet)
black moustache and the masses of raven hair falling away
from his forehead ; but a far greater portion of the crowd
looked only at the old woman, and allowed the young man
to be carried out almost unheeded. Not a breath was
drawn. A host of eager eyes seemed to devour the very
expression of her face.

Mrs. Yates, unconscious of the sharp curiosity and the
solemn hush of the crowd, stood quietly looking straight
before her, resolute and still;

Then the voice of Daniel Yates broke out in a cry of
anguish that made even the judge start upon his seat.

"Mother ! mother ! for God's sake-for your own soul's
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sake-stop! This is not true! She hopes to save me, and
so accuses herself, gentlemen. It is not true! She never
could have done it ! A kinder-hearted woman never lived
than my mother!"

Daniel Yates had sprung to his feet, with both hands
extended, imploring his mother not to speak, and the court
not to believe her.

The old woman lifted her hand, but did not turn her eyes
upon that eager face.

" He does not know. I was not likely to trust my own
son; but it was I, Hannah Yates, and I alone-"

Before the old woman could finish the sentence, or repeat
the self accusation that had so astonished the whole court,
Lawyer Steel arose, fairly trembling with excitement. He
had not expected this, and, for a moment, surprise stunned
him.

"Not yet-not till I have warned her that no man has a
right to enforce confessions of guilt or demand a reply to
questions that criminate a witness. Having thus clearly
warned her, I submit the witness.

The district attorney bowed. Having, as he thought,
fixed the guilt on another party, he was rather annoyed by
the course things were taking, and spoke sharply to the old
woman.

"How did you enter the house that night?"
"Through the front door."
"Did you ring the bell?"
"No; the door was partly open.",
"Did any one see or hear you ?"
"I think not. The hall was dark, ahd I do not step

heavily.
"What took you to the house?"
"I had left word for Daniel to go after the child; but

thinking, perhaps, something might prevent him, I called
to see if little Clara had gone home."

I i
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"And finding the door ajar, went in without ringing?"
"cYes."
"Well, what next?n
Again Lawyer Steel sprang to his feet, but Mrs. Yates

lifted her hand as she had when her son offered his passion-
ate protest, and he saw that she had resolved to speak out.

"I killed the lady, not with malice-but it was I who
killed her. No one helped me, or knew of it but myself."

"But why did you kill her ?" asked the prosecuting
attorney, who had put his questions with wary quietness,.as
boys who snare birds lie still in the grass, thinking to lead

her into a detailed confession.
"That I will not answer."
"Was any other person in the house then?"
"I do not know of a certainty."
"Was your son there, or have you reason to think so?"
"4To my knowledge, he was not there."
1"Did you know of his being in that house at all on the

21st of June?"
"I had no knowledge of his being there at all. So far

as I know and believe, I was alone with Mrs. Hurst when
her life was taken."

"1Can you tell me, Mrs. Yates, anything about the box
that your son confesses to have taken from that house on
the evening in question ?"1

"Yes, I knew of the box. Mrs. Hurst spoke of it to me
several days before her death. She wanted me to take
charge of it, and -told me that night, before I-before her
death, that she had given it to Daniel to carry home."

"1What did the box contain?"
"9Things of value, that she wished me to return to their

rightful owner. This was what she told me."
"Did your son deliver the box to you? n
"4He did, that night, when I carried the little girl home."

"Did he'know what was in it?n"
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"Only as I told him. When the fire broke out it had
not been opened, and he was under arrest."

" Then you solemnly swear that he only brought the box
from this murdered lady to you, never touching its con-
tents ?"

" Yes, I swear it. Before Almighty God, in that, as in
everything else relating to that lady's death, my son is
innocent. I alone am guilty."

" You can step down, Mrs. Yates."
The old woman stepped down from the witness-stand, but

did not move away.
She was expecting some one to arrest her, and waited for

him, with her hands folded over each other, and her eyes
cast down.

The counsel whispered together, drew back to their seats,
and, with scarcely more than a sign, submitted the case.

The jury retired, and were absent perhaps ten minutes,
during which that old woman stood immovable, looking
vaguely at the door through which those twelve men had
passed.

The door opened, and one after another the jury filed
into court again.

NOT GUILTY.

The old woman heard other words, but they floated by
her like murmurs of th ocean; but these two rushed
through her whole being like fiery arrows. That wan face
lighted up; those hands clasped themselves.

She cast one look on her son, but dared not meet the
awful agony in those eyes a second time.

NOT GUILTY.

The crowd in the court-room repeated these words to
those who waited outside.. Then a wild shout rang up from
those who had sympathized with that fine young fellow from

the very first,. and were glad to believe him innocent.
.Those who came out of the court did not join in this.
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The guilt of that stately old woman depressed them. They
could not shout over the release of the son, knowing that
an old mother, hitherto blameless in her life, must suffer in
his stead..

More than one pitying look was turned upon her as the
people went out, leaving her standing there alone. Daniel
Yates received the congratulations of friends and strangers
like one in a dream. He answered them vaguely, without
once turning his eyes from the mother he had loved, and
still loved so dearly. She did not approach him, but stood
with her hands knotted loosely together, looking on the
floor.

When that shout came from the street she started, lifted
her head, and a smile quivered across her old face.

Daniel Yates left his wife, down whose face the tears ran
like rain, and drawing toward his mother, fell upon her
neck, and wept.

"Oh, mother! mother!"
While his arms were around her, and his voice was in

her ear, a strange hand was laid upon her shoulder.
"Come with me, Mrs. Yates."

CHAPTER XXIX.

SENTENCED FOR LIFE.

DANIEL YATES followed his mother to the very entrance
of the Tombs, entreating her to reconsider the thing she
had done.

Never, in his whole life had he known her to utter an
untruth ; but though she had sworn to the crime, he did
not believe her guilty of it. All the world might condemn
her, but he never would-no, not even from words out of

her own mouth. He believed that she had not only given
up her own life, but outraged a most tender conscience, in
order to save him. The thought wounded him worse than

a violent death could have done.
Mrs. Yates had little time for conversation, as she was

hurried from the court-room to the prison; but Daniel kept
by her side, imploring her.

She answered him firmly, but with infinite tenderness:
"Be quiet, my son. Go home, and be happy. What

does it matter how a worn-out old woman goes to her grave,
or by what humble gate she enters eternity? You have
youth, health, a wife that loves you. Go home, and never
mind by what path your old mother wanders away. They
can only deal death upon her-only death."

1Mrs. Yates said this coming out of the police-court,
where she had pleaded guilty.

Then he saw the gates of the prison close upon her, and
went home with his wife, who wept bitterly all the way, but
could not help flashes of gladness breaking through her
grief when she felt the strong arm of her husband support-
ing her. Never in this world did an acquitted prisoner
enter his home with so sad a heart.

But the old woman slept soundly that night. Her strug-
gles were over-the thing she had resolved upon was done.
She really did not much care what the law did with her.
She had, in truth, committed a crime, and was ready to
endure any punishment on earth if God would only forgive
her in eternity. Never, since that gloomy mass of stones
was heaped in the heart of the city, had a grander head
than that rested on a convict's pillow. It was a study for
Michael Angelo, with those masses of grayhair rolling back
from the broad forehead, and the firm mouth slightly re-

laxed by sleep.
The morning light shone in upon it gloomily, and the

cold, lime-washed walls flung it out in sublime relief from
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the dull gray of the prison blankets. You could not have
looked upon that face and believed the old woman guilty
of murder.

She awoke gently and patiently to her prison life; all
that they gave her she took with thanks; all that her
friends said, she listened to humbly-but nothing moved
her purpose. She entered into no explanation, reiterated
nothing, but said, with sad humility:

"I am a guilty woman. Leave me to the penalty of my
crime."

Lawyer Steel came to her, offering any professional
assistance; but she declined it with pathetic gratitude.

"0There would be no need of counsel," she said; "the
trial would oily occupy a few minutes."

He expostulated with her. There was a way out of this,
he said, even though she had confessed. It would not be
impossible to convince the court that trouble, on account of
her son, had driven her insane for the time. She must
plead not guilty, putting herself upon trial, and leave the
rest to him.

At first she received this proposition with silent thought-
fulness; perhaps the idea of life was sweet to her for the
moment.

"But, my son," she said, fixing her eyes, which g ew
larger and larger every .day, "what would they do ith
him?"

"Nothing. In this country no person can be put twice
in jeopardy of his life for the same crime"

"Yes, I know; but the world would condemn him-that
cruel weight of evidence would fall back and crush him.

In the eyes of all honest men he would be a felon. That
would kill us both. It is enough that he is compelled to
bear the shame of his old mother's guilt-guilt that he will
not believe in-my noble boy!"

"Nor do I believe in it, Mrs. Yates," said Steel, im

pressively.

She looked up at him quickly, and almost smiled, but
said nothing more regarding herself.

"A strange woman," mused the lawyer, as he passed out

of the Tombs; "a grand old woman! Guilty? Yes; but

ho ?"
Daniel Yates was still more earnest with his mother.

Liberty and life had become hateful to him, purchased at a

cost so terrible. He absolutely longed to' creep back into

his cell and die there rather than see her a prisoner, men-
aced with a violent death. But even his anguish did not

move her. She had chosen her part, and clung to it

patiently, meekly, but with the firmness of a martyr.
Then Elizabeth Yates came with gentle caresses and

sweet, womanly pleading. Her husband was so unhappy,
she said, and their home so lonely; even the little girl was
pining for a sight of her grandmother; every morning she
awoke, lisping the sweet word, and all day long she was

searching the rooms for her, or standing on thetop of the

stairs, wondering when grandma would come home again.
Then a soft moisture came into those gray eyes, and the

old woman kissed her daughter-in-law on the forehead,
blessing the'child through her. After this she fell into a

conversation with the young matron about the child, and
gave her pure womanly counsel regarding her;- but when
Elizabeth looked up through her blinding tears, and said,
"Mother, shall I bring her to you? " she answered, "No,
my child, not here. She must not see her old grandmother
in prison. Better far that she should never hear of her
again" Then Elizabeth fell to crying with deeper grief,
for there was such mournful pathos in the old woman's
speech, that her heart was fairly broken.

All efforts, all arguments were in vain. That stout heart
never wavered for an instant, right or wrong; the woman
was grand in her steadfaststrength-but all this stubborn
resolve was planted in pure womanliness. She got up no
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tragedy, used no arts to entrap men's sympathy, but sat
upon her bed, all those gloomy days, with balls of delicate
worsted in her lap, knitting little garments for the child she
never hoped to set eyes on again.

There was something very touching in the efforts of taste
this poor woman made while her fingers were at work on
those, garments. Delicate tints of blue and rose color
bloomed in the borders, such as an exquisite flower or a
sweet woman-child might adopt and grow brighter for the
wearing.

Could the poor old soul have woven her heart-strings
into the fabric the child was to wear, I think she would have
done it..

Thus time wore on, and the day of trial came. It took
scarcely half an hour for the court to organize, and less than
a minute for that old woman to say the one word, "guilty,"
on which her life hung. The indictment was for murder.
They had not changed the form when suspicions of guilt
fell from the son to the mother. So she pleaded "guilty,"
to that, and was remanded back for sentence.

DanielYates was by far the most wretched of the two,
when the mother and son went forth from that court-room,
side by side, with a policeman guarding her. People who
had seen this man on the day of his own trial, scarcely re-
cognized him now, for the flesh had melted from his limbs,
and there was a hollow-eyed agony in his face, that no dan-
ger of his own could ever have brought there.

Three days from that the judge passed sentence of death
on Hannah Yates. His voice faltered when he uttered the
fatal words, While they were on his lips, he would have
given much for the power to pardon, rather than sentence
the woman. But law is inexorable. She had confessed her
guilt, and must atone forlit with her life.

Many persons in the court-room wept when they looked
upon that calm face, which only received a shade of extra

whiteness from those awful words. There was something
pathetic in its very stillness, that made even hard hearts
yearn toward her with thrills of pity.4 She seemed to feel
this a little, and besought the officer, in a trembling voice, to
take her away before her son came. At her own request
she had been brought forth for sentence without notice to
any one. The thing she dreaded most was a sight of her
son's anguish. It was that fear which made her eyes burn,
and her limbs shake under her.

The next day Daniel did not appear at the prison. Per-
haps the poor mother wondered at this, for sometimes she
would drop her knitting and listen, if a step passed the gal-
lery; but she asked no question, and gave no sign of impa-
tience. Another day passed, and still her son did not come.
Toward night she asked a question of the keeper.

Daniel Yates had been to the prison the day she was sen-
tenced, but it was a few minutes after the time for closing.
He seemed greatly distressed, and the morning papers said
that he and lawyer Steel had gone to Albany, hoping to get
a pardon from the governor.

Some love of life must have lingered about the old wo-
man yet, for her sad, heavy eyes kindled, and the worsted
flew across her fingers swiftly, a§ she listened.

Did she hope ? Did she really desire to live ? Up to
this time the thoughts of death had seemed almost sweet
to her.

It was true. Elizabeth came down to the prison that
afternoon with a little basket of delicacies, and confirmed
all that the keeper had -said. Daniel had started for
Albany, the moment he heard of the sentence, and lawyer
Steel had gone with him. Elizabeth was sure they would
bring a pardon. What man on earth could be so cruel as to
harm her ?

The little woman was yery hopeful, but the prisoner said
nothing, though a nervous tremor was visible in her hands,
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and her feet now and then trod the floor, as if an impulse
for walking had seized upon her, which she could not
entirely suppress.

That very hour Lawyer Steel and Daniel-Yates were with
the governor, pleading for the old woman as only those who
throw heart and soitl into a subject can plead. Both these
men believed the condemned woman innocent of the crime
to which she had confessed. This thought drove the son,
frantic. He pleaded for her as a drowning man cries for
help, so earnestly, so manfully, that the governor believed
in his innocence, and almost doubted if the mother were
really guilty.

He commuted her sentence to imprisonment for life.
Three days after this a steamboat crept up to the wharf

at Sing Sing, discharging its miserable load in the shadow
of 'the prison. The most heart-rending sight that life pre-
sents to human pity, is a group like that one which stood
upon the wharf, pale, dejected, helpless, with all the desola-
tion of those dreary walls looming over them.

Standing a little apart from the rest, was on old woman,
a young man, and a sorrowing little matron,-whose blue eyes
were so flooded with tears, that the grim old prison seemed
floating in mist, as she turned them upon it, with a look of
pitiful curiosity.

The old woman had no irons at her wrists, and her sim-
ple garments were devoid of any mark which could distin-
guish her as a convict ; but her face, so firm, so still, so
inexpressibly sad, told the cruel story.

Henceforth that rough building in the midst of ragged
quarries, cut through by an iron railroad, and crowded close
to the river, on the bleakest spot to be found on its shores,
was to be her home. Her home till death.

The officer in charge came up to her where she stood, and
even he seemed to feel some pity for her age and her help-
lessness, and had left her standing there to the last.

f
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"It is hard," he said, "but you must go with the rest,
old as you are."

A quiver of pain passed over her face. She reached forth
her hand.

"Daniel!"
The agony at his heart was too great. He could not

touch that trembling old hand, but turned away covering
his face, that no one might see how bitterly a strong man
could weep. When he looked up again his mother was
gone.

CHAPTER XXX.

OLYMPIA) THE PRIMA DONNA.

THE furore of spectacular exhibitions was dying out in
New York, but their gorgeousness was still introduced in
the most popular operas, where graceful dancers and sweet-
voiced singers were sometimes united in the same persons,
At the close of one of these performances, a beautiful wo-
man came out from the gorgeous background of tinted fire
and quivering tinsel, and stood gracefully before her audi-
ence, waiting for its applause.

Olympia was honestly and fairly a beautiful blonde. No
acids had ever taken the gloss or color from her abundant
hair. No enamel was needed for that exquisite complexion.
The rouge that she wore profusely enough in her profession
concealed no defect, but only served to render that coarse
which, in itself, was delicate and harmonious.

In fact, the woman was no longer in' the bloom of her
youth; but she still retained a rich fullness of beauty which,
in her, seemed to have mellowed into perfection, as life
approached its meridian.

She came out from Ithat group of beautiful women, like
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Aurora escaping from her nymphs of the morning, and bent,
in smiling grace, under the storm of applause that broke
over her.

Again and again came those wild bursts of enthusiasm.
In the grace of her movements, and in the exquisite power
of her voice, she had taken a New York audience by sur-
prise.

Just from Europe, heralded by a broad transatlantic rep.-
utation, she was a novelty, and from that night would be
"the rage."
Three times the curtain went down, and three times it rolled

back again, at the tumultuous command of an audience
thrilled with delight by her beauty, by her voice, her air,
and a dance, in which she introduced steps peculiarly her
own, graceful, voluptuous, fascinating, which carried the
refined portion of her audience off with the rest, so fasci-
nated that they would notsreflect.

When the curtain fell for the third time, leaving the wo-
man ancle deep in flowers, she spurned them from her with
a careless lift of the foot, and moved across the stage like a
leopardess in its jungle, her gauzy draperies of pale sea-
green seemed to scintillate -sparks of fire, her long hair
streaming in waves and ripples of pale gold down her back,
and a garland of water-lilies trailing down with it; for it
was a peculiarity of this woman to wear her ornaments as if
they were4 dropping from her. Not a single flower did she
take from the great mass that lay around her; even the
bouquets in her hands, which she had gathered up at first,
were tossed, in contemptuous silence, to her less fortunate
companions.

Ier first appearance in New York. Yes-all the play-
bills blazing on the street corners, all the journals, morning
and evening, bad been announcing that fact for weeks; but
the woman herself knew better. When a young girl, she
had acted subordinate parts in that very theatre-parts that
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the humblest actress, to whom she had so contemptuously
tossed her flowers, would have scorned to accept. Nay,
from that low condition she had only been rescued by a
leader of the orchestra, so much above her in position that

her good fortune seemed a marvel to herself when she

became his wife.
That marriage was now so far back in her existence that

she had scarcely thought of it for years. But this night
something had brought it sharply to her memory. As the

shouts went up, and a storm of flowers beat against her, she
saw a face uplifted to hers from the orchestra. A pair of

wild gray eyes fixed upon her in sudden recognition; lips

just parted, as if, a cry had left them open, and colorless.
This one look had the power to sweep away all her

triumphs, and leave her angry and trembling, while she

stood there bending with subtle grace, and throwing kisses

to the audience.
It is no wonder she spurned her flowers, and was

frightened at her own success, when the curtain went down.

Olympia had hardly crossed the stage, and turned toward

her dressing-room, when the man who had been her husband

stood in her way. The scene-shifters were still about, and
she really took no heed of him at first, but turned to one of

the principal actors, and listened to his congratulations with

impatient delight; for that face in the orchestra had poisoned

her triumph so bitterly that she could hardly think it real,
and this one -success in America had been for years the

crowning ambition of her life.
She thanked the actor lightly, as if no fear could touch

her heart turned and saw the man, who had followed her.

The gas was generally turned off now, and the stage, that
had only a few minutes before been a conflagration of gor--
geous lights, was now so dark that she had difficulty in see
ing the man's face.

"Olive!"
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She knew the voice, and flung herself away from it in
haughty surprise.

"Olive, I must speak with you."
"With me! for what ? It is years since you and I have

had anything in common."
"I know it, Olive."
" Olive! Do not call me by that name. It is of the past,

and sickens me. Olympia-the Olympia-is what I am
called now."

"Olive, or Olympia, it is all the same. You are not the
less a woman who was once my wife, and the mother of my
child."

"Hush, sir! It is false-or, at any rate, a thing to be
forgotten. The courts gave us a divorce. The child, since
you will mention her, was awarded to me.

"But for her I should not have spoken."
"Well, what of her? I wish to be rid of this subject.

The very sight of you, after so long, brings back that hate-
ful year or two that you stole out of my life, and makes me
nervous. You had something to say about the child, poor
little thing! Well, why don't you say it?"

"Olive, do you know where our child is ?"
"Yes and no. Of course, I did the best I could for her.

If it hadn't been for your unnatural opposition about the
divorce, you might have had her, and welcome. I was poor
as a church mouse then, and should have been glad to let
her go; but you wanted her, and I would have seen her
starve first. Poor little thing! I hope she hasn't quite
come to that; but how could I be expected to look after her,
unless I travelled with her on my back, as the Indian women
do with their little redskins. I got her a kind nurse, and
took good care that she should be a pretty one. What else
could you or any one else ask?"

"Did you pay this nurse?"
f' Pay her? Yes-six weeks in advance. It is easy to
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remember that, for I pawned a lovely locket for the money.
I forgot who gave it to me, but it had a spiteful little snake

coiled around it, with sharp ruby eyes, and was diamond-
striped down the back. It broke my heart to let the locket

go; but I determined to do my duty, and that is how the

nurse got six weeks' pay in advance."
"For six weeks. Was that all?"
" All! What do you want? Could I be expected to pawn

another locket when I hadn't one to my neck?"
" But you never saw the child after that ?"
" How could I, when I was in Germany and France, try-

ing to make something out of myself, working night and
day, going through traps and up into flies; that was my
fate for a good while after I got rid of my miserable mar-
ried life. After that-"

Here the woman gave her head a magnificent, toss, and
shook out her sea-green draperies, which settled back dim
and lustreless, now that there was no light to bring the
sheen and sparks out.

"After that I had something else to think of. A good
time isn't to be got by pining about children one has lost
sight of. The nurse was a good little thing, and I dare say
she got along well enough with the child, if it didn't go off
teething, or with the measles, or scarlet fever. Of course I
hope it didn't. One would not be a good mother to want
such things to happen; but then, if they did, you know it

is one's duty to be resigned."
The man sighed heavily.
"The child is not dead, Olive. I am a poor fellow, I

know, but I couldn't quite give up my own child, if you
did."

" Why, you did not dare to disturb her after the court
gave her to me ?1

"No, I did not do that, but I found out where she was,
and got a sight of her nbw and then; sometimes I sent the

people that had her a little money."
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"And how could you find that out ? Who told you to
send money ?" -

"You told me once, when I pleaded with you to let me know
something about her, that she was with a woman who had
lost her own child, and would take this in its place. Her
husband's name was Daniel Yates, you said, and there was

-an old woman in the house, his mother, who would do any-
thing for' it."

"But I did not tell you where these people lived."
No, and I never should have found out, but for a thing

that happened. This Daniel Yates was arrested for mur-
der."

"That man! He never committed murder, never!"
"They arrested him, but he was acquitted. The old wo-

man you had spoken of as so kind and good, confessed the
crime, and was sent to State's prison for it." -

"1The old wretch! but she couldn't take my little girl
with her."

"No; but the child was brought forward, some way, in
evidence, and 'this is how I got a clue. Day after day I
hung about the house where Yates lived, and at last got a
sight of my poor child."

"Poor! You say poor! Was she sickly then, or ugly?I am sure no child of mine could be that."'
"She looked well, and--"
"Was she pretty-beautiful? Tell me that!"
"As a little angel. The nurse you speak of was holding

her by the hand. Daniel Yates walked with them. It was
after his mother went to prison. He looked like death."

"Pretty, bright, an angelic child. Brown, I think I
should like to see that child. Wait a minute."

Olympia gathered up her draperies, ran across to the
stage, snatched a basket of flowers from' among her trophies,
then hurried to the green-room, and came back with some
glittering bon-bon boxes, which she brought huddled in the

skirt of her dress.
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" Take these to her, dear little pet! say that her mamma

is coming to see her with lots of playthings, and will take

her out to ride in her pony carriage. Tell me again, Brown,

is she so very pretty?"
" The prettiest creature that I ever saw."

"I will buy her a superb French doll, the first thing in
the morning, wardrobe and all."

"A doll," said the man, almost smiling. "Olive, have

you forgotten how long it is since you left me ?"

The woman caught her breath and looked at him ear-

nestly.
" How many years is it?
"Fourteen, and our child was over two years old then."

"Great Heavens! so it is-fourteen and two-my child

is a young woman. Mercy! am I so old as that'! Do I

look so old as that, Brown?',
She stepped beneath a jet of gas which still burned at

one of the wings, that he might see her face clearly. This

man had loved the woman before him, when the affections

of his nature were in their keenest force. Perhaps he loved

her yet, for his eyes flashed as he looked upon her. She

had been his evil fate, and he knew it, but a glow of the

old tenderness was in his eyes.
"Ah, Olive," he said, whatt a woman you might have

been! How beautiful you are yet!"
"Then I do not look like the mother of a girl sixteen

years old?"
He answered her with a burst of passionate sorrow.

"You do not look like a mother at all. God forgive
you!

She stepped away from the light with an impatient ges-
ture.

"Do control yourself better, Brown. This comes of

sticking like moss to one place. When an old love is dead,
why can't you bury it dLcently out of the way? What's

'I
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the use of keeping the ashes? Now, I would rather be
friendly with you, while I remain here. No one will guess
that you and I have ever met before. Why should they ?
It would only make awkward paragraphs for the newspa-
pers, and draw you into more notice than would be pleasant,
with a person of your habits."

"My habits ?"
"Yes, of course; I see it all in your face."
"You drove me to it," said the man, trembling with

excitement."
"I dare say," she answered carelessly; "weak men

always accuse some woman of being the cause of their sins.
It is very stupid, though, and usually false. But about this
girl-our child-how strange it seems that you and I ever
loved each other, but I really think we did. How can I
manage it to see her ?"1

"It is easy. Daniel Yates is dead."
"Poor fellow! I remember him well. How that little

doll of a woman adored him."
"He never looked the same man after his mother went to

Sing Sing. It was a hard, hard case. He built a little
house near by the prison, and worked at his trade there,
going to see her constantly as the rules would permit, but he
never was strong or cheerful. It took years to crush down
that iron constitution, but his heart broke at last."

"And his wife-is she there yet ?"
She followed him in less than three months."

"And the child?"
"Was left alone."
"How did you know about this?"
"I taught her music. It was so managed that I should

be recommended as a teacher. During the last four years
she has been my pupil.

"Knowing who you are?"
"No, no. I dared not tell her."

I
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"Did those Yates people pay for all this?"

"I-I took their money, but put every cent of it aside

for her. It was impossible to refuse it; without a reason."

"I don't understand. Did they really educate this

girl ?"

"As if she had been their own, and they rich."

"4I am sorry these people are dead. It would have been

so easy to pay them ; but one can't send money into eternity,

you know. Beautiful, is she?"
"Very beautiful."
"Like me?"
"No; she is not like you."
" Then how can she be beautiful ?"
Brown did not smile at the sublime egotism of the wo-

man, but answered, gravely:
"I cannot describe the difference, but you will feel it."

"Brown you have forgotten to be agreeable. What

other man would dare address the Olympia in this

fashion ?
"You asked a question; I have answered it. Surely

your greed for flattery is not so keen that you would

accept it from me ? Even common praise would be satire

from my lips. I will not insult you with it."

The woman, coarse-grained and reckless of all human

rights as she actually was, winced at this. She gathered up

the draperies of her dress, and was about to leave him inthe

silent disdain with which she sometimes crushed her admir-

ers; but as he neither followed nor attempted to keep her,

she-came back, and said, #bruptly-:
"What was your object in seeking me here ?"

"I came to make sure that you were not utterly devoid

of the sweet motherhood which makes the glory of most
women. Our child is now-cast upon the world. Whatever
means Yates had, died with him. She came to me last

week, asking me to aid hbr in getting into the choir of some
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church, and to recommend her for pupils. She is poor,
utterly unacquainted with the world, and has nothing on
earth but the roof that shelters her, no friend but myself."

"And you ?"
"I am no fit guardian for an angel like her. Besides, I

am but a poor, worn-out fellow, living from hand to mouth.
My place in the orchestra here is but temporary. I do not
keep any position long."

The woman looked at him an instant with something like
regret. She remembered what a brilliant, hopeful man he
had been when she seized upon his ambition and tore it up
by the roots; but her compunction only lasted a moment.

"Well, Brown, I have money enough, at any rate, to keep
her from peddling out her voice to the church ; but I wish
to see her first. To-morrow night bring her to the theatre.
Give me a pencil and a scrap of paper. That will do.
There is an order for my own box; take her there."

Brown took the paper, but stood, with it in his hand,
hesitating.

"Well, what's the matter now?"
"I was thinking, Olive. That girl has never been to a

theatre in her life. I would not quite like her to see you in
this piece."

"Why not? The music is delicious, and I haven't hand-
somer dresses in anything. Besides, the dance and the
scenery will take her off her feet."

Brown sighed. It was useless to reason with this wo-
man-she could not understand him. Deficient in many of
the finer feelings of a high nature as he undoubtedly was,
she could not reach even his level.

"But you need not trouble yourself. This opera will be
put aside for awhile after to-night. You can see that by
looking at the posters as you go out," she said, carelessly.

"One thing I wish to say before you see the girl, Olive.
I think she still believes herself the daughter of Daniel
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Yates. It is certain that she knows nothing about that

trial, or that the old woman is in prison. Do not say a

word about it, for she is a sensitive child, and it may do

great harm."
"Do you mean that I am not to tell her that she is my

own child, Brown, if I wish it? Well, there is no use in

asking that, because I shall do just as I please about it.

As for all that trash about the trial, I shall not say any-
thing about it, because I don't care a fig one way or the

other. But one thing I can tell you -if the child isn't

good-looking, don't expect me to own her, for I won't."

Brown had turned away while she was speaking, and

seemed anxious to be gone; but she called him back.

"You will certainly bring her?"
"Yes ; if it is possible."
u"But say nothing. I will not commit myself, remember,

till I have seen the creature. Just bring her to the theatre
-nothing more."

Brown promised again, and went away heavy-hearted, as
a man might well be who had found the woman he once
loved so coarsely selfish.

Olympia went to her dressing-room, carrying back the

basket of flowers and boxes of bon-bons in her arms.

There she found her dressing-maid waiting patiently, with
a large basket covered with oiled-cloth at her feet, and im-
plements for a theatrical toilet lying confusedly on a table

near her. Directly in front of the poor, worn-out creature
was a great swinging mirror, in which her elongated and
sleepy features lay, like a drowned person in a pool of lim-

pid water. She started up as the great prima donna came

in, and stood ready to undress her.
Olympia dropped her basket of flowers to the floor, gave

it a kick across the room as she came in, scattering the

blossoms all about, and lending a pure element to the over-
wrought perfume that rose from the dressing-table. Then

li
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she pitched the glittering bon-bon packages after it, and sat
down before the mirror, beating the floor with her satin-clad
footand casting furtive glances into the mirror. The face
she saw there was sullen and a little doubtful. The duties
of that night had been arduous, and her features looked
haggard through their rouge. She started up.

"Pour out some pure .water."
The maid lifted a ewer, half-emptied it into the cracked

bowl, and stood aside, while her mistress buried her face in*
the water till it was wet to the hair. Then she reached-out
her hand for a napkin, rubbed every vestige of false color
from her face, and puffed the frizzed gold of her hair with a
light touch of her hand before she sat down in front of her
mirror again. Then she examined the face she had washed
with eager scrutiny, and turned to the maid with an appeal
that was almost imploring:

"Well! do I look old enough to have a girl of sixteen for
a child?"

"I am sure, madam, you look scarcely older than that
yourself."

This flattery, was not, in fact, so absurd or coarse as it
may seem. No deep feeling had ever brought lines to that
beautiful face. . A soft, sensuously selfish woman keeps the
good looks that harmonize with her character. The face in
the glass smiled back to its original, and the head gave a
little exultant toss. Then she leaned forward, and talked
inly with the imagethat bent toward her.

"Just now-yes; but there must be a break before long,
my beautiful friend; thirty-four isn't young, if it looks so.
When I lay down the power of loveliness, some one will
take it up. Better my own child than another's, B3ut wait
till we see her-wait-till we see her!"

CHAPTER XXXI.

TWO FUNERALS.

THERE are rocks, dust and desolation on every hand
where the State's prison at Sing Sing is located; but back
in the village, and near by in the adjacent country are
many pleasant nooks and pretty residences, which give an
idea of thrift and refinement to the whole neighborhood.

Away from the village, perhaps half a mile inland, stands
a small, stone cottage, built low upon the ground, with a
light verandah of unhewn cedar-posts running down two
sides, and an oriel window in one end. These pillars were
so festooned With roses, honey-suckles and passion-flowers,
that no person would have thought it the home of a com-
mon mechanic, but so it was.

A working man had built the cottage years ago, almost
with his own hands; he had planted the paper-mulberry
that overshadowed one end of the house, the half-grown
elm that dropped its superb branches in front, and the
honeysuckles, that wound themselves in and out of those
rugged cedar pillars.

You could tell how old the house was by the growth of
those trees, for Daniel Yates had built the cottage, and
planted both mulberry and elm on the year his mother was
shut up in a gloomy cell of the prison. Then, and during
all the succeeding years in which he lived in that cottage,
Yates was a sad and disheartened man, retiring, reticent,
and shy of company; though not by nature unsocial, he
lived by himself, finding all the solace and, joy of a broken
life in his own family.

Yates could not be idle, even if circumstances had offered
no incentive to labor. He was naturally an active energetic
man, and the old habit of usefulness clung to him long after

16I
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he had much care for the result. He established a mode-
rate business as an upholsterer, in the village, and from
that won a fair livelihood, though the expenditures lavished
upon the fair girl, who made the most cheerful light of his
home, must have been drawn from other sources.

Yates told no one the reason of his coming to that place;
but he visited the prison constantly, whenever the rules per-
mitted, and through the influence of the chaplain, who was
his only intimate friend, took a Sunday class among the con-
victs, which was never neglected a single Sabbath, not even
after the decline, which stole upon him slowly year after
year, had wasted his stalwart frame and bowed it down,
till it walked the earth like a shadow.

Elizabeth Yates, too, had her Sunday class among the
women. She read them chapters in the Bible with her
sweet voice, and said kind things to these poor outcasts,
that touched and softened them far more than solemn haran-
gues would have done, had she been capable of them, which,
dear little woman, she was not. In her class was an old
woman, gray-haired and gentle, as is becoming to old age,
who would sit by, as Elizabeth read, with her eyes closed,
and a soft, shadowy smile, hovering about her mouth, as if
the very sound of that voice were music to her.

When Elizabeth closed her Testament and prepared to go,
the eyes of these two women would meet with a glance of
sad yearning affection, and for a whole minute their hands
would clasp lovingly, when, perhaps, a whispered question
and answer would pass between them.

" Is the child well?"
"Yes; well, and so good, so lovely."
Then the old woman would draw a deep breath, and go

away to her solitary cell with a look of grave, sweet calm,
that made even her fellow-prisoners long to do something,
that she might know how much they pitied her.

Thus it was that the years crept away, scattering the

I
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ashes of age more thickly on that old woman's head, and
slowly breaking down the strength of the young man.

Daniel Yates came home from the prison one evening so
weak and feeble, that he could hardly walk. He had been

permitted to see his mother in the chapel that day, and
much low-voiced conversation had passed between them,
sometimes earnest and eager, again sorrowful beyond expres-
sion. Yates was miserably ill, and he had reached the
prison with great difficulty. The hot red in his cheeks, and
the fever in his hands, filled the old convict with alarm.
She took both his hands in hers, and kissed them as she had
done a thousand times, when they were tiny things, with
the faint pink of a shell in their palms.

" Don't, mother," he said, mournfully; it only makes
me feel worse, for I know how much you will miss me."

The slow, hard tears of age had been creeping up to her
eyes, but she put them back and bent her head, that he
might read nothing of the anguish in her face. Then she
talked, as I have said, of those things which interested them
most, and with a mind that seemed clear and cold as crystal,
decided for him such points as troubled him with a doubt.
A person looking on would have said that the mother and
son parted coldly, almost without feeling; but a sudden
chill had come upon him, his lips turned coldly blue. She
heard the faint chatter of his teeth, and restrained herself
to a silent farewell that seemed cold, but was a terrible
agony.

When the convict went out from the chapel, she besought
the matron to let her go alone into her cell, which was so
like the stillness of a grave, and the matron seeing the
change in her face, said,." Yes," and added a few words of
sympathy that the old woman-did not hear, in her yearning
to be alone.

The keepers each time as they passed her cell that day
looked into the aperture'through which she got a little air,
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and always found her on her knees with her face from the
light. Her soul was following Daniel Yates back to his
home. Did she think of her own guilt then ? Was she
penitent ? Alas! I only know this poor old woman was
very unhappy; the rest lay between herself and her God.
She had been many years in her prison cell, doing some
good even there, for she was often detailed as a nurse in the
hospital, and those who. suffered, had felt her kindness, and
benefited by her clear, good sense. To these unhappy con-
victs, that old woman was almost an angel. No man or
woman in that prison had ever heard her utter a complaint.

Daniel Yates went home that day with death at his heart
and blood upon his lips. Then his wife knew that his time
bad come, and moving around him, like a ghost, tried to
be quiet and appear hopeful, while the heart lay dead in
her bosom.

Yates fell upon a couch, which had been much used of
late, and panted out one word:

"Caroline !>>
The girl came at once, terrified, with her hair afloat and

blue eyes gleaming with affright.
"Oh, father, father, are you so ill ?"
She knelt down by his couch, and laid her cheek against

his hand.
Yates looked at his wife, and she withdrew, closing the

door after her. Then he put one arm fully around the girl,
and begged her not to sob so bitterly, for he had something
that she must hear, for it might not be long that he could
speak.

She held her reath, awe-stricken, and listened.
"Caroline, ere is a thing which you must learn, sooner

or later, and no one here can tell it you but myself. Do
not tremble so, or it will take all my breath away."

"What is it? what is it ? Not that this turn is so very,
very bad! Oh, not that!"

I

"That rests with God only, my child. No; Caroline,

you are not my child."
i"Not your child! Oh, father !"

" This is what I desire to tell you. The day will come

when you will be made to know it, less kindly than it comes

from me."
"Oh, father! my father!
"Be quiet, dear. No father will ever love you better.

Tell me now, while I can hear, have I not always been kind

to you?"1
" Oh, father! Kind! No girl ever had such a father.

"Still I am not that, but have tried to do all that a

father could. When I am gone
"Oh, father, father, do not say that!"
With all his apparent calmness, the sick man had been

greatly excited. It seemed as if a band of iron were gird-s

ing his chest closer and closer. With every breath he

struggled against it, but only to find the next more difficult.

A sharp pain cut through his speech, a faint sickness crept

over him. He closed his eyes, and lay upon the pillow,

panting feebly for breath.
The girl was terrified. All thoughts of the painful truth

he had told her fled from her mind. She ran to the door,

and Elizabeth Yates came in. No powers of conversation

were left to the man after that. He made an effort once or

twice, but could not speak a loud word. At last he made a

faint sign. Caroline knelt close by his pillow, and laid her

face to his.
"When you are twenty-one, go to N. Steel, No -Nassau

street. He will tell you, but not till you are twenty-one."

The sentence exhausted him. He lay back upon the

pillow, motionless, scarcely breathing.
She pressed her face closer to his, sobbing piteously.

Then he made another effort.
" My easy-chair-kep it. I give it to you. Never let

it go out of your possession. Promise me."
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"I do promise, father."
"Let me come now!"
It was the meek, pleading voice of Elizabeth Yates. She

could not bear to see even that beloved girl listening to the
last words of her husband, and she standing by.

Caroline arose, and gave place to the wretched wife. She
sat down drearily in the chair which that dying man had
given her, and watched the couch, in a dull, dreamy way,
while he grew worse and .worse. In mercy to her youth,
she did not understand or know that death was creeping
slowly up from the ice-cold feet to the honest heart; but
all at once she saw his tall form stretch itself. A spasm
swept over the face, the locked hands fell slowly apart,
and Daniel Yates was dead!

The people of the village came out in numbers to assist
in the burial of this man, who left no enemies behind him.

Among them was an old woman dressed in faded black,
which must have been made years before. She seemed
very poor, and the materials of her dress were incongruous,
but still it was an attempt at mourning, and the twist of
rusty bombazine about her old bonnet was far more pathetic
than clouds of heavy crape could have been.

She stood by the grave while the burial service was being
read, with her eyes cast downward to the coffin, still and
tearless as a ghost, and almost as white. It was noticed that
she never lifted her eyes from the coffin or turned them
from the grave, until the last sod was laid upon it. Then
she looked up and found herself alone with the grave-dig-
gers and a man whom they recognized as a keeper from the
prison. She walked wearily up to this man, and said:

"I am ready to go now."
The man seemed to take no notice, but walked away,

following her at a little distance.
These two entered the female prison, and the old woman

went directly to her cell, where she lay down upon the nar-

I
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row bed, and, closing her eyes, allowed the slow, salt tears,

every one the birth-of a pain, to flow through her closed

lashes drop by drop, till the straw pillow was wet with

them.
As the keeper went out he met the matron, who addressed

him, anxiously:
"You have got back without trouble, I hope. Did any

one notice her? "
"Not particularly, I think. I kept away from her, and

she made no noise. Poor old woman! We may get into

trouble for it with the commissioners, but I would do the

same thing over again, right or wrong."
"It is useless arguing the question. I could not help it,"

answered the matron. "The very sight of her eyes, im-

,ploring me for one last look at the dead, was heart-rending.

If it costs my place, I cannot be sorry that I let her go."

"She kept her word, and spoke to no one. Nor did she

look even at the widow, who, poor thing, is but a shadow.

I never saw a creature so broken down, white as a sheet,

and so heavy about the eyes. You would not have known

her."
"Don't tell me about it. My heart had all it could bear

with the old woman. To see her mending that moth-eaten

alpaca dress, and twisting that wisp of rusty black about

her bonnet, with the tears rolling down from under her iron

spectacles, was too much for me. It is not often one gives

way in this place, but I didn't get over it without a good

cry."
"Well, well, I hope we shall not get hauled up about it,

that's all," said the keeper, "and I hope she won't think

of asking us again, when that poor widow goes, which won't

be long, I can tell you."

The keeper was right. Just two months after Daniel

Yates was laid in his grave, his wife Elizabeth was by his
side-
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She had passed away like a snow wreath, almost without
making a sign of the grief that killed her.

When the girl Caroline returned home from the funeral
she was utterly alone in the world, for she had been kept in
profound ignorance of the old woman in the prison, and had
no claim on a human soul, except it might be a middle-aged
woman who had been hired d6 a servant after Elizabeth be-
came too feeble for household labor. In this solitude and
loneliness the girl spent a year. Then her means were ex-
hausted, and she went to her music-master for counsel and
help.

CHAPTER XXXIL

AN INVITATION TO THE THEATRE.

IT was autumn now, the saddest time of all the year;
doubly sad for this young girl in her loneliness and dis-
tress, for she had been so delicately cared for, and kept so
isolated from every one but her teachers, that an effort at
making her own way in the world seemed almost impossible.
But the money Daniel Yates had left, so far as she knew'
about it, was dwindling away with a swiftness that fright-
ened her. There had been a will, and some one in the vil-
lage had, under its directions, disposed of the business, and
settled up the humble estate.

There is no doubt that Daniel Yates had left property
enough to support the girl, whom he carefully mentioned in
his will as " My adopted daughter, residing with me, and
known as Caroline Yates, who was made sole legatee after
the death of his wife. But widows and orphans are the
natural prey of unprincipled men.

Elizabeth knew so little of business that she never ques.-
tioned the validity of a settlement which left only the roof
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that sheltered her and scarcely a year's support beyond that.

Caroline was still more helpless, and this autumn she found

thewolf at the door of that pretty cottage, and was stricken

with terror at the sight.
Then it was that Caroline, with much trembling and hes-

itation, appealed to her music teacher, who came twice a

week from the city to give her lessons, as he had done for

several years before the death of Daniel Yates, persisting in

an assertion that he had received pay in advance. This

man promised to recommend pupils-in fact, to assist her

in every possible way; and, believing him, she took hope
again.

One morning Caroline sat in the oriel window, watching
foi her friend; for Brown was, in truth, the only friend this

young creature could count upon in the whole world-but

for him, her loneliness would have been complete.

She had been counting her resources, and found them so

completely exhausted, both in substance and actual money,
that a failure on the part of her teacher would leave her and

the faithful woman, who was her companion and house-

keeper, utterly destitute.
Thus it happened that Caroline sat in the oriel window

of her cottage, and watched for her teacher with such anx-

ious looks.
Brown came at last, walking swiftly, with a roll of music

in his hand.
He was a tall, spare man, slightly round-shouldered, but

active, and not yet forty years of age, though he appeared

full that at all ordinary times.
But now his face wasunusually lighted up. There was

something strange and almost wild in his eyes that made

Caroline doubtful, for the moment, if it really was her

teacher who paused at the gate and stood looking at her so

earnestly through the oriel window.
N~o wonder the mas stood awhile and lost himself utterly.
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The girl was leaning on a small table, just large enough to
hold a vase of late autumn flowers and a book. This she
had pushed aside in order that her folded arms might rest
upon it, while she gazed out of the window with wistful
longing, which turned to the gladness of a delighted child

-when she recognized the man at the gate.
The brown gold of that thick hair, waving back from the

face, and dropping a long, heavy ringlet on either shoulder
with the brightness of sunshine quivering through and
through it; the soft, dove-colored dress; the snow-like folds
of that zephyr shawl, floating in and out with the fleeci-
ness of a cloud; the eager bending of that lovely head,
was a picture so exquisite, that he had no heart to break
it up by an outward movement.

Behind her was the dim background of a pretty parlor;
in front a Virginia creeper, frost-bitten, with a vivid com-
mingling of green and-red, covered one entire end of the
house, and was piled in masses of gorgeous foliage around
the window, adown which it fell in wreaths and tendrils
framing her in.

A few moments he saw this- picture clearly, then it fell
into tumult. The girl sprang from her seat, ran across the
room, and came out to meet him.

" Oh ! Mr. Brown! I am so glad! I was so anxious!
I thought yoUwould never come!"

Brown took the hands she held out, and locked them close
in his.

"Are you really so glad to see me ?
"Glad! I have been watching ever since breakfast!

Don't you feel how cold my hands are ?"1
"Poor little hands! how they shiver!" said Brown, ten-

derly. "But, why do you let them get so cold?"
"Why ?" answered Caroline, nodding toward the window,'

"We can't watch the road from anywhere else; and--and
Eliza thinks-that is--we don't have a fire in the parlor
this year."

7.
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" Poor child! poor little girl! Is that it?"

Caroline blushed, and made an -effort to release her

hands. Like all sensitive persons she was ashamed of her

poverty...
" Oh, it's nothing. I-I like it, you know; practising

keeps one so warm; and I am at the piano night and day,

now that I am to earn money by it. Besides, I like to sit

with Eliza; she's such good company, and so kind since my

poor mother died."
"Your mother!I
There was something in the teacher's voice that made

Caroline look up quickly, and an expression in his face that

held her gaze enthralled.
"Who told you of it?" she inquired, breathlessly.

"Let us go in, my child. The wind is keen this morn-

ing."

They entered the parlor, a pretty little room, with no

costly ornaments in it, but neat and exquisitely arranged.

Still the empty grate with all its brightness, made the

room seem more uncomfortable than it was.

Brown folded the soft zephyr shawl tenderly around Car-

oline, as she sat down by his side-so tenderly that she

thought of her father, and tears came into her eyes.

He patted her band but took no other notice of the tears

which only broke in mists on her drooping lashes.

" Caroline, what do you think J came for this morning?"

"To give me a good, long lesson, and.-and tell me some

good news."
"About the lesson, I think you are a little mistaken, for

I don't mean to give you One at all. If you think having

found any pupils good news, I haven't got one as yet. We

will think of that by-and-by."
Caroline's countenance fell. She remembered how little

money was left, and her heart grew heavy with disappoinlt-

ment.
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"Still you must not be disheartened, my dear girl. Icome on purpose to give y6u a little pleasure."
.She looked at him, wondering, as a child would, what thepleasure was that he half promised her.
"Have you ever been to the theatre, Caroline ?"1)"To the theatre ? Yes-no, it was a concert; there wassingg.n"w
"Would you like to go ? It is time you should see some.thing of the world. Would you like to go to a theatre?"
"Oh, yes, yes! But when?n
"This very night, if you like it."
"If I like it? Oh, how can I tell you how much I wish

to go!-
"Then get ready, and we will start by the return train."
"Now? right away ? Is it really, really true?"

Get ready. That is the best way of finding out.")Caroline ran to the door, held the knob in her hand amoment, and came slowly back again.
"But Eliza. She would like it. Must I leave her bebind ?"
The teacher fell into thought a moment; then answered,as if talking to himself:
"k is better so. She may need her. Who knows ?"1-
"Ohan she gouldto?" inquired the girl, clasping her hands."Oh, if she could, if she could V"
"Go ask her if she would like it."

.The next istntCaol*t instant Caroline was in the kitchen, with botharms around the neck of a woman, Who was busy at a table,
ironing.

"Eliza, dear, dear old woman, I have something splendidfor you! We are going to the theatre, you and I and Mr,Brown, this very night!"
Eliza put aside those clinging arms, set her cold iron onthe clay furnace that stood on the hearth, lifted a hot onewith her holder, and spat upon the black surface. When

Vthe drop of moisture had leaped across it with a sharp hiss
or two, she spread a napkin on the table, and went to work

upon it. Then, and not till then, did she speak.
" What is it about the theatre.?"
" Mr. Brown is going to take us both, you and I. Oh,

Eliza! do put that iron on the hearth and talk about it.
What do people wear at a theatre?"

"Anything that they want to, I reckon," answered the
woman, bending to her work.

Caroline grew impatient. She could scarcely stand still

upon the floor. How could Eliza take the great news so
coldly ? It was too aggravating.

"But you mean to go, Eliza?"
"If you go, I shall. It isn't likely I shall let you go

alone."
"Then get ready, Eliza. We haven't a bit too much

time. Do tell me what to wear."
Eliza folded her napkin, pressed the iron upon it with

both hands, laid it in the clothes-basket, and took off her
ironing-blanket. Then she untied her apron, and said:

"Come along with me upstairs, if you want to go so
bad."

CHAPTER XXXIII.

- THE ACTRESS-MOTHER.

THE theatre was crowded. A reaction front degrading
sensuality, which had driven refined and intelligent people
from places of public amusement, hadset in, and the new

opera promised, in many respects, to redeem a degraded

past.
It was a graceful, dashing performance, rich in exquisite

snatches of music, light with _scenic effects, .nd in every
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way a novelty. Those who had shrunk from seeing Olym-
pia in her coarser performances were glad to hear the sur-
passing richness of her voice in a part which called forth
praise rather than blushes; and she was equally at home in
grave or comic parts, for her powers of graceful adaptation
were wonderful.

She came to them as a foreigner, but gave no special
country as her fatherland,' and the name she bore might-
belong to any.y

She spoke several languages with equal purity; her
beauty was something wonderful; her easy, subtle move-
ments fascinated far more than they ever repulsed; her
whole life and character was an enigma.

In such things excitement finds its daily food. So Olym-
pia, in the new piece, drew a splendid audience, and came
out transcendent.

A burst of applause heralded the actress as she swept
across the stage, singing as she went. Again and again
they gave her welcome. The sweetest notes in her voice
were drowned in the uproar, as crystal brooks are swallowed
up by the ocean; but the marvellous grace of her move-
ments was music in itself, and that made itself felt in spite
of those thundering bravos.

A young girl, in one of the private boies, started up in
alarm. The swell and rush of so many voices frightened
her. She thought .some fearful harm was threatened the
beautiful creature, who seemed floating in a sea of light just
beneath her. In her terror she leaned far over the railing,
and looked out upon the innumerable heads" moving so
tumultuously beneath and all around her. She saw nothing
but smiles, fluttering handkerchiefs, waving fans, and a
flash of jewels from bended necks and arms in graceful
motion.

"What did it all mean?"
A man, who should have been in the orchestra, but had

been excused by the influence of that woman on the stage,
leaned forward and touched the girl's arm.

" Sit down, child; there is nothing wrong."
Caroline looked around, and shrank back to* her seat,

trembling.
"Will they hurt her? will they hurt her? What has

she done?"
"Nothing. Wait a minute. See!"
Olympia swept forward, the folds of her satin train roll-

ing after her, like snow with a golden sunshine on it. She
smiled, and fluttered kisses from her hand.

" Oh, how beautiful she is! How they must love her!"
Again the girl leaned forward and rested her arms on the

crimson cushion. She did not mind the noise now, for it
was dying out, and the most heavenly music she had ever
heard came trembling through, and all at once swelled
above it, like a nightingale soaring as he sang..I

The girl clasped her hands on the crimson velvet, her
eyes took fire in all their blue depths, her lips curved, her
cheeks glowed like damask roses. She was an embodiment
of joyous enthusiasm-a Hebe whose cup overflowed. She
never turned her eyes from the woman who entranced her,
but drank in each note that fled from her lips, as honey-
birds drink dew. She had no idea that any one was look-
ing at her,-yet half the audience turned that way, forget-
ting the music in admiration of her bright loveliness. She'
did not accept this homage, but gave her own like a prodi-
gal, smiling down upon the actress, and absolutely yearning
for a glance of those eyes.

They were uplifted. They looked earnestly into hers,
taking away her breath. She regained, it with a sigh of
delight. In the very inspiration of her music, that beauti-
ful woman had singled her out from the whole crowd as an
object of regard. It was the great pleasurable excitement
of her life. No wonder the girl went wild.
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When Olympia left the stage, Caroline leaned back and
spoke to Brown.

"You say my voice is sweet and powerful. Shall I ever
sing like that? Tell me, shall I ever sing like that?"'

"Yes, child; you have a finer voice, and can sing better
than this woman, if you are willing to work hard as she
has done."

"Work! I would almost die to be like her!"
A faint groan broke from the man. Caroline did not

hear it, for that moment a door of the box opened, and the
woman she had seen upon the stage stood in the dim light
of a passage beyond., A black lace shawl had been flung
over her head, and covered half her dress, through which
the jewels in her hair and on her bosom flashed fitfully, as
rays of light shot to them from the gas.

"Let the girl come with me. I wish to speak with her,"
she said, reaching out her arm from under the lace.

Caroline uttered a joyful little cry, and started up.
"May I? Oh! may I?"
Then it was that the man's heart recoiled from the des-

tiny to which he had possibly led that young creature.
But it was too late. Her hand was already in that of

-the actress. But this moment the servant Eliza came from
the corner back of the box, and laid her hand on Caroline.

"Where do you want to take her ?" she said, addressing
the woman. "She never goes anywhere without me."

"Only to my room," answered Olympia, in haste, for she
bad but little time before the next act would be on, and
though her call was late in that, a feeling of nervous expec-
tation was constantly upon her.

"She shall come back soon after the curtain rises. You
will remain here, Brown, and you, my good woman."

Before Eliza could answer she saw her charge drawn
through the door, which opened only on the outside, and
found herself alone with the music-teacher, whom she
addressed sharply.

a What does the woman mean?"
"No harm to the .girl. They will be back in a few

minutes."
"She had better," said Eliza, planting her chair by the

door, that had a mysterious look to her, and which she
resolved to guard. "She had better!"

Down a flight of steps, through a dimly-lighted passage,
up to which the scenery crowded in a dull mockery of trees,
Olympia led her charge, who took fright at the strangeness
of everything about her, and began to tremble a little.

"Don't be afraid, child," said Olympia, throwing one
arm around her, and pushing a door, that stood ajar, open
with her foot. "Come in here-it is light enough."
* It was a small room, frescoed a little coarsely, with

cupids and dancing-girls chasing each other through clus-
tering flowers of such gorgeousness as never bloomed under
the sun. But the gaslight softened them into something
like nature, and to that young girl, after coming in from
the gloom and darkness behind the scenes, everything was
resplendent.

One or two articles of furniture were enriched by gar-
ments of satin and velvet, intended for the last act, and laid
out ready for use, and a dazzling radiance shone out from
the dressing-table, where a crown, blazing with translucent
stones, stood upon a cushion of purple velvet, and a girdle
of stage emeralds trailed half way to the floor.

To a young girl like Caroline, simply brought up, and
new to the world, this room was something wonderful.

The flash of the mock jewels, and the sheen of the
dresses, fairly bewildered her. It seemed like a glimpse -of
fairy-land.

Olympia saw this with satisfaction. * She tossed a heap
of finery from the tete-a-tete sofa to the floor, and seated
herself, drawing Caroline down with her. They sat
directly before the. great swinging glass,- which 'framed
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them both in like'a picture. Olympia looked earnestly ink
the glass-first at her own face, then at the pure features
of the girl, so bright with innocent surprise, so fresh in the
first bloom of youth. The picture pleased her. She leaned
toward the girl and kissed her on the forehead and on the
lips, which was like the meeting of dewy roses.

"This is a pleasant life. Don't you think so ?" she
said.

"Oh! beautiful," answered the girl. "I never saw any-
thing like it,-never1!" .

"You saw how they received me ?
Caroline looked puzzled.
"How they stamped, waved handkerchiefs, and called me

forward three times?" Olympia explained.
"Oh, was that pleasant?"
"Pleasant! I should think so."
"But-but-I thought it was something they had

against you. The noise frightened me dreadfully. I did
not know whether it was a riot, such as you read of in the
papers, the theatre catching fire,, or that they wanted to
kill you!"

Olympia threw up her white arms and laughed.
"Why, child, it was applause-that which makes fame

for us. My enemies would give the world to silence it, but
they cag't--they can't do it. Let them try!"

"Enemies, lady ! Oh! who could be your enemy?"
"All the unsuccessful women, half the men, who fail to

get introductions, for one cannot know every body. My
dear little girl, I have enemies everywhere. Without that,
I should think very little of myself."

"Ah ! but so many friends."
"Oh, yes; such as the cherry tree has when its fruit is

red."
" I-I do not understand."
" Why should you? But tell me, how would you like

this life ?"

Li
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"How would I like it? I-oh, lady!"
"You haven't seen half of it. The flowers, the little

suppers, the rides, the presents, the lovely dresses."
Caroline's eyes sparkled.
" Travelling all over the world, with emperors and kings

and princes worshipping you."
" Emperors and kings! Have you ever seen one?"
" Half a dozen. See-a crown prince gave me this

bracelet."
Olympia touched a bracelet, which flashed like sunshine

as she moved her arm.
"And you talk with all these people ?"
" Talk with them ? I should rather think so! When

we meet, it is to change places. A beautiful woman and
successful actress is the sovereign."

Caroline drew a deep breath, and cast a timid glance into
the mirror. A smile and a blush stole over her face, for she
saw that the other woman was reading her thoughts with
mischievous satisfaction.

" Would you like to be like me?"
"Like you! Oh, how could I?"
" Easy enough, with that face and-"
Caroline covered the blushing face with both her bands.
"Don't! don't! You are laughing at me!"
"Laughing at you, foolish child? Why, you 'pretty

goose, I am already half-jealous! Have you a voice ?
"I-I sing a little, and Mr. Brown says-" -

"Well, what does Mr. Brown say?"
"Only that-that-. But please ask him. It's only

nonsense, I dare say; but he does praise my voice, and I
practise hard."

"Has -Brown been your only teacher ?"
"Yes, except in the beginning. But he praises me so

much"
"Brown is a good judge, and a faithful teacher. After

this, I will take you in hand myself."
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"You! You, madame ?"
"Why, how its eyes open-how astonished it looks!

Upon, my word, such a darling I had no idea.of. Kiss
nwe"
Olympia threw both arms around the astonished girl, and

kissed her with warmth again and again, till Caroline made
a faint struggle to get out of her embrace.

"What do you struggle for ? Is it that you don't like
me

"Not like you ? No! no! But it was so sudden, it
took away my breath."

"Took away your breath, did it? How strange !. A
ifoibther's kisses should not do that. Don't look so fright.
ened, for it is the solemn truth, I am your mother."

"You-you my mother ?"
"Your own lawful mother."
"He said that just before he died-he said it, but did

not tell me who. So did she, my sweet, good little mother,
Elizabeth Yates. But no one ever gave me the least idea
of this."

"Of course not. They wanted you all to themselves."
"But they are dead. He was dying when he told me.

Besides, Daniel Yates was not a selfish man."
Olympia saw the warm color coming up to the girl's

cheek, and heard a torie of self-assertion in her voice which
she did not care to recognize at the moment.

"A selfish man ? I would never forgive any one who
said that. Daniel Yates did his duty well. I am satisfied,
at any rate; though he might have told you more' about
myself."

"Oh, do not think hard of him! He was taken so sud-
denly at the last, and his voice went first."

Caroline's eyes were full of tears now. The remembrance
of Daniel Yates' death-bed saddened her, even with that
brilliant woman by her side. Would she ever dare to call
her mother ?-

F
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Olympia sprang to her feet.

"That is the.call-boy. Come with me. I will show you
the way back. Wait in the box till-I come for you. There,
there, don't cry ! 'Remember, I am your mother."

A minute after this hurried speech, Olympia was on the
stage, entrancing her audience with the most brilliant gem
of the opera, and Caroline sat by her teacher, pale, tremb--

ling, and tearful, thinking of Daniel Yates and his sweet
wife in their graves, rather than of the brilliant scene
before her.

Brown looked at the girl anxiously once or twice, but
said nothing, while Eliza kept her post in the background,
protesting in her heart that this was the last time her
charge should ever visit a theatre while she had the power
to prevent it.

But it was impossible to be gloomy for any length of
time with that superb voice swelling through the house.
After a while Caroline drew nearer and nearpr to the front
of the box; then she leaned over in breathless admiration
of -the woman whose kisses were still warm upon her face.
Her mother! Was it a dream ? Had she inherited any
of the rich gifts that made the beautiful actress an idol in
that brilliant crowd? What were they doing now, tossing
flowers, going wild, stamping, shouting, clapping hands,
rending the very dome with boisterous adulation ?

This was worship ! This was fame! How glorious it
must be!

Was the woman who stood before that curtain, ankle-
deep in flowers, with a superb basket running over with
heliotropes, jessamines and roses -in her hand, blushing,
smiling, bending low before that storm of adulation--was
that woman her mother ?
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CHAPTER XXXIV,

OLYMPIA AND BROWN DISCUSS THE FUTURE.

"No, BROWN; the thing you ask is impossible. I can-
not submit to share anything with you at this time of our
lives."

"But I have rights; I am her father."
"Unfortunately, yes. But you are not now my husband,

and the law gives you no authority over the girl."
"As for the law, Olive, neither of us can expect much

help there. Caroline has a right to choose her own guardian
in spite of us, and she is a girl to take the step, if she
thoroughly understands her position."

Olympia wheeled sharply round on her piano stool, as her
former husband said this, making a violent crash with her-
hand upon the keys of her instrument, in token of her
angry dismay.

"Is this true, Brown?"
"Undoubtedly.",
"And you have told her this ?"
"I have told her nothing."
"That is so like you, Brown. Talk about honor; why,

there isn't a man that I know of who keeps his word as you
do-sometimes I almost love you for it; I do indeed. Now
it would be so easy to put this girl up to some nonsense
about her legal rights; but, from the first, I said to myself
-I can trust the fellow; he loved me dearly once, and gave
me up like a man when I got tired of him-just let me
prove anything I pleased, and never said no; helped me
on, in fact-I don't forget these things, Brown. Remem-
ber that, when you are tempted to come in between me and
my child."

"I did not wish to interfere, but I am a lone man, with
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nothing on earth to love or look forward to. It is a hard

lot, a very hard lot, Olive. While I could see her every
week, and know that she was learning day by day to love
me more than any one in the wide world, it made a better
man of me. I have not drank half so much, since she
asked me, one day, what made my hands tremble so. If
I could only live near her and be of use sometimes, people
would have no right to call'me a drunkard. I wasn't that,
Olive, when you began'to hate me so."

" Hate you! . Dear me, what strong words can be worked
into the most simple thing in the world. One cannot be

violently in love forever, you know-at any rate, with the
same man-it is out of all reason; but as for hating you,
Brown, if you hadn't been my husband, I do really think I
should have adored you up to this very hour; for, after all,
you were my first love, or I shouldn't have done as I did.
Don't you think so, Brown?"

"Let us talk of the business that brought me here, Olive.
It was that past which you speak of so lightly, which has
driven me to drink. I cannot speak of it without shivering.
It broke me down, it broke me down."

Olympia looked .at his .pale and quivering features

aghast.
"There, there, Brown! Don't begin that-how you

shake. I wish I hadn't mentioned the window, and all the
rest. Take a glass of brandy, that's a good fellow. It will
set you up-such brandy! old as the hills."

Olympia was pouring out some brandy as she spoke, and
sipped a mouthful of it, as she crossed the room.

Brown snatched at it eagerly, and drained the glass with-
out stopping for breath, while Olympia stood by, smiling
blandly.

The brandy, as she said, was old and strong; it gave the

man courage. He looked Olympia steadily in the face now,
and spoke with soie confidence.



280 LORD ROPE'S CHOICE.

"Olive, you must not attempt to take this girl entirelyaway from me-I cannot bear it, I will not!o"
What else can I do? I must travel, she must travel.You are right; her voice is superb; she has somethingmore than that-grace, beauty, talent. What an actressshe will make ! Most people are forced to retire with thefirst wrinkle. I shall live again in her. I began too latefor a complete success, and have not made half the moneypeople give.me credit for. She will supply the deficiency.There need be no limit to her success--she may yet marrya duke."

"wOlive, the girl shall iot leave this country unless I gowith her."
"Shall not! Well, I like that! How will you help it,Brown?"
"e will tell her the truth, and tell the whole world whoher mother is."'
"You will ?
"I will say, 'the woman who claims you, is indeed yourmother; but in what did she ever do a mother's part? Sheleft you with strangers, never thought of you, never in-quired about you, kept all- knowledge regarding you fromthe father who would have given his life for you, and wouldnever have owned -you at all, but for the beauty which willsoon leave her, and the talents by which she hopes to heapup a fortune. This is the woman who asks you to leaveevery human being you ever loved, and cleave unto her.'This is what I will assuredly say to our child,.Olive; judge,then, if she will leave me for you."

"So you have decided on this, Brown," said Olympia,who had resumed her music-stool, and was carelessly sweep.ing the keys.
"yes; I will neither give up the child, nor trust her en-

trely with you. What I tell her, she will believe."
"Brown I" --
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Here Olympia made a sudden dash at the keys, and

brought forth some wild, broken music, while she reflected a

little; then she wheeled round upon her stool, and' spoke

promptly enough.
"Brown, my travelling agents have all been great

scamps."
"Well, I suppose so."

"They have swindled me awfully, right and left.

"Very likely-women are easily swindled. But what has

that to do with Caroline?"
"Everythipg, Brown. I mean to offer you the situation

of my travelling agent. You won't cheat me. You won't

get jealous and make a fool of yourself as some discarded.
husbands might. You will keep silent about the past to

that girl and everybody else. In this way you can be with

her just as much as I am. That is my proposition, Brown.
How do you like it?"

For one moment a flash of fire shot into the man's eyes.
There had been a time when he would have leaped even at

this humiliating position for the miserable pleasure of being
near that woman. But he was a different -man now ; for her
sake alone he might not have been won to so degrade him.

self; but he thought of the young girl whom he had hesi-

tated to claim, though Olympia had felt no scruple of the
kind. This arrangement would, in fact, give him a sort of

guardianship> over her. - This one link which bound him to

the world and was drawing him gently upward, need not be
violently broken. He felt the degradation of acting as the
subordinate of a woman who had been his wife, but accepted
it because of his child.

Brown was silent so long that the woman grew restless.

" You shall have liberal pay, travel first-class, as we do,

and, in fact, be treated, in all respects, as a gentleman."

" I understand," said Brown, with a bitter smile. " It is
not exactly a servadlt you are hiring."
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"Of course not," answered Olympia, quite unconscious of
the-feelings she had aroused; "I never could quite consider,
you that. Besides, an agent is very different. One is not
expected to consider him as an equal; but then you are an
artist as well, and might be very useful in the choruses, and,
most of all, in perfecting Caroline. When out of the reach
of great professors I quite approve of your method with
her."

"You are kind," answered the man, with a sour smile.
"I will think of it."

",But there is something to be done on your part. 'My
daughter is not to know that there is any relationship
between her and yourself; nor is any one else."

"Well$?"
"Nor is a word to be said about her to any one, or, by

some means or another, the reporters will get at the whole
story, and I shall wish the girl at the north pole, and you
with her."
" I have no wish to drag this child into publicity of any

kind, you may be sure of that," answered Brown, with deep
feeling. "Heaven knows I would save her from that or any
other evil with my life!"

Olympia looked at him with evident surprise.
" Why, Brown, do you really care so much for the child?"
" Do you think I would submit to consider the offer you

make, one moment, if I did not?"
"Look here, Brown, I don't want too much of this, you

know. I engage you as my agent, not as the girl's father_
remember that!"

"Neither you nor I can destroy a fact. Humiliating as
it may be to her mother, I am the girl's father, and have no
power to forget it."

Brown spoke with some dignity. That woman was out-
raging all the good in his nature, and he made her feel it to
some extent.I
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"Dear me! I did not mean to forbid natural feelings, if

you will insist on having them. It is your actions and

speech that I am particular about."

"For her sake' I shall be prudent there," answered

,Brown; " that is, if I do not reject your proposal alto-

gether."
"And if you do, what then?" asked Olympia, a little

startled.
" That will be an after consideration."
"Dear me! what is the use of a quarrel between two peo-

pie who neither love nor hate each other. Of course you

will see that my plan is best. But there is another thing-"

" Well, what is it ?"
"Brown, you must give up drinking."
Brown's face flashed hotly. This was a point on which

he felt with painful abasement.
" Anything else?" he said, speaking. between his teeth,

with bitter irony.
"Not that I remember," she answered, simulating the

unconsciousness she did not feel, for the quivering anger in

his voice had reached her.

"Then, with that condition you need not insult me again.
If I am or have been a drunkard, who made me so?"

Olympia wheeled round to her piano and touched it

lightly; then she looked over her shoulder, and said, with a

forced laugh:
"I'm sure you can't say it was me."
The man's face quivered with passion. It seemed, for a

moment, while she fixed those tantalizing eyes on him, that
he would have struck her; but he turned away, only utter-

ing the two brief words: "Beautiful fiendt!"
Then she laughed, for the paroxysm of his anger had

passed, and she was, in fact, a beautiful fiend, who loved

to play on the souls of men, so long as there was no personal

danger in it.
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"CThere, now, Brown, this is too bad, calling names and
snarling like a hyena, when I am good-natured asa kitten.
Come, come, let us make up, and be friends,"'

She reached out her hand, but Brown did not touch it.
"Dear me! what malice! I never saw anything like- t,"

she said, beginning to play again; but you always were
quick. Think this all over, and come to me in the morning
when you are better tempered. I must go to rehearsal now."

CHAPTER XXXV.

THE COTTAGE AT SING-SING.

BRowN was in no state for serious deliberation when he
left the woman who had once been his wife, and still
retained power enough to move him as no other creature on
earth could have done. He began bitterly to repent the
course he had taken in bringing the mother and child to-
gether, and had gone to Olympia, hoping that, with' her
usual capriciousness, she would be willing to leave the girl
in her present, safe obscurity.

Being summarily dismissed, he went at once to the cars,
and the next hour was in the little cottage at Sing-Sing.

He saw Caroline in the oriel window-not seated tran-
quilly, as he had been in the habit of finding her, but flit-
ting in and out from the room, restless, excited, and
watching for some great change. She was but a young
girl, and her first dash into life had all the glow and excite-
ment of a romance.

The man's heart misgave him. Had he done right in
breaking up the tranquillity of her sweet girlhood ? Would
not poverty have been better than the vortex of excitement
he had prepared for her?

I

She met him at the door, flushed and eager for news.

"Ah, I am so glad you have come, Mr. Brown! What

long, long days these have been !-only two, but they seem

twenty ! I did not know that time would drag so.'I

opened the door myself, for Eliza is so cross."

Brown took the hand she held out to him with such

cordial welcome, and led her into the parlor.

"I have been trying to practice, but my lessons seem all

broken up," she said, as he glanced at some sheets of music

scattered over the piano. "This is what she gave me--my

mother, you know. Isn't it wonderful how she sings it ? I

have been trying and trying. Would you listen? I-I

think it is not so very unlike."
Caroline sat down at her instrument, in a flutter of ner-

vous excitement; but her fingers quivered and her voice

shook.
"Let me play the accompaniment," said Brown, kindly.

"1There, now."
A pale glow came into her face, her lips parted, her chest

swelled slowly. Her hands were cold, but her voice came

out pure, clear and rich, as Brown had never heard it before.

Then he felt that ambition inspired her; genius had all at

once swelled into a power. Her performance thrilled him.

Have I done well?" she said, leaning upon the piano,

with a glow of roses on her face. "Would she think that I

have done well?"
The teacher shuddered when she asked this innocent

question. Had he done well?
There was trouble in his eyes as he listened to her, so

young, so lovely, and already looking up to that woman as

her ideal. How was he to remedy the evil he had done ?

Only by accepting the position offered to him. That

moment he resolved to go and protect the girl with his life,
if need be-that poor, broken life which bad been so worth-

less to him and every one else. Now it might be pUt to

some purpose.

285THE COTTAGE--AT SING-SINGS184
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"You are not satisfied with the way I sing it?" said
Caroline, sadly.

"Yes, child; I am more than satisfied. But was think-
ing of other things that trouble me. Your mother-"

"My mother-my sweet, beautiful mother ! You can n"'t
be troubled about her. There never was such a woman. It
does not seem possible that I could have been her daughter
n--does it, now ?"1-

"No, it does not," answered Brown, with bitter em-
phasis.

"But I am, I am. She showed me letters from my-..
that is, from good Daniel Yates-when I was a little baby,
saying how I came to him, and how pleased his wife was to
have me. You know all about it, too, she tells me-how I
came near being burned in a fire once, and about some
trouble that fell upon poor Mr. Yates, and how he could
well afford to spend so much money on me, because it was
all hers."

"What?"
Brown spoke sharply, for he was fired with indignation

by Olympia's falsehood.
"Oh! she told me all about it. How she had employ-

ed you to look after me, and get to be my teacher, and
what an old, kind friend you had been to her. Indeed she
did; and I was so pleased, for I think everything of you,
and told her so."

"How would you like to have me always with you, Caro-
line ?"

"Oh, Mr. Brown! Don't mention it, if it is not to be.
I should feel so disappointed!"

"But I am in earnest. It was settled between us this
morning."

"Settled ? Why, she told me I was to travel with her
all over the world."

There was a shade of disappointment in her face. Was

11
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all that to be given up? She liked Mr. Brown more than
he dreamed of; but then it would be hard to resign the
glories promised her, even for the certainty of having him
with her.

"But I am going with you everywhere."'
"Dear, dear Mr. Brown!
In her delight Caroline threw both arms about her

teacher's neck, and kissed him with the rapturous thankful-
ness of a child. When she remembered how indecorous it
was, and drew back abashed, tears stood in the poor man's
eyes. The next instant both hands went up to his face,
and she saw great drops trickling down from beneath them.

"Oh, Mr. Brown! What have I done to make you feel
so bad?" she pleaded, ready to cry also.

"Done,? Nothing, nothing. I am only a poor, weak
fool! Don't mind me, or care what I do."

Brown got up from the piano, and went to the window,
ashamed to look that anxious young creature in the face.

Caroline looked timidly after him for a moment, then stole
to his side, and laid her hand on his arm.

"Are you sorry to go with us ?"
Brown wiped his eyes hastily.

"Sorry? No, no! This is the first pure joy I have had
for years."

Caroline drew a relieved breath.
"I thought you would be glad to learn how good she has

been. See, here, what she sent me this morning."
Caroline ran into the passage, and opened a champagne

basket just left by the'express, from which she took a su-
perb basket of flowers, a little withered ; two bottles of green
seal; a jar of pomade and a box of gloves; with half a doz-
en packages tied with narrow pink and blue ribbon, which

Caroline tore open, and soon found her lap half full of candy,

perfume bottles, and pastille boxes-articles that her teacher
recognized as the'overplus of Olympia's theatrical-offerings.

A
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"What are they all about ?" questioned the girl, with
her white teeth in a sugar apricot. "Of course, I know
about the flowers and the candy; but these, and these, and
these?"

"Oh! you will -soon learn their uses," said the teacher,
with a sad smile, "for instance, that is wine."'

"What ? these bottles with silver on their necks ? but I
never drink wine; perhaps Eliza will, though."

Caroline shook her dress, down went the lapful of candy,
rolling back into the basket, and away went the girl, with a
bottle of champagne in each hand, eager to propitiate her
crusty house-companion. She came back in a minute,
crestfallen, and dragging the bottles along with her. .

" Eliza won't touch them," she said, with angry tears in
her eyes; "she says we may tell her that we don't mean to
set up a bar-room in the village. Isn't it cruel ?"

"Never mihd, but go in now. I want to talk seriously
with your housekeeper."

Caroline went into the parlor, and wandered about there,
full of anxiety, until Mr. Brown came back, bringing Eliza
with him. Caroline saw that the poor woman's eyes were
red, as if she had been crying, and went up to her at once.

"They are going to take you away from me. He has
just told me so!"

For the first time Caroline realized that her anticipated,
pleasure might bring separation from this faithful friend.
The thought was a pang such as she had never felt before.
All the color left her face. She drew close to Eliza and laid
a caressing hand on'her shoulder.

"Mr. Brown, if I go away, Eliza must be with me. She
has been my-friend so long."-

"But will she go ? It is journey after journey, without
settled home ; up late at night, and early in the morning;
duties here, duties there.",

Caroline leaned forward and looked wistfully into her old

friend's face, which grew stern and hard with some fixed
resolve.

"Will you-.-can you?"
"Of course I'm going."y
"There ! You can tell my-my mother how this old

friend loves me. Of course, she will be glad as I am."
The teacher was not quite so dertaibn of this, but he had

no wish to disturb the confidence that Caroline felt in her
mother.

"I am to have a maid- all to myself. She told me so.
Eliza won't mind being called that; will you, Eliza ?" said
Caroline.

"1They iay call me anything they like, so long as they
treat you well."

"As if my mother could think of anything else," said
Caroline, with a sweet burst of merrinment. "But, you see,
Eliza has never spoken a word to her, or set eyes on her,
except from that box at the theatre. Of course, she can't
be expected to understand her as we do, so it is best to
make allowance."

Caroline ended thisspeech in a little confidential half-
whisper, and nodded her head wisely /t her teacher, as she
wound the subject up.

"When are we to get ready ?" demanded Eliza, bluntly
enough.

"Within a fortnight."
"Short notice-but it can be done. I must go and have

a talk about the cottage, with that man they call a trustee."
"And I," said Caroline, "must do no end of practising.

See what a roll of music came up in the box. Come, now
that everything is settled, let us think of the lesson."

During the next half hour that cottage seemed to con-
tain a very festival of music, for never had that girl found
such a voice as swelled from her throat that day; but if
any one had been looking in through that window, around
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which the blood-red Virginia creeper hung like torn battle-
flags, he would have been struck by the contrast between
those two faces: that of the girl, all bright and rosy with
inspiration, while the worn countenance of her teacher bent
over her, troubled and anxious, as if his soul travelled far
away from the music, to which, in fact, he did not listen.

That night Brown was waiting for Olympia, when she
came back from the theatre. He had come prepared to give
a final answer to the offer she had made with such cool
indifference to their former relations. She was very tired,
and a little out of temper. The theatrical wardrobe basket
had been deficient in some ribbon or scarf which she had
fancied important to her' costume, and the audience had
only called her before the curtain twice, a thing she was
disposed to resent, and bring against her poor dressing-
maid, as the sequence of that forgotten ribbon, all of which
the poor 'worn-out little woman bore patiently, having lost
all powers of resistance years before.

Brown came into the ball just as this poor creature was
following after the long basket, with its black oiled cloth
cover, like some lone mourner at a funeral, and saw by her
face that the atmosphere about Olympia could not be alto-
gether serene, so he went into her parlor, doubtful of his
reception.

Olympia, the beautiful idol of the town, was that moment
holding a goblet, into which a hotel-waiter was pouring
some very lively beer from a stone bottle, which lie lifted up
and down as the froth rose and mantled so whitely in the
goblet that. only a tinge of the brown liquid could be seen
at the bottom. At last the foam crept over the glass and
deluged the white hand that held it; then down came that
little foot with angry stamp upon the carpet, and all the
temper not already exhausted on the dressing-maid, fell
with overpowering force on the terrified waiter, whose
hand shook till the frothy beer flew over her like a snow
storm.
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In the midst of her anger, Olympia drank off the beer,
stopped to taste its quality, which was excellent, drained
the glass, and was appeased.

"Now, Brown, if you have anything to say, I am listen-
ing. Will you go with us, or will you not ?"

"I will go, Olive."
"Waiter, fill my glass again - one for the gentleman.

Open that other bottle! That will do--you may go now.
Well, Brown, I am glad it is settled. Another glass? No!
Well, come to-morrow, before rehearsal; we'll settle every-
thing then. I'm awful sleepy. Good-night!"

CHAPTER XXXVI.

THE PARK GALA AT OAKHURST.

THE park at Oakhurst might have been cut out of an
American forest, the trees were so grandly beautiful, the
ground it covered so royally expansive. Old oaks, chestnuts
and beeches, worthy of roothold in the Alleghany Moun-
tains, had spread their branches far and wide hundreds of
years before their present owner was born, and one part of
that noble old building was a castellated tower when the
wars of the Roses first broke out between York and Lan-
caster.

True, a portion of the mansion was of more recent date.
The halls, the grand staircase, the state drawing-roomns and
chambers, with a noble picture-gallery, were purely Eliza-
bethan; and one smaller wing, built expressly to gratify
some noble bride of the family, was of still more modern
date.

But various architects had managed to group in that
grim old keep, with its arrow slits and battlements, from

Ili
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which the great banner floated out from its flagstaff when
the bead of the family was present, exactly as it had met
the breeze in those old feudal times. Then there was a
drawbridge to pass, and three blasts of the horn chained to
the portal must be given, before any man could even ask
speech of Lord Hope.

The present lord of that noble mansion, and of the estate
that stretched far out of sight everywhere around it, was
more accessible.

There was little of old feudal times about the place now.
Save that grim old tower, of which the whole country was
proud, everything had disappeared. The moat had been
filled up centuries ago, and a magnificent cedar of Lebanon
spread its feathery branches where the portcullis had fallen.

Deer were as plentiful in the park as they had been when
bluff King Hal had ridden a-hunting with a Lord Hope of
his time, but their wildness was all gone. They clustered
in herds, like sheep, on the sunny slopes of the park, and
eyed the sportsmen lazily, without an attempt to escape.

Two miles from the house, as a bird flies, a pair of crouch-
ing lions guarded the massive stone posts between which a
broad iron gate swung open with most liberal hospitality'
Sometimes the crusty old man at the lodge was a little tardy
in his movements when a foot passenger presented himself,
but few persons were absolutely denied-for the present~
lord was a popular man with the people, and the old fellow
understood his interests too well for any flagrant violation
of .orders, reluctant as he was at times to come out of his
easy chair in the lodge.

The low door, half buried in ivy, opened suddenly.
Badger had heard the quick rattle of wheels, and flung both
leaves of the gate open in breathless haste, for he knew one
was at hand who would brook no delay.

Badger had-hardly flung the gate open, when a pair of
white ponies, with their manes and .tales floating to the
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wind, swept down the highway and dashed between those
crouching lions, at a speed that would have threatened mis-
chief to a less skillful driver. The girl within the basket
carriage nodded her head at old Badger as she rushed by,
and tossed him a shilling from the pocket of her white as-
trachan sacque, which was thrown open at the throat, with
a collar like a sailor's jacket, revealing a loosely knotted
necktie of blue silk, with an anchor embroidered in the
ends.

"Who is that ? I mean the lady who just drove by in
that basket carriage."

Badger was closing the gate, but he stopped to stare at
the person who asked this question, disposed to answer
curtly, or not at all; but something in the man's face checked
the impulse, and he answered, civilly:

"That lady is the daughter of Lord Hope, and will some
day be Countess of Carset."

The gentleman seemed to hear nothing of this sentence
but the last words.

"Countess of Carset! So young, too! They told me at
the station that the first large place I came to would be
Lord Hope's."

"Well," said Badger, partly opening the -gate again,
"they told you right. This avenue leads to Oakhurst, and
that is Lord Hope's place."

" Indeed ! But the lady ? She seemed at home here."
"I should think so. She is Lord Hope's only daughter."
"But I understood..you that she was Countess of Car--

set ? "
"And so she will be, in right of ,her mother, who died in

foreign parts long before the title was likely to fal in. So
our young lady will inherit from her grandmother, who is a
very old woman."

" Inherit fromr her grandmother ? I do not understand."
"Likely enough. It puzzles a good many people; but
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the old lady is a peeress in her own right. There isn't more
than two or three such in England. She is one of them, and
Lady Clara is next heir to the title. That is how .she will
some day come out a British peeress. There is no knowing
about the estates, for none of them, worth mentioning, are
entailed; and though the old countess is one of the richest
women in England, she has terrible prejudices against Lord
Hope and his second wife, and being awful crankey in her
disposition, isn't likely to give more than she can help to
our young lady, who loves the very ground her step-mother
walks on, and stands by her through thick and thin. So it
is but natural that the proud old countess will not make her-
self agreeable, and keeps her head high. In fact, she hasn't
been on good terms up yonder since Lord Hope brought his
second wife home. She was dreadfully cut up by the loss
of her own daughter, the first Lady Hope, who died young,
somewhere in America. But I am running on at a merry
rate, and you a stranger."

"Never mind that, my good friend. I am interested,
having been in America."

"What! you ? Maybe you know something about it,
then ? But I forgot, the first Lady Hope died fourteen
years ago. You must have been youngish then ?

"Rather," said the stranger, smiling,
"Not over thirty-two or thirty-three, now, I should say."
"Not much over that."
"In fact, I should knock off a year or two from that,"

said Badger, taking a second close glance at the elegant
person, glossy beard, and finely cut features of the person
before him.

"You are a close observer," said the stranger; "but tell
me about the old lady. Why did she quarrel with Lord
Hope about his second marriage ?" .

"Well, for more reasons than I should think it safe to
talk about. In the first place, her present ladyship was
almost one of us."

THE PARK GALA AT OAKHURST. .295

"One of you-how?"
"She came here first as -companion to the first Lady

Hope, or, as -some said, nursery-governess to the little girl;
but that was all nonsense, for Lady Clara was nothing but
a baby. When the family broke up all of a sudden, and
went off on their travels to that wild Indian country, Amer-

ica, she went, too. It seems the whole thing happened
without the old countess knowing anything about it. The

first thing she heard, was a letter from her daughter, dated

in New York, that she and the child were well, but never

mentioning her husband, or the governess. So I think the

old lady got an idea in her head that Lord Hope was not.

treating her daughter fairly. Then she got news of her

death frotl Lord Hope himself, and after that Lord Hope
came b4ck married to the governess. That was a thing the
old lady ever could forgive, for she had awful prejudices

against achael Closs from the first, and it drove her wild

to see her here in her own daughter's place. She refused to

have anything to do with her, and tried to get the little grand-

child out of her keeping. The two ladies had a sharp fight
over that, for it was a fight, though our lady here was quiet
and still, and only put my lord forward to keep the child

away from her grandmother, till the old lady should come

round and own her, which the old countess never wouldand

never did, you may be sure."
"Was Lady Hope wise in keeping the old lady from her

grandchild ? " asked the stranger.
"Wise or not, she did just that; but she might as well

have expected to move the stone lions there. There was

another thing that kept them apart-the old countess had

sent a good many of the Carset'"diamonds to her daughter,
and finer jewels are not to be found in England outside of

her majesty's Tower. You should have seen Lady Hope

when she wore. them at the first drawing-room, one of the

prettiest brides, I will be bound, that the queen ever gave
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her hand to. Why her bosom, her hair and arms and
shoulders blazed with them. The old Countess would have
it so, for next to her child, she worshipped the old Carset
diamonds. Well, after Lady Hope's death, the old countess
demanded. these jewels of the earl, for they had only been
lent to the daughter, and always went down from Carset
to Carset. She was enraged at the thought that they
might be worn by the companion. But the jewels were
never forthcoming, and Lady Carset did not hesitate to say,
loudly enough, that Rachael Closs, the present Lady Hope,
had got them in her possession, and some day might be
wearing them. Everybody expected that Lord Hope would
resent the charge and challenge the proof, but he never did.
In fact, my lord kept as much as possible out of the dis-
pute. I mistrust he had an idea that it would end in his
daughter's being cut out of the old lady's will, and left with
nothing but an empty title."

"Are you certain he was not wise in that?"
"At any rate he did not act openly against the old lady;

but only put her off, when she asked him to let the child
come to her by herself, you know-which wasn't so exas-
perating as a downright no. Things went on in this way
till Lady Clara got old enough to have her say about it.
Would she go to her grandmother, who wouldn't have the
second Lady Hope in her house at any price, or not ? That
was the question put to her, and she wasn't long in answer-
ing. 'Lady Hope has been more than a mother to me,
tender, kind, too kind, people say. If she is not allowed to
take me to my grandmother, I don't care to go.' This was
Lady Clara's answer. She knew well enough that the old
lady would cut her off with a shilling for giving it, but that
made no difference."

"A brave, generous girl," said the stranger, pleasantly.
"Now, my good old friend, if you have a match convenient,
I will light a cigar, an- find my way to the HalL I sup-
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pose there will be time enough to smoke it out before I get

there."
"Time enough," repeated Badger, with a grim smile;

"Why, you could smoke four of 'em from end to end and

half a mile of the park to spare; but I doubt if you'll find

my lord at home."
"Never mind, I'll take the chance."
As he spoke, the stranger bent down to rub his match on

the threshold-stone of the lodge, and Badger got a clear

view of his profile, a sight that took half the color from his

face.
"I say-that is-might I be so bold-"

The stranger lifted his slender figure from its stooping
position, and turned a smiling glance on old Badger.

"Yes, my friend, you may be as bold as you like. What

is it?"
"I-I begin to think I have rather put my foot in it.

Surely you aint in no wise akin to our lady ?"
The stranger drew three or four satisfactory whiffs of his

cigar, and then took itadaintily from his mouth.

"Why should you think so?" he said, parting his lips

again for the cigar, and drawing it with mild enjoyment.

"It was your-your face, sir."
"Oh. my face, is it?" answered the man, smoothing his

beard with one hand; is not the idea of the resemblance of

any man with this crop of hair on his face and a lady,

rather ridiculous ? Besides, relatives are not usually so

curious, as your narrative has made me, What was it that

sent this noble family all at once so far out of the world?"

"That is more than I can answer. It was a very sudden

thing. -Not a soul was notified of it, and none of the old

servants were taken from the place. The first idea that I

had was this: Early one morning Lady Hope, and the

child came driving down the avenue in her park phaeton,
through the gray mist-for it was before sunrise-onl their
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way to the station. She was very pale, and there seemed
to me a swollen look around her eyes, as if she had been
crying.

"I opened the gate for her, and when she reached forth
her hand to drop a shilling into mine, as she often did, sweet
soul, the little hand shook so that the money fell to the
ground. (A shilling did I say ? This was gold-a sover-
eign. I have it now-I have it now!) For as she turned
to look back, the sight of her weary face was the last I ever
had of her.

"The very next day, Racheal Closs, my lady that is,
went off too, just as her mistress had, in the gray of the
morning, and I never saw her again till she came back
Lord Hope's second wife.

"By the very next train, my lord left Oakhurst quite
alone, without taking even his own servant with him, and
the next time I saw him was when he came back, with
Rachael Closs by his side, and little Lady Clara in the front
sea;, driving through that gate."

"And since that time there has been a feud between the
family here and the Lady Carset you speak of?" inquired
the stranger.

"Well, yes; and it isn't to be wondered at-for a good
portion of our first lady's fortune went to clear the Oakhurst
estate; and the old countess had been very liberal with her
daughter, which all went for the benefit f Rachael Closs,
you know, and that was hard.

"'Then the settlement fell back to my lord, which was
another aggravation. But the old lady had her revenge.
All the great families in this part of the country followed
her example in regard to Rachael Closs. With all Lord
Hope's popularity, he has never been able to open their
doors to his wife, and he feels it--he feels it; for a prouder
man than my master since his return does not live, andthis slight to his wife galls him. If old Lady Carset would
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only invite her once to the castle, all this would be changed;
but she never will."

The stranger tossed his cigar into the grass.
"Thank you," he said, a little abruptly.
Again Badger saw a startling resemblance to Lady Hope.

"If you really are a relative," he said, "pray, excuse

the boldness; I meant no harm."

"Never mind about that, my good-. By-the-way, what

is your name?"
"Badger, sir-John Badger."
"Well, Badger, don't disturb yourself. You have not

done anything very terrible; and if you had, I can keep

counsel. Good morning, Badger. We shall meet again, I
dare say.11

The gate-keeper sat down on the threshold of his door,

and watched the slight figure of his visitor as he walked up
the chestnut avenue. Living much alone, Badger had

formed the habit of speaking very familiarly with himself,
and sometimes to a pointer dog, which that moment-lay
asleep on the hearth,

"Now, John Badger," he said, "if that handsome chap
doesn't behave like a gentleman, you may as well pack up

at once and look out for a new home, for my lady isn't

going to overlook what you've been saying, if he tells of it.

Lady Hope doesn't want the history of Rachael Closs to be

remembered by any one, much less by the old servants.

Well, old fellow, it serves you right. How often have I

told you to see everything, and say nothing, you old fool-

you miserable cub! Will nothing bridle that tongue of

yours? Eternally gossipping at the gate, as if Jules

wasn't enough for any man to talk to! She listens, and says
nothing.

"4I tell you what, John Badger, that dog can teach you a
lesson, if she is-a female. I've a good mind to go after the

fellow and tell him what a row it'll make if he says any-

V,
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thing. No,. I won't; he seems like a kind-hearted gentle-
man, and I'll trust him; but that's more than I will do for
you, John Badger. For this scrape that you've got me into,
old boy, I'll cut off your tobacco three whole days! Not a
pipeful shall you have. Don't ask me, or argue about its
hardness, you miserable chatterer! Here, Jules! Jules

A fine pointer, spotted like a leopard and graceful as an
Italian hound, lifted herself from the hearth and came indo-
lently forward.

"What do I want of you, Jules? Well, just this: If I
was you, old girl, I wouldn't associate with a fellow that
couldn't keep a safe tongue between his teeth. Don't lick
my hand-don't lay your jaw agin mine-it's too loving for
a fellow as don't know how to take care of himself.

" But I want you to understand this, old girl, there isn't
to be one tlaimbleful of tobacco for John Badger the next
three days. Let him beg-let him yearn after it, and pray
for it on his bended jints; but remember, Jules, he's not to
have it on no account. You must see to that, old girl.
Good old girl !", gr.

Jules listened like a human being, wagged her tail
mildly, and lifting her fore-paws, placed them on his shoul-
ders, while her soft, brown eyes looked into his with an ear-
nestness that was reproving, and yet with a tender softness
that almost consoled Badger for the loss of his tobacco.

"That will do," said Badger, kissing a spot on the
pointer's forehead; "I knew that you would feel it. Get

my pipe? No, Jules; it's very kind of you to want me to,
and very forgivin', but it mustn't be; but, Jules, there's
beer to fall back upon, with a Welsh rabbit for me, and a
nice bit of fried liver for you. That's right; it does me
good to see you lick your chops that lively. If he does tell
of us, we'll enjoy life while it's in us to do it. Why, Jules,
I do believe you're going off to sleep again, and I in
trouble !" .
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Jules opened her eyes, gathered herself up, and laid her

head lovingly on his knee, at which Badger broke forth

again.
"All right, old girl; I didn't really mean it. Don't look

so reproachful like,! Of course I know that a faithfuller

friend no one ever had; so don't let what I said hurt your
feelings."

Here Jules gave a good-natured yelp and sprang through

the door.
Badger gathered himself up quickly, and followed her.

A well-mounted groom was coming down the road, leading

a blood horse with a saddle and bridle on. Jules ran out to

meet him, barking joyously and leaping at his bridle. At

last a playful lash of the groom's whip sent her trotting

back with an ignominious drooping of the ears.Wa
"Sarved ye right, old girl, sarved ye right!. What busi-

ness have you galivanting about with grooms and the like.

Jules, you have no more sense this minute than yourcmasd
ter. It's in your sex; Jules, to come when you're not called,

and put your blessed self into danger for them that don't

thank you for it. If it had been my lord himself instead

of the black hunter and his empty saddle, you couldn't

have demeaned your breeding more; but a groom! I

wouldn't have believed it of you. Go in! go in!"
By this time the groom had ridden up, and checked his

horse inside the gate, disposed to a little conversation.

"No accident, I hope?" said Badger, nodding his head

toward the empty saddle. "If my lord has been thrown,

it is the first time."
The groom burst into a jovial laugh.
"Lord Hope thrown! That is an exquisite joke, exqui-

site! What imagination you must have, Badger!"
" Come come none of these London airs, my good fellow.

They do well enough for footmen, but the stables should
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know better. Just tell me, if you are not too fine, what is
the meaning of this empty saddle."

"Why, it means just this, Badger: After the hunt broke
up, my lord took a sudden fancy to go off to Scotland for a
little shooting; so be sends me back with the hunter, and a-
note to ,my lady, who will order his portmanteau packed,
and in about an hour I shall be back, ready to follow my
lord by the next train. Good day, Badger."

CHAPTER XXXVII.

FOURTEEN YEARS AFTER.

THAT wing of Oakhurst, which we have spoken of as
modern, had, since its foundation, been considered as sacred
to the lady of the house ; more especially a small parlor in
one angle which commanded the finest view, in the park.

It was now fourteen years since the prese t Lord Hope
bad embellished this room, for his second wife, with a
degree of magnificence almost oriental, and at an expendit-
ure so lavish, that it became-a subject both of admiration
and scornful censure. No such miracles of taste had
marked, the advent of the first lady, it was said, and she

/came from one of the proudest families in old England;
while this person had certainly been a governess or com-
panion in that very house. A beautiful woman, rich in
talent, no doubt, but who was she? How did she become
mistress of those sumptuous apartments ? All this was said
when the present Lady Hope came to Oakhurst, a bride,
fresh from her travels beyond seas, where the first lady had
found a grave.

There must have been some reason for this criticism.,
For that apartment, certainly, had been resplendent, when
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those mirrors, sunk in frames of gilded filagree, like pools
of translucent water frozen there, first reflected back its
superb, appointments. But that day had gone by, both
with the lady and her bower room.

The ceiling so exquisitely frescoed that it seemed possible
that blooming flowers might drop from it every day of the

year, shone dimly through a foggy haze that time had cast
upon it. Couches of crimson satin, with all the brightness
worn from their luxurious cushions ; easy chairs, inviting to
repose in all their soft curves and hollows, faded and
threadbare at the arms; silken hangings upon the wall,
with tints that had given richness and warmth to-the whole

room, half faded away; a carpet, on which clusters of bril-

liant flowers were trodden down in confused masses; this
was the picture those mirrors presented now.

A sad waning off to the brilliant-scene they had reflected,
on the day Lord Hope led his second bride into that room,
and looked into her eyes for sweet approval of its splendor.

Some articles bad evidently been brought to this room

since it had been fitted up as a boudoir. An ebony book-

case, full of richly bound but strangely selected volumes,
stood on one side. A grand piano was opposite, and an

easel stood near the broad Elizabethan window, on which

was a half-finished picture-a weird idea, imperfectly
developed, even in the underglow of flame that kindled

through a cloudy background.
These objects, one and all, spoke of solitude, to be en-

dured or fought against-perhaps of deeper things. A
happy woman would have chosen other books, and less sad

or passionate music. The picture was never designed by a
wife in her home-content.

This room was empty now, but through the broad win-

dow, which w as only obscured by lace curtains that fell

across the plate glass like frostwork on water, a woman

might be seen, walking up and down the broad stone ter-
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race, upon whose balustrades a magnificent peacock was
pluming himself in the glow of a warm sunset. Now and
then the gorgeous creature gave a low, unearthly croak as
the lady passed him, and once she paused long enough to
smooth his long, drooping feathers with her hand, as if his
hoarse salute were not altogether disagreeable to her.

Up and down the terrace this woman pursued her walk,
not with the passionate haste of a woman who suffers much
or who expects something, but slowly, sadly, with her head
bent and her arms folded.

At last-the woman moved toward the window and came
through it slowly, sweeping back the lace with her hand;
and there, in the opening, stood Rachael Closs, now Lady
Hope, with the burning sunset streaming through a far off
group of trees for a background, and a golden shower of
light falling upon her long, flowing dress of crimson silk,
and a shawl of black lace thrown over her head and
shoulders.'

She paused, with her foot raised to the threshold of the
window, and bent her head, listening. She bad heard some
sound that interested her-the far-off beat of hoofs upon the
avenue, perhaps; for her face lighted up, and she allowed-
the lace to fall away from her head, as if she might have n'o
further use for it.

When her head and neck were both exposed you could
have marked all the change fourteen years had made in
Rachael Closs-

A few silver threads were in her hair, darker shadows lay
around her eyes, her person appeared a shade thinner-that
was all the difference my pen can describe; but there was
a change infinitely more subtle, and, to a keen observer,
more impressive-a change of the soul, of the fire in her
eyes, and the smile on her lip-of the very atmosphere
which surrounded her. She seemed a fitting inmate of that
worn and past-haunted room ; the very person who might

have designed that picture, and fifty more. of the same lurid
cast, without the power of completing their.

As she listened, the sound came nearer. It was a noise
of wheels on the gravel of the road. A cloud came over
the lady's face.

" Oh! it is only she!"
A faint sigh followed this exclamation. She lifted herself

wearily through the window, and sat down on one of the
couches, with her face turned from the light; for two hours
of weary waiting had met no reward.

Her husband had been gone. since morning; and, in his
absence, let the time be brief or long, she was always deso-
late; for, in her, love was still a passion full of unrest.

A footstep on the terrace. Who could it be ? That ter-
race skirted her own apartment. No one but the man she
waited for had a right to be there. Many a long hour had
passed since she had heard his footsteps near her window.
Could he be coming now?

Lady Hope held her breath. Surely it was a man's
step, walking quickly, too. She leaned forward, with some-
thing of the old animation in her face; a piteous smile
almost parted her lips-piteous, because her heart trembled
with a dread of disappointment.

The steps drew nearer--the shadow of a man fell across
the stone pavement, then he stood before her, framed in by
the broad window, as she had been but a few minutes
before, with the dying sunset behind him. It was her
brother, Hepworth Closs- She knew him, yet doubted; he
was so changed, -so manly.

" Rachael!"
She came toward him, white as death, but glad beyond

all the shock of her first surprise.
"Hepworth! Hepworth! have youcome at last!
"At last, my deir, dear sister! Why how cold you are;

how your arms shake! Is it because you are not well,
Rachael?" 19
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"It is the surprise, Hepworth; besides, I was feeling so

lonely. Sometimes I think a great house like this is the
most solitary place in the world."

"Solitary, now that you are Lady Hope ?"
Rachael shook her head, and tears swelled into her

eyes.
"What is the matter, Rachael-?"
"Nothing-nothing. Only your coming has startled me

so. I thought-I hoped that it was him."
"And was the disappointment enough to make you cry ?

One would think a husband's footsteps would hardly be a
novelty, near his wife's room."

"Hepworth, you do not understand."
"Indeed, and why not ? Is anything growing wrong

between you and Hope ?" -
"Wrong ? No. Why should there be; but you are here

now, my own, own brother, and I have such plans for you,
plans that will keep you near me all your life. Did you get
my letters?"

"Not one. In fact, I have not been, of late years, where
letters could reach neeasily."

"I know," said Rachael; "since my good fortune, as we
used to think it would be, you have been a wanderer. I
heard from you in California, in Japan, in Australia, but
very seldom twice from the same place. But you are here
now, and I do not intend that you shall leave me again."

Ah, we shall see about that. When one gets a habit of
roving, it is difficult to settle down. I have no plans."

"But I have," said Rachael with a gleam of her old
spirit.

Hepworth looked grave a moment, and shook his head.
He saw, by the shrinking in Rachael's eyes, that she knew
the thoughts in his mind, and hastened to break away from
them.

That moment a clear, young voice came from the next
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room, the door of Lady Hope's apartment was flung open,
and the young girl Hepworth Closs had seen in the avenue
came dashing in.

She stopped suddenly, blushed to the temples on seeing a
stranger, and took off a little white sailor's hat, around
which a scarf of blue gauze was tied, with long ends float-
ing out behind.

"I-I beg pardon-hadn't the least idea-pray excuse
me."

She was going away, still crimson with blushes, when
Lady Hope held forth her hand.

"Don't go, Clara. This is a gentleman that I have long
wished to present to you. My brother, Mr. Hepworth
Closes "

Clara dropped a dashing little salute, which was half ac-
complished by a swing of her hat, then laughed, put the hat
behind her, and held out her hand.

" I am glad to see you, Mr. Closes ; but do tell me where you
come from, and how you got here. The last time mamma
Rachael heard about you, it was from the other side of the
world."

The girl looked very bright and beautiful as she spoke;
but for a moment Closs looked upon her wildly, as if a ghost
had broke in upon him. He was comparing her with the
mother, whose picture, as she lay upon that white and
clouded death couch, had never left him. His face was so
pale and troubled that she noticed it, and drew back half
timidly.

"I hope-i fear. Is it any trouble, sir, that you bring
us?"

"Trouble! I beg ten thousand pardons if my face tells
so false a story! I bring nothing more threatening than
my own society, and that you can be rid of at any moment,
by a single unwelcome look."
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Clara laughed one of the lightest, sweetest and mellowest
laughs that had ever fallen upon Hepworth's ear.

"Oh," she said, "if that is all, you will be coming and

going eternally, for I shall be giving you welcome and un-
welcome looks fifty times each day. Just now I have half
a mind-"

She drew a little glittering watch from under her jacket
and thrust it back again.

" It wants more than two hours to dinner yet, and I came
home early, in hopes that mamma Rachael would go out
with nie and the ponies. But here she is dressed for din-
ner. Of course I can't take her out so; besides, she looks a-
little shaken, and as if she'd like being left to herself. Now,
if you don't mind-please don't look astonished, mamma
Rachael, I am only trying to ask Mr. Closes to drive round
the park with me, while you sit here and wait for papa.
There, you don't mind. We'll be home in plenty of time
to dress. Mr. Closes, have I made you understand that I am
dying to show off my new ponies? Papa would not buy
them, they were too fancy, he said; but mamma Rachael
paid for them out of her own money. Oh, she spoils me so!
Now, come and see how well I) can manage 'em; they are
wild as hawks, though, and may break your neck-who
knows ?"

Closes glanced at his sister, who seemed a little bewildered,
then turned to the young lady, smiling almost as frankly as
she did, and accepted her invitation.

"1 know something of horses," he said; "and as for the
rest, should hardly shrink from so pleasant a death."

Clara tossed the sailor's hat to her head, brushed a little
of the dust from her jacket with a loose glove she had taken
from one hand, then held up two rosy lips for Rachael to
kiss, and ran out of the room, followed by the youngish and
remarkably handsome man, whom she had known just ten
minutes'.

C

A

The white ponies stood before the broad entrance steps,
tossing their heads, and making a playful pretence of biting
each- other, which kept their snowy manes afloat, and their
graceful heads in motion, until Lady Clara sprang into the
carriage, seated herself on its cushions of crimson leather,
and gathered up her skirts, that Closs might take the seat
beside her.

"Now for it! Don't forget to mark their paces," she
said, gathering up the reins and planting her little foot
firmly. "I call them Snow-Bird and Sea-Foam. Can you
think of anything prettier? No? Well Pm glad of it.
You shall name my very next horse yourself. I know
where we could find two darlings; not ponies, you know,
but saddle-horses; one for me and the other for mamma
Rachael-Lady Hope, I mean. I am going to ask papa to
surprise her with it. We haven't time, now, or you should
give me your opinion. One is a chestnut, with three white
feet, and such lithe, slender limbs; the other a bay. That
is for her."

"You seem to love Lady Hope."'
"Love her? I should think so! What should I have

been without her ? Do you know she never let me go to
school, and would not have a governess in the house, but
taught me- everything herself, even when I was a little,
little girl; but then she is so accomplished. That is why
the old dowagers about here took to hating her so bitterly
at first, and never would forget that she has not always
been a born lady, as if that made any difference.

" I never could feel quite like a born lady myself; but,
for all that, I may be higher than 'any of them'that loved
to abuse her, for they tell me that a countess in her own
right is equal to an earl, and can vote or something in the
House of Lords, by proxy, if she wants to, but I don't;
besides having church livings to give, which is dreadful for
a girl that wants to act rightly, and hasn't the least idea
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about the exact goodness that a clergyman ought to have.
But then there are awful nice things about it, such as mag-
nificent hunters, and plenty of money, and having every
one say that what you say and wear is beautiful, lovely,
and so on.

"Now, if I hadn't a right to the title, and put- this little
round hat on, what a time there would have been! But
now every girl in the neighborhood is getting one. I'll
confess to you that it did seem rather stunning to me at
first, though I wouldn't own it, you know; and when I
saw you, the first thought I had was to hide it behind me.
I did try, but the blue scarf would stream out. Tell me,
now, did you think me fast?"

"I dare not tell you exactly what I thought."
"Then you did!"
Clara spoke with childish mournfulness, and looked up in

his face, entreating him not to think ill of her, with two
earnest blue eyes that no man on earth could, have resisted.

"No,'indeed. I was thinking of nothing that could give
you pain. In fact, I like the little hat."

Clara smiled, and nodded her head.
"Nobby, isn't it?"
"But I am not sure that I should like it on any one

else."
"On any one else? I hope not! I tell you, this thing

don't come natural to most of the girls, who never saw the
deep, deep sea, while I was rocked on it, and take to the
whole thing as the gulls do. I'm so glad you like it,
though!',

Closs laughed. There was no affectation in this girl's
bright simplicity. Of course, she saw that all this childish
talk was fascinating the man. What child does not under-
stand that when it entices you by its pretty wiles ? But
she put on nothing and checked herself in nothing. This
man was her stepmother's only relative. He was wonder
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fully handsome, in a way quite uncommon in England. It
was very pleasant to be with him, and to feel that he was
admiring her.

Once or twice, when she lifted her face to his, a cloud of
blushes came rushing over it, for she had never looked into
eyes solfull of admiring tenderness in her life.

In and out, through the avenues of the park, Clara drove
her white ponies, now permitting them to walk, then boldly
letting out their utmost speed, and again holding them in
with all her might, but so abruptly that they grew restless,
and allowed her the triumph of conquering them.

At last she remembered the dinner hour, and dashed up
to the house, giving herself just twenty minutes for a fresh
toilet.

Lady Hope stood in the front entrance as the carriage
drove up, looking wistfully down the avenue.

"She is watching for papa," said Clara, and a tone of
girlish commiseration came into her voice. "You have no
idea how wretched she is if he is away only a few hours. It
is quite pitiful to see her disappointment when he does not
come."

Closs observed his sister as he came up the steps, and
saw that she was very anxious, but he said nothing.

Clara was late, and in haste, so she ran up-stairs, resolv-

ing in her mind that a dress of pale blue, gauzy and silken

in its texture, which had just come down from London,
should makeits first appearance that day.

You would not have blamed the girl for this sudden resolve

had you seen her when she came down to the drawing-room,
with the dress floating around her like a cloud, and a blush

rose holding back the rich chestnut-brown hair, as it swept
away from her temples, and rolled in two or three wavy
curls to her shoulders. As she made her appearance, a man

came into the room with a note. Closs saw that his sister

turned pale as she took it from the salver.
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"It is from papa," whispered Clara. I am afraid he
has gone somewhere. It is his way to go off and then
write."

Lady Hope folded up her note, gave some orders to the
man, then turned to her brother, with a heavy sigh.

"We need not wait," she said. "Lord Hope has gone
to Scotland, and it is impossible to say when he will come
back."

The very sound of her voice threw a chill of sadness upon
the two persons who had just come in, so fresh and cheer-
ful. Thus the first dinner Closs took in his sister's house
was almost a silent one.

Lord Hope's further adventures will be found related in
the sequel to this work, just published, under the title of
"THE OLD COUNTEsS; OR, THE Two PRoPOsALs."
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Comstock's Elocution and Model Speaker. Intended for the use of
Schools, Colleges, and for private Study, for the Promotion of
Health, Cure of Stammering, and Defective Articulation. By An-
drew Comstock and Philip Lawrence. With 236 Illustrations.
In one large volume of 600 pages, half morocco..................2 00

The French, German, Spanish, Latin and Italian Languages Without
a Master. Whereby any one of these Languages can easily be
learned by any person without a Teacher, with the aid of this
book. By A. H. Monteith. One volume, cloth,.................2 00

Comstock's Colored Chart. Being a perfect- Alphabet of the Eng-
lish Language, Graphic and Typic, with exercises in Pitch, Force
and Gesture, and Sixty-Eight colored figures, representing the va-
rious postures and different attitudes to be used in declamation.
On-alarge Roller. Every School should have a copy of it......5 00

Liebig's Complete Works on Chemistry. By Baron Justus Liebig... 2 00

WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following books are each issued in one large duodecimo volume,

bound in cloth, at $1.75 each, or each one is inpaper cover, at $1.50 each.
A Lonely Life. By the author of "Wise as a Serpent," etc....... $1 75
Rome and the Papacy. A History of the Men, Manners and Tempo-

ral Government of Rome in the Nineteenth Century, as-admin-
istered by the Priests. With a Life of Pope Pius IX.,...........1 75

The Initials. A Love Story. By Baroness Tautphceus..........1 75
The Macdermots of Ballycloran. By Anthony Trollope,...............1 75
Lost Sir Massingberd. By the author of" Carlyon's Year,".......1 75
The Forsaken Daughter. A Companion to "Linda," ........... 1 75
Love and Liberty. A Revolutionary Story. By Alexander Dumas, 1375
Family Pride. By author of "Pique," "Family Secrets," etc. 1 75
Self-Sacrifice. By author of "Margaret Maitland," etc ......... 1 75
The Woman in Black. A Companion to the "Woman in White," ... 1 75
A Woman's Thoughts about Women. By Miss Muloch,............1 75
Flirtations in Fashionable Life. By Catharine Sinclair.......... 1 75
Rose Douglas. A Companion to "Family Pride," and "Self Sacrifice," 1 75
False Pride; or, Two Ways to Matrimony. A Charming Book,....,1 75
Family Secrets. A Companion to "Family Pride," and "Pique,"... 1 75
The Morrisons. By Mrs. Margaret Hosmer,. ................... 1 75
My Son's Wife. By author of "Caste," "Mr. Arle," etc.........1 75
The Rich Husband. By author of "George Geith,"..............1 75
Harefm Life in Egypt and Constantinople. By Emmeline Lott,....1 75
The Iector's Wife; or, the Valley of a Hundred Fires .......... 1 75
Woodturn Grange. A Novel. By William Howitt,................1 75
County Quarters. By the Countess of Blessington,............. 175
Out of the Depths. The Story of a "Woman's Life,"........ ... 1 75
The Coquette; or, the Life and Letters of Eliza Wharton.........1 75
The Pride of Life. A Story of the Heart. By Lady Jane Scott,..1 75
The Lost Beauty. By a Noted Lady of the Spanish Court,........ 1 75

Above books are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

s" Above Books will be sent,postage paid, on Receipt of Retail Price',
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following books are each issued in one large duodecimo volume,

bound in cloth, at $1.75 each, or each one is in paper cover at $1.50 each.

My Hero. By Mrs. Forrester. A Charming Love Story ....... $1 75
The Count of Monte-Cristo. By Alexander Dumas. Illustrated,... 1 75
The Countess of Monte-Cristo. Paper cover, price $1.00; or cloth,.. 1 75
Camille; or, the Fate of a Coquette. By Alexander Dumas,......... 1 75
The Quaker Soldier. A Revolutionary Romance. By Judge Jones,... 1 75
The Man of the World. An Autobiography. By William North,... 1 75
The Queen's Favorite; or, The Price of a Crown. A Love Story,... 1 75
Self Love; or, The Afternoon of Single and Married Life,...... 1 75
The Dead Secret. By Wilkie Collins, author " The Crossed Path,"... 1 75
Memoirs of Vidocq, the French Detective. His Life and Adventures, 1 75
The Clyffards of Clyffe, by author of "Lost Sir Massingberd,". 1 75
Camors. "The Man of the Second Empire." By Octave Feuillet,.. 1 75
Life, Speeches and Martyrdom of Abraham Lincoln. Illustrated,... 1 75
The Crossed Path; or Basil. By Wilkie Collins,................. 1 75
Indiana. A Love Story. By George Sand, author of "Consuelo," 1 75
The Belle of Washington. With her Portrait. By Mrs. N. P. Lasselle, 175
Cora Belmont; or, The Sincere Lover. A True Story of the Heart,. 1 75
The Lover's Trials; or Days before 1776. By Mrs. Mary A. Denison," 1 75
High Life in Washington. A Life Picture. By Mrs. N. P. Lasselle, 1 75
The Beautiful Widow; or, Lodore. By Mrs. Percy B. Shelley,...... 1 75
Love and Money. By J. B. Jones, author of the "Rival Belles,"... 1 75
The Matchmaker. A Story of High Life. By Beatrice Reynolds,.. 1 75
The Brother's Secret; or, the Count De Mara. By William Godwin, 1 75
The Lost Love. By Mrs.,.Oliphant, author of "Margaret Maitland," 1 75
The Roman Traitor. By Henry William Herbert. A Roman Story, 1 75
The Bohemians of London. By Edward M. Whitty,................... 1 75
The Rival Belles; or, Life in Washington. By J. B. Jones,...... 1 75
The Devoted Bride. A Story of the Heart. By St. George Tucker, 1 75
Love and Duty. By Mrs. Hubback, author of "May and December," 1 75
Wild Sports and Adventures in Africa. By Major W. C. Harris, 1 75
Courtship and Matrimony. By Robert Morris. With a Portrait,... 1 75
The Jealous Husband. By Annettre Marie Maillard,.............1 75
The Refugee. - By Herman Melville, author of "Omoo," "Typee," 1 75
The Life, Writings, and Lectures of the late ."Fanny Fern,"......... 1 75
The Life and Lectures of Lola Montez, with her portrait,.........,,*..... 1 75
Wild Southern Scenes. By author of "Wild Western Scenes,"...... 1 75
Currer Lyle; or, the Autobiography of an Actress. By Louise Reeder. 1 75
Coal, Coal Oil, and all other Minerals in the Earth. By Eli Bowen, 1 75
The Cabin and Parlor. By J. Thornton Randolph. Illustrated,..... 1 75
Jealousy; or, Teverino. By George Sand, author of " Consuelo," etc. 1 75
The Little Beauty. A Love Story. By Mrs. Grey ............. 1 75
Secession, Coercion, and Civil War. By J. B. Jones,...................1 75
Six Nights with the Washingtonians. By T. S. Arthur.........1 75
Lizzie Glenn; or, the Trials of a Seamstress. By T. S. Arthur,..... 1 75
Lady Maud; or, the Wonder of Kingswood.Chase. By Pierce Egan, 1 75
Wilfred Montressor; or, High Life in New York. Illustrated,......,. 1 75
The Old Stone Mansion. By C. J. Peterson, author "Kate Aylesford," 1 75
Kate Aylesford. By Chas. J. Peterson, author "Old Stone Mansion,". 1 75
Lorrimer Littlegood, by author "Harry Coverdale's Courtship,. 1 75
The Earl's Secret. A Love Story. By Miss Pardoe,.............. 1 75
The Adopted Heir. By Miss Pardoe, author of " The Earl's Secret," 1 75

Above books are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

$7 Above Books will be set otg ao receipt of Retail Price,
Sby T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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6 T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS' PUBLICATIONS-

WORKS BY THE VERY BEST AUTHORS.
The following books are each iteued in one large. duodecimo volume,

boundain cloth, at $1.75 each, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.
Cousin Harry. By Mrs. Grey, author of "The Gambler's Wife," etc.$1 75
The Conscript., A Tale of War. By Alexander Dumas,........1 75
Saratoga. An Indian Tale of Frontier Life. A true Story of 1787,.. 1 75
Married at Last. A Love Story. By Annie Thomas,............. 1 75
The Tower of London. By W. Harrison Ainsworth. Illustrated,... 1 75
Shoulder Straps. .By Henry Morford, author of "Days of Shoddy," 1 75
Days of Shoddy. By Henry Morford, author of "Shoulder Straps," 1 75
The Coward. By Henry Morford, author of "Shoulder Straps,"..... 1 75
The Cavalier. By G. P. R.James, author of "Lord Montagu's Page," 1 75
Rose Foster. By George W. M. Reynolds, Esq., ................ 1 75
Lord Montagu's Page. By G. P. R-. James, author of ",Cavalier,"... 1 75
Mrs. Ann S. Stephens' Celebrated Novels. Eighteen volumes in all, 31 50
Mrs. Emma D.-E. N. Southworth's Popular Novels. 35 vols. in all, 61. 25
Mrs. Caroline Lee Hents's Novels. Twelve volumes in all.......21 00
Frederika Bremer's Novels. Six volumes in all ............... 10 50
T. A. Trollope's Works.' Seven volumes in al .............. 12 25
James A. Maitland's Novels. Seven volumes in all,.............. 12 25
Q. K. Philander Doestick's Novels. Four volumes in all,...... 7 00
Cook Books. The bestin the world. Ten volumes in all.......17 50
Henry Morford's Novels. Three volumes in all, ................. 5 25
Mrs. Henry Wood's Novels. Sixteen volumes in al,.......... 28 00
Emerson Bennett's Novels. Seven volumes in all ............. 12 25
Green's Works on Gambling. Four volumes in al. .... 7 00
Miss Elisa A. Dupuy's Works. Six volumes in all ............ 10 50

Above books are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

The following books are each -ssued in one large octave volume, bound in
cloth, at $2.00 each, or each one is done up in paper cover, at $1.50 each,

The Wandering Jew. By Eugene Sue. Full of Illustrations,........$2 00
Mysteries of Paris; and its Sequel, Gerolstein. By Eugene Sue,.... 2 00
Martin, the Foundling. By Eugene Sue. Full of Illustrations,..... 2 00
Ten Thousand a Year. By Samuel Warren. With Illustrations,.... 2 00
Washington and His Generals. By George Lippard....................2 00
The Quaker City; or, the Monks of Monk Hall. By George Lippard, 2 00
Blanche of Brandywine. By George Lippard,....................... 2 00
Paul Ardenheim; the Monk of Wissahickon. By George Lippard,. 2 00

Above books are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at $1.50 each.

27e following are each issued in one large octavo volume, bound in cloth,price $2.00
each, or a cheap edition is issued in paper cover, at 75 cents each. -

Charles O'Malley, the Irish Dragoon. By Charles Lever,......Cloth, $2 00
Harry Lorrequer. With his Confessions. By Charles Lever,...Cloth, 2 00
Jack Hinton, the Guardsman, By Charles Lever,.............Cloth, 2 00
Davenport Dunn. A Man of Our Day. By Charles Lever,...Cloth, 2 00'
Tom Burke of Ours. By Charles Lever,.....................Cloth, 2 00
The Knight of Gwynne. By Charles Lever ............ Cloth, 2 00
Arthur O'Leary. By Charles Lever..................Cloth, 2 00
Con Oregan.- By Charles Lever,........0Cth, 2 00
Horace Templeton. By Charles Lever,......................Cloth, 2 00
Kate O'Donoghue. By Charles Lever,.....................Cloth, 2 00
Valentine Vex, the Ventriloquist. By Harry Cockton,...oth, 2 00

Above are each in cloth, or each one is in paper cover, at 75 cents each.

MrAbove Books will be sent, postage paid, on Reeipt of Retail Price,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Phladelpilia, Pa.
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NEW AND GOOD BOOKS BY BEST AUTRORS.
Beautiful Snow, and Other Poems. New Illustrated Edition. By J.

W. Watson; author of "The Outcast and Other Poems." With
Original Illustrations by Edward L. Henry. One volume, greenmorocco cloth, gilt top, side, and back, price $2.00; or in maroon
morocco cloth, full gilt edges, full gilt back, full gilt sides, etc.,. $3 00

The Outcast, and Other Poems. By J. W. Watson, author of
" Beautiful Snow and Other Poems." One volume, green morocco
cloth, gilt top, side and back, price $2.00; or in maroon morocco
cloth, full gilt edges, full gilt hack, full gilt sides, etc.,..............3 00

Hans Breitmann's Ballads. By Charles G.Jeland. Volume One. Con-
taining "Hans Breitmann's Party, with Other Ballads," "Hans
Breitmann About Town, and Other Ballads," and "Hans Breitmann
In Church, and Other New-Ballads," being the "First," "Second,"
and "Third Series" of the "Breitmann Ballads," bound in morocco
cloth, gilt, beveled boards,............,................................ 3 00

Hans Breitmann's Ballads. By Charles G. Leland. Volume Two.
Containing "Hans Breitmann as an Uhlan, with other New Bal.
lads," and "Hans Breitmann's Travels in Europe, with Other New
Ballads," being the "Pourth" and "'Fifth Series" of the "Breitmann
Ballads," bound in morocco cloth, gilt, beveled boards,........... 2 00

Hans Breitmann's Ballads. By Charles G. Leland. Being the above
two volumes complete in one. Containing all the Ballads written
by "Hans Breitmann." Complete in one large volume, bound in
morocco cloth, gilt side, gilt top, and fulltgilt back, with beveled A
boards. With a full and complete Glossary to the whole work,.....4 00

Meister Karl's Sketch Book. By Charles G. Leland, (Hans Breit.
mann.) Complete in one volume, green morocco cloth, gilt side,
gilt top, gilt back, with beveled boards, price $2.50, or in maroon
morocco cloth, full gilt edges, full gilt back, full gilt sides, etc........3 50

John Jasper's Secret. A Sequel.to Charles Dickens' "Mystery of
Edwin Drood." With 18 Illustrations. Bound in cloth,........2 00The Last Athenian. From the Swedish of Victot Rydberg. Highly
recommended by Fredrika Bremer. Paper $1.50, or in cloth,...... 2 00

Across the Atlantic. Letters from France, Switzerland, Germany,
Italy, and England. By C. H. Haeseler, M.D. Bound in cloth,... 2 00 .

The Ladies' Guide to True Politeness and Perfect Manners. By
Miss Leslie. Every lady should have it. Cloth, fuH gilt back,... 1 75

The Ladies' Complete Guide to Needlework and Embroidery. With
113 illustrations. By Miss Lambert. Cloth, full gilt back,.......1 75

The Ladies' Work Table Rook. With .0rIllustrations. Cloth., gilt,3L 50
The Story of Elizabeth. By Miss Thackeray, paper $1.00, or cloth,... 1 50
Dow's Short Patent Sermons. By Dow, Jr. In 4 vols., cloth, each.... 1 50
Wild Oats Sown Abroad. A Spicy Book. By T. B. Witmer, cloth,... 1 50
Aunt Patty's Scrap Bag. By Mrs. Caroline Lee Hents, author of

" Linda," etc. Full of Illustrations, and bound in cloth,. 1 50
Rollick's Anatomy and Physiology of the Human Figure. ,Illustrated

by a perfect dissected plate of the Human Organization, and by
other separate plates of the Human Skeleton, such as Arteries,
Veins, the Heart, Lungs, Trachear etc. Illustrated. Bound,.....' 2 00

Life and Adventures of Don Quixote and his Squire Sancho Panza,*
complete in one large volume, paper cover, for $1.00, or in cloth,.. 1 75

The Laws and Practice of' the Game of Euchre. By a Professor.
This is the book of the "Laws of Euchre," adopted and got up by
the Euchre Club of Washington, D. C. Bound in cloth,....... .. 1 00

86* Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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NEW AND GOOD BOOKS BY BEST AUTHORS.
Treason at Home. A Novel. By Mrs. Greenough, cloth........$1 75
Letters from Europe. By Colonel John W. Forney. Bound in cloth, 1 75
Moore's Life of Hon. Schuyler Colfax, with a Portrait on steel, cloth, 1 50
Whitefriars; or, The Days of Charles the Second. Illustrated,....... 1 00
Tan-go-ru-a. An Historical Drampa, in Prose. By Mr. Moorhead,.... 1 00
The Impeachment Trial of President Andrew Johnson. Cloth,...1 50
Trial of the Assassins for the Murder of Abraham Lincoln. Cloth,... 1 50
Lives of Jack Sheppard and Guy Fawkes. Illustrated. One vol., cloth, 1 75
Consuelo, and Countess of Rudolstadt. One volume, cloth.........2 00
Monsieur Antoine. By George Sand. Illustrated. One vol., cloth, 1 00
Frank Fairleigh. By author of "Lewis Arundel," cloth,............1 75
Lewis Arundel. By author.of "Frank Fairleigh," cloth,............... 1 75
Aurora Floyd. By Miss Braddon. One vol., paper 75 cents, cloth,... 1 00
Christy and White's Complete Ethiopian Melodies, bound in cloth,... 1 00
The Life of Charles Dickens. By R. Shelton Mackenzie, cloth,. 2 00
Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott. One 8vo. volume, fine binding, 5 00
Life of Sir Walter Scott. By John G. Lockhart. With Portrait,..... 2 50
The Shakspeare Novels. Complete in one large octavo volume, cloth, 4 00
Miss Pardoe's Choice Novels. In one large octavo volume, cloth,... 4 00
The Waverley Novels. NationalEdition. Five large 8vo. vols., cloth,15 00
Charles Dickens' Works. People's 12mo. Edition. 21 vols., cloth, 32 00
Charles Dickens' Works. Green Cloth 12mo. Edition. 21 vols., cloth, 40 00
Charles Dickens' Works. Illustrated 12mo. Edition. 34 vols., cloth, 50 00
Charles Dickens' Works. Illustrated 8vo. Edition. 18 vols., cloth, 31 50
Charles Dickens' Works. New National Edition. 7 volumes, cloth, 20 00

HUMOROUS ILLUSTRATED WORKS.
Each one isfull of Illistrations, by Felix 0. 0. Darley, and bound in Cloth.
Major Jones' Courtship #nd Travels. With 21 Illustrations,........$1 75
Major Jones' Scenes in Georgia. With 16 Illustrations,................1 75
Simon Suggs' Adventures and Travels. With 17 Illustrations.......1 75
Swamp Doctor's Adventures in the South-West. 14 Illustrations,... 1 75
Col. Thorpe's Scenes in Arkansaw. With 16 Illustrations,......... 1 75
The Big Bear's Adventures and Travels. With 18 Illustrations......,1 75
High Life in New York, by Jonathan Slick. With Illustrations,..1 75
Judge Haliburton's Yankee Stories.- Illustrated,. .............. 1 75
Harry Coverdale's Courtship and Marriage. Illustrated,..........1 75
Piney Wood's Tavern; or, Sam Slick in Texas. Illustrated...... 1 75
Sam Slick, the Clockmaker. By Judge Haliburton. Illustrated,... 1 75
Humors of Falconbridge. By J. F. Kelley. With Illustrations, ... 1 75
Modern Chivalry. By Judge Breckenridge. Two vols., each........ 1 75
Neal's Charcoal Sketches. By Joseph C. Neal. 21 Illustrations,... 2 50

CHARLES LEVER'S BEST WORKS.
Charles O'Malley,...........75 Arthur O'Leary,................075
Harry Lorrequer,..............75 Con Cregan ............... 75
Jack Hinton,...................75 DavenportDunn............ 75
Tom Burke of Ours,.......... 75 Horace Templeton,................. 75
Knight of Gwynne ........... 75 Kate O'Donoghue,...................e75

Above are in paper cover, or a fine edition in cloth at, $2.00 each.
A Rent in a Cloud,.......... 50 St. Patrick's Eve....50
Ten Thousand a Year, in one volume, paper cover, $1.50; or in cloth, 2 00
The Diary of a Medical Student, by author " Ten Thousand a Year," 75

3W Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price ,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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DUMAS', REYNOLDS', AND OTHER BOOKS IN CLOTH.
The following are cloth editions of the following good books, and they are

each iesued in one large volume, bound in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Three Guardsmen; or, The Three Mousquetaires. By A. Dumas,$1 75
Twenty Years After; or the "Second Series of Three Guardsmen,"... 1 75
Bragelonne; Son of Athos; or " Third Series of Three Guardsmen," 1 75
The Iron Mask; or the "Fourth Serie8 of The Three Guardsmen,".... 1 75
Louise La Valliere; or the "Fifth Series and End of the Three

Guardsmen Series,".........................................................1 75
The Memoirs of a Physician. By Alexander Dumas. Illustrated,... 1 75
Queen's Necklace; or " Second Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
Six Years Later; or the "Third Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
Countess of Charny; or "Fourth Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
Andree De Taverney; or "Fifth Series of Memoirs of a Physician," 1 75
The Chevalier; or the "Sixth Series and End of the Memoirs oif a

Physician Series,"...................................................1 75
The Adventures of a Marquis. By Alexander Dumas ........... 1 75
Edmond Dantes. A Sequel to the " Count of Monte-Cristo," 1 75
The Forty-Five Guardsmen. By Alexander Dumas. Illustrated,... 1 75
Diana of Meridor, or Lady of Monsoreau. By Alexander Dumas,... 1 75
The Iron Hand. By Alex. Dumas, author "Count of Monte-Cristo," 1 75
The Mysteries of the Court of London. By George W. M. Reynolds, 1 75
Rose Foster; or the "Second Series of Mysteries of Court of London," 1 75
Caroline of Brunswick; or the "Third Series of the Court of London," 1 75
Venetia Trelawney; or "End of the Mysteries of the Court of London," 1 75
Lord Saxondale; or the Court of Queen Victoria. By Reynolds,....01 75
Count Christoval. Sequel to "Lord Saxondale." By Reynolds,...1 75
Rosa Lambert; or Memoirs of an Unfortunate Woman. By Reynolds, 1 75
Mary Price; or the Adventures of a Servant Maid. By Reynolds,... 1 75
Eustace Quentin. Sequel to "Mary Price," By G. W. M. Reynolds, 1 75
Joseph Wilmot; or the Memoirs of a Man Servant. By Reynolds,... 1 75
Banker's Daughter. Sequel to "Joseph Wilmot." By Reynolds,....,1 75
Kenneth. A Romance of the Highlands. By . W. M. Reynolds, 1 75
Rye-House Plot; or the Conspirator's Daughter. By Reynolds,....,1 75
Necromancer; or the Times of Henry the Eighth. By Reynolds,.... 1 75
Within the Maze. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "East Lynne,". 1 75
Dene Hollow. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of " Within the Maze," 1 75
Bessy Rane. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of" The Channings,".... 1 75
George Canterbury's Will. By Mrs. Wood, author "Oswald Cray," 1 75
The Channings. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of" Dene Hollow,"... 1 75
Roland Yorke. A Sequel to "The Channings." By Mrs. Wood......01 75
Shadow of Ashlydyatt. By Mrs. Wood, author of "Bessy Rane,"..... 1 75
Lord Oakburn's Daughters; or The Earl's Heirs. By Mrs. Wood,... 1 75
Verner's Pride. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "The Channings," 1 75
The Castle's Heir; or Lady Adelaide's Oath. By Mrs. Henry Wood, 1 75
Oswald Cray. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "Roland Yorke,".... 1 75
Squire Trevlyn's Heir; or Trevlyn Hold. By Mrs. Henry Wood,..... 1 75
The Red Court Farm. By Mrs. Wood, author of "Verner's Pride,"... 1 75
Elster's Folly. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of " Castle's Heir,"... 1 75
St. Martin's Eve. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "Dene Hollow," 1 75
Mildred Arkell. By Mrs. Henry Wood, author of "Ea'st Lynne,".... 1 75
Cyrilla; or the Mysterious Engagement. By author-of "Initials," 1075
The Miser's Daughter. By William H arrison Ainsworth,......... 1 75
The Mysteries of Florence. By Geo. Lippard, author "Quaker City," 1 75

FS Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt~of Retail Price,
by T. 3. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.

AW-GREAT REDUCTION IN THEIR PRICES. 4

PEOPLE'S DUODECIMO EDITION. ILLUSTRATED.
Reduced in price from $2.50 to $1.50 a volume.

This edition is printed on fne paper, from large, clear type, leaded, that
all can read, containing Twp Hundred Illustrations on tinted paper.

Our Mutual Friend,.....Cloth, $1.50 Little Dorrit,........Cloth, $1.50
Pickwick Papers,.........Cloth, 1.50 Dombey and Son,........Cloth, 1.50Nicholas Nickleby.....Cloth, 1.50 Christmas Stories,.,,....Cloth, 1.50Great Expectations,. oCloth, 1.50 Sketches by "B ]oz," ... Cloth, 1.50
David Copperfield. Cloth, 1.50 Barnaby udge,..Cloth, 1.50
Oliver Twist....... Cloth 1.50 Martin Chuzzlewit.Cloth, 1.50
Bleak House .... .Cloth, 1.50 Old Curiosity Shop,.....Cloth, 1.50
A Tale of Two Cities,...Cloth, 1.50 Dickens' New Stories,,..Cloth, 1.50
Mystery of Edwin Drood; and Master Humphrey's Clock,..Cloth, 150
American Notes; and the Uncommercial Traveller,. .... Cloth, 1.50Hunted Down; andother Reprinted Pieces.. """'""'.Cloth, 1.50
The Holly-Tree Inn; and other Stories , -...................... Cloth, 1.50
The Life and Writings of Charles Dickens..........Cloth, 2.00
Price of a set, in Black -cloth, in twenty-one volumes,..........$32.00

" Full sheep, libraryy st'yle,....."'.......... 42.50
" Half calf, sprinkled edges-..................0.50
" Half calf, marbled edges,-............................58.00
" Half calf, antique, or half calf, full gilt backs, etc. 83.00

GREEN KORO000 CLOTH, DUODECIXO EDITION.
This is the "People's .Duodecimo Edition" in a new style of Binding, itGreen Morocco Cloth, Bevelled Boards, Full Gilt descriptive back, and

Medallion Portrait on sides in gilt, in Twenty-one handy volumes,l2no.,
fne paper, large clear type, and Two Hundred Ilustrations on tinted paper.Price $40 a set, and each set put up in a neat and strong box. This I
the handsomest and beet edition ever publieked for the price.

ILLUSTRATED DUODECINO EDITION.
Reduced in price from $2.00 to $1.50 a volume.

Yhis edition is printed on the finest paper, from large, clear type, leaded,that all can read, containing Six Hundred full page Illustrations, ontinted paper, from designs by Cruikslhank, Phiz, Browne, Maclie,MeLenan, and other artists. This is the only edition published that con-tains all the original illustrations, as selected by Mr. Charles Dickene.
The following are each contained in two volumes.Our Mutual Friend,......Cloth, $3.00 Bleak House........otb , $3 00

Pickwick Papers,.d......Cloth, 3.00 Sketches by "Boz,"......oth, 3.00
Tale of Two Cities. Cloth, 3.00 arnaby Rudge......loth, 3.00
Nicholas Nickleby. Cloth, 3.00 Martin Chuzzlewit,......Cloth, 3.00
David Copperfield,..Cloth, 3.00 Old Curiosity Shop,.....Cloth, 3.00Olivermas....i Cloth, 3.00 Little Dorrit,.........Cloth, 3.00Christmas Stories. Cloth, 3.00 Dombey and Son,........Cloth, .,3.00

The following are each complete in one volume.
Great Expectations.............$1.50 1 Dickens' New Stories,...Cloth, $1.50Mystery of Edwin Drood; and Master Humphrey's Clock,....Cloth, 1.50American Notes; and the Uncommercial Traveller,.......Cloth, 1.50
H unted Down: a.nd other Reprinted Pieces,.................Clotb, 1.50

The Life and Writings of Charles Dicken.......Cloth, 2.0
Price of a set, in thirty-five volumes, boundin cloth.....$50.00

" Full sheep, Library style,..........80
" Half calf, antique, or half clf, full glbake'. 100.0
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CHARLES DICKENS' WORKS.
*i GREAT REDUCTION IN THEIR PRICES.I"

ILLUSTRATED OCTAVO EDITION.
Reduced in price front $2.50 to $1.75 a volume.

This edition is printed from large type, double column, octavo page, each
book being complete in one volume, the whole containing near Six Huindred
Illustratione, by Cruikshank, Phis, Browne, Maclise, and other artiste.

Our Mutual Friend,....Cloth, $1.75 David Copperfield,.......Cloth, $1.75
Pickwick Papers,.........Cloth, 1.75 Barnaby Rudge,........Cloth, 1.75
Nicholas Nickleby,....Cloth, 1.75 Martin Chuzzlewit,....Cloth, 1.75
Great Expectations,......Cloth, 1.75 Old Curiosity Shop,......Cloth, 1.75
Lamplighter's Story,....Cloth, 1.75 Christmas Stories,.......Cloth, 1.75
Oliver Twist,...........Cloth, 1.75 Dickens' New Stories,...Cloth, 1.75
Bleak House,.........Cloth, 1.75 A Tale of Two Cities,...Cloth, 1.75
Little Dorrit,..............Cloth, 1.75 American Notes and
Dombey and Son........Cloth, 1.75 Pic-Nic Papers........Cloth, 1.75
Sketches by "Bos,".....Cloth, 1.75
Price of a set, in Black cloth, in eighteen volumes,.............$31.50

" " Full sheep, Library style,...................40.00
" Half calf, sprinkled edges,...... ............ 48.00

" " Half calf, marbled edges,..... ............... 54.00
"" Half calf, antique, or Half calf, full gilt backs,... 60.00

"NEW NATIONAL EDITION" OF DICKENS' WORKS.
This is the cheapest bound edition of the works of Charles Dickens, pub..

lished, all his writings being contained in seven large octavo volumes,
with a portrait of Charles Dickens, and other illustrations.

Price of a set, in Black cloth, in seven volumes .............. $20.00
"t $" Full sheep, Library style,......................25.00
It It Half calf, antique, or Half calf, full gilt backs,... 30.00

CHEAP PAPER COVER EDITION,
Each book being complete in one large octavo volume.

Pickwick Papers,..................35 Our Mutual Friend,............ 35
Nicholas Nickleby,............. 35 Bleak House, ............... 35
Dombey and So,........ 35 Little Dorrit ............... 35
David Copperfield,............ 25 Christmas Stories,...........25
Martin Chuzzlewit,............ 35 The Haunted House,.......... 25
Old Curiosity Shop,.................25 Uncommercial Traveller,....... 25
Oliver Twist,...............25 A House to Let,.............25
American Notes,................... 25 Perils of Engli-sh Prisoners,..... 25

Great Expectations,................ 25 Wreck of the Golden Mary,...... 25
Hard Times,........................25 Tom Tiddler's Ground,........25
A Tale of Two Cities,......... 25 Joseph Grimaldi............50
Somebody's Luggage,.........25 The Pie-Nic Papers,.............. 50
Message from the Sea,.......25 Hunted Down,.......... -25
Barnaby Rudge,...................'*25 The Holly-Tree Inn,........... 25
Sketches by "EB0,".........25 No.Thoroughfare.................. 25
Mystery of Edwin Drood. Charles Dickens' last work ............ 25
Mrs. Lirriper's Lodgings and Mrs. Lirriper's Legacy,.................25
Mugby Junction and Dr. Marigold's Prescriptions,..............25

THE LIFE AND WRITINGS OF CHARLES DICKENS.
THE LIFE OF QHARLES DICKENS. By Dr. . Shelton Mackenzie,

contnasing a full history of his Life, his Uncollected Pieces, in Prose
and Verse; Personal Recollections and Anecdotes; His Last Will in
full; and Letters from Mr. Dickens never before published. Wits
a Portrait and Autograph of Charles Dickens. Price Two Dollars.

(11)
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ALEXANDER DUMAS' WORKS.
Count of Monte-Cristo,.........$1 50 Memoirs of a Physician,....$1 000Edmond Dantes,.............75 Queen's Necklace,............1 00The Three Guardsmen,.......... 75 Six Years Later ........... 1 00Twenty Years After..........75 Countess of Charny, ...........a1 00Bragelonne,................75 Andree de Taverney,........ 1 00The Iron Mask ............ 1 00 The Chevalier,.... ... 1 00Louise La Valliere,............. 1 00 Forty-five Guardsmen,....... 1 00
Diana of Meridor..........1 00 The Iron Hand,........... 75Adventures of a Marquis,. 1 00 The Conscript ............ I 5oLove and Liberty .......... 1 50 Countess of Monte-Cristo......1 00Camille; or, The Fate of a Coquette, (La Dame Aux Camelias,)...1 50The above are eadh in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Fal1en Angel............75 The Black Tulip................ -50Felina de Chambure..........75 The Corsican Brothers,.......... 50The Horrors of Paris,.........75 The Count of Moret..........50
Sketches in France..........75 Mohicans of Paris,..........50
Isabel of Bavaria,............75 The Marriage Verdiect,.... .. 50Twin Lieutenants............75 Buried Alive,...............25
Man with Five Wives.......75 Annette; or, Lady of Pearls,... 50George; or, The Planter of the Isle of Franc............. 50

GEORGE We . REYNOLDS' WORKS.
Mysteries Court of London,...$1 00 Mary Price,.......$1 oRose Foster,......................*1 50 Eustace Quentin,...........'.'.... 1 00Caroline of Brunswick,......... 1 00 Joseph Wilmot,.................4 1 00Venetia Trelawney,......... 1 00 Banker's Daughter,...............t1 00Lord Saxondale,...........1 00 Kenneth, ................ 1 00Count Christoval,.......... 1 00 The Rye-House Plot........1 00Rosa m ,............1 00 The Necromancer,................. 1 00The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Opera Dancer...........75 The Soldier's Wife,............75
Child of Waterloo,........ 75 May Middleton,,,,,.............. 75Robert Bruce,. 06..............75 Ellen Percy, ............ 75The Gipsy Chief,............. 75 Agnes Evelyn,.............. 75Mary Stuart, Queen of Scots,.. 75 Pickwick Abroad.75.........75
Wallaee, Hero of Scotland,...... 1 00 Parricide,.................75
Isabella Vincent,........ 75 Discarded Queen,............. .,.. 75Vivian Bertram,........... 75 Life in Paris, .............. 50Countess of Lascelles,.........75 Countess and the Page,........ 50Duke of Marchmont,..........75 Edgar Montrose............50
Massacre of Glencoe,....... 75 The Ruined Gamester,........... 50Loves of .the Harem,........ 75 Clifford and the Actress,........ 50Queen Joanna; or the Mysteries of the Court of Naples,................ 75Ciprina; or, the Secrets of a Picture Gallery, .................. 50

MISS PARDOE'S POPULAR WORKS.
Confessions of a PrettyWoman, 75 The Rival Beauties,....... 75
The Wife's Trials............75 Romance of the Harem.......75
The Jealous Wife,..........50

The five above books are also bound in one volume, cloth, for $4.00.
The A adopted Heir. One volume, paper, $1.50 ; -or in cloth,....$1 75
The Earl's Secret. One volume, paper, $1.50 ; or in cloth, ......... 1 75

47Above books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price9- .by T. B. Peterson & brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

MRS. HENRY WOOD'S BEST BOOKS.
Within the Maze, ................. $1 50 Shadow of Ashlydyat,..........$1
Dene Hollow,..................... 1 50 Oswald Cray...... ....... 1
Bessy Rane................... 1 50 Mildred Arkell,. .......... 1
George Canterbury's Will,. 1 50 Red Court Farm,.................1
Verner's Pride ............ 1 50 Elster's Folly,.................... 1
The Channings,.................1 50 St. Martin's Eve,............1
Roland Yorke. A Sequel to "The Channings,".......................... 1
Lord Oakburn's Daughters; or, The Earl's Heirs..............1
The Castle's Heir; or, Lady Adelaide's Oath,............,............... 1
Squire Trevlyn's Heir; ot, Trevlyn Hold,........ .I.............1

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Mystery,.................. 75 A Life's Secret ...........
The Lost Bank Note,............75 The Haunted Tower.......
The Lost Will.............50 The Runaway Match,........
Orville College....... ..... 50 Foggy Night at Offord,.....
A Light and a Dark Christmas, 25 William Allair,................0

EUGENt SUE'S GREAT WORKS.
Wandering Jew ..........$1 50 First Love ..............
Mysteries of Paris,..............1 50 Woman's Love, ...........
Martin, the Foundling......1 50 Female Bluebeard ........

Above are in cloth at $2.00 each. Man-of-War's-Man,............0
Life and Adventures of Raoul de Surville. A Tale of the Empire,...

50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50

50
50
50
25
25

50
50
50
50
25

MADAME GEORGE SAND'S WORKS.
Consuelo, 12mo., cloth,........$1 50 Jealousy, 12mo. cloth,.....$1 50
Countess of Rudolstadt,......... 1 50 1 Indiana, 12no., cloth,......... 1 50

Above are only published in 12mo., cloth, gilt side and back.
Fanchon, the Cricket, price $1.00 in paper, or in cloth,........... 1 50
First and True Love,........... 75 The Corsair,...........1........ 50
Simon. A Love Story,.......... 50 The Last Aldini,............ 50
Monsieur Antdine. With II Illustrations. Paper, 75 cents; cloth, 1 00
Consuelo and Countess of Rudolstadt, octavo, cloth,.............2 00

CHARLES 3. PETERSON'S WORKS,
The Old Stone Mansion,.........$1 50J Kate Aylesford,............$l1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, Vrice $1.75 each.

Cruising in the Last War,......75 j1Grace Iudley; or, Arnold at

Valley Farm ............... 25 Saratoga,.......................0 50

WILLIAM H. MAXWELL'S WORKS.
Wild Sports of the West,......75 Brian O'Lynn,.......
Stories of Waterloo,.........75 1Life of Grace O'Malley,......

MISS BRADDON'S WORKS.
Aurora Floyd....@***&* .75 1 The Lawyer's Secret,.......--
Aurora Floydcth...... 1 00 For Better, For Worse,..4..... ..

P'IS AEIiS WORKS.
Henrietta Temple,..............501Contarina Fleming,.....i...
Miriam Alroy........... 50

75
50

25
75

50

Above books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,

by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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HUMOROUS AMERICAN WORKS.
Beautifully Illustrated by Feliu 0. C. Darley,.

Major Jones' Courtship,........ 75 Drama in Pokerville..
Major Jones' Travels,........ 75 The Quorndon Hounds,.
Simon Suggs' Adventures and My Shooting Box. '~~~~

Travels,.............. 75 Warwick Woodlands,......
Major Jones' Chronicles of The Deer Stalkers,..........

Pineville7............. 75 Peter Ploddy. '-"'""-'"""
Polly Peablossom's Wedding,.. 75 Adventures of Captain Farrago,
Mysteries of the Backwoods,... 75 Major O'Regan's Adventures,..
Widow Rugby's Husband,......75 Sol. Smith's Theatrical Appren-
Big Bear of Arkansas7.........5 ticeship. ........ 6
Western Scenes; or, Life on Sol. Smith's Theatrical Jour.

the Prairie,...... .......... 75 ney-Work .............
Streaks of Squatter Life......75 The Quarter Race in Kentucky,Pickings from the Picayune,... 75 Aunt Patty's Scrap Bag,......
Stray Subjects, Arrested and Percival Mayberry's Adven.

Bound ver,..............75 tures and Travels,.......
Louisiana Swamp Doctor,......, 75 Sam Slick's Yankee Yarns aid
Charcoal Sketches,............75 Yankee Letters.........
Misfortunes of Peter Faber,.... 75 Adventures of Fudge Fumble,.
Yankee among the Mermaids,.. 75 American Joe Miller......
Now Orleans Sketch Book,. 75 Following the Drum,......

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75

75

75
75
75

75

75
75
50
50

FRANK FAIRLEGH'S WORKS.
Frank Fairlegh, . 75 Harry Racket Scapegrace. 75
Lewis Arundel, .. 75 1 Tom RacquetScpga.......75

Finer editions of the above are also issued in cloth, at $1.75 each.
Harry Coverdale's Courtship, 1 50 1 Lorrimer Littlegood,............ 1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 eaph.

WILLIAM HARRISON AINSWORTH'S WORKS.
Life of Jack Sheppard,......... 50 Tower of London.........$1 50
Life of Guy Fawkes............ 75 Miser's Daughter....- ... 909100
Court of the Stuarts,........... 75 Above are in cloth, at $1.75 each.
Windsor Castle ............. 75 Life of Grace O'Malley,....... 50
The Star Chamber,...........75 Desperadoes of the NewWorld, 50Old St. P ,.................75 Life of Henry Thomas........25Courtof Queen Anne,............ 50 Life of Ninon De L'Enclos,.... 25Life of Dick Turpin,.......... 50 Life of Arthur Spring,........ 25
Life of Davy Crockett,........ 50 Life of Mrs. Whipple,......... 25
Lives of Jack Sheppard and Guy Fawkes, in one volume, cloth,........1 75

MISS ELLEN PICKERING'S WORKS.
The Grumbler,..............75 Who Shall be Heir?.
Marrying for Money,........... 75 The Squire .............
Poor Cousin ................ 50 Ellen Wareham,,...........
Kate Walsingham,...........50 Nan Darrel,...................*
Orphan Niece,...... ........ 50

SAMUEL WARREN'S BEST BOOKS'
Ten Thousand a Year, paper,..$1 50 The Diary of a Medical Stu-
Ten Thousand a Year, cloth,... 2 00 1 dent,..........,...........e

38
38
38
38

50* Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,
by T. B. Petergon & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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T. S. ARTHUR'S HOUSEHOLD NOVELS.
The Lost Bride ............. 50 The Divorced Wife,.............. 50
The Two Brides.............50 Pride and Prudence,.............o50
Love in a Cottage,.............. 50 Agnes; or, the Possessed,...... 50
Love in High Life,....-....---- 50 Lucy Sandford,.............50
Year after Marriage .......... 50 The Banker's Wife,.......... 50
The Lady at Home,..........50 The Two Merchants,........... 50
Cecelia Howard,............. 50 Trial and Triumph,.............. 50
Orphan Children............50 The Iron Rule,.... ....... 50
Debtor's Daughter,.............. 50 Insubordination; or, the Shoe-
Mary Moreton,..............50 maker's Daughters,.........50
Six Nights with the Washingtonians ; and other Temperance Tales.

By T. S. Arthur. With original Illustrations, by George Cruik-
shank., One large octavo volume, bound in beveled boards, price...$3.50

Lizzy Glenn; or, the Trials of a Seamstress. Cloth $1.75; or paper, 1.50

MRS. GREY'S CELEBRATED NOVELS.
Cousin Harry,......................$1 50 1 The Little Beauty,..........$1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.

A Marriage in High Life,...... 50 The Baronet's Daughters,......50
Gipsy's Daughter ............ 50 Young Prima Donna,......... 50
Old Dower House,....... 50 Hyacinthe,.................25
Belle of the Family,............ 50 Alice Seymour.................... 0 25
Duke and Cousin,............50 Mary Seaham,..............75
The Little Wife,..----..... 50 Passion and Principle,.........75
Lena Cameron,................50 The Flirt.............75
Sybil Lennard................... 50 Good Society,.................... 75
Manoeuvring Mother.......... 50 Lion-Hearted,..................... 75

G. P. R. JAMES'S BEST BOOKS.
Lord Montague's Page,........$1 50 1 The Cavalier,.....................$1 50

The above are each in paper cover, or in cloth, price $1.75 each.
The Man in Black,........... 75 J Arrah Neil,..................-75
Mary of Burgundy..........75 1 Eva St. Clair,................... 50

CAPTAIN MARRYATT'S WORKS.
Jacob Faithful.............50 Newton ForsterO.................50
Japhet in Search of a Father,.. 50 King's Own,...............-. -50

Phantom Ship.............50. Pirate and Three Cutters,...... 50

Midshipman Easy...........50 Peter Simple,................... 50

Pacha fMan Tales.50 Percival Keene,........--.....--.50
Frank Mildmay, Naval0fIcer, 50 Poor Jack,..................-.... 50
Snarleyow, .................. 50 Sea King,....*.I.........--....* 50

REVOLUTIONARY TALES.
The Brigand,.. .......... 50 Old Put; or, Days of 1776,.... 50
Ralph Runnion,.............. 50 Legends of Mexico......... 50
Seven Brothers of Wyoming,.. 50 GraceDud1ey,..........*o 5
The Rebel Bride,............... 50 The Guerilla Ghief,.....--.---7150
The Flying Artillerist,..........50 The Quaker Soldier, paper,.. 1 50
Wau-nan-gee, ............ 50 do. do. cloth..1 75

3. F. SMITH'S WORKS.
The Usurer's Victim;- or, | Adelaide Waldegrave; or, the

Thom'as Balscombe,..... 75 1 Trials of a Governess,....... 75

gAbove books will be sent, postage paid, on Receipt of Retail Price,
by T. 3. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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GEORGE LIPPARD'S GREAT BOOKS.
The Quaker City,............$1 50 The Empire City,.......
Paul Ardenheim,.............1 50 Memoirs of a Preacher,.
Blanche of Brandywine,........ 1 50 The Nazarene
Washington and his Generals; Washington and his Men0......

or, Legends of the American Legends of Mexico,.......
Revolution,..................... 1 50 The Entraneed,..................

Mysteries of Florence,.........a1 00 The Robbers............
Above in cloth at $2.00 each. The Bank Director's Son,.

- EXCITING SEA TALES.
Adventures of Ben Brace,.
Jack Adams, the Matineer,....
Jack Ariel's Adventures,.......
Petrel; or, Life on the Ocean,.
Life of Paul Perfinkle,.......
Life of Tom Bowling,........
Percy Effingham ..........
Cruising in the Last War,.....
Red King ...............
The Corsair .............
The Doomed Ship,.............$
The Three Pirates ........
The Flying Dutchman,..........
The Flying Yankee,..........a
The Yankee Middy,.............
The Gold Seekers .........
The King's Cruisers.......
Life of Alexander Tardy,.....
Red Wing,..............
Yankee Jack,....................
Yankees in Japan .........
Morgan, the Buccaneer,.........6
Jack Junk ..............
Davis, the Pirate .........
Valdes, the Pirate ........

75 Gallant Tom.
75 Harry Helm,
75 Harry Tempest. ..........
75 Rebel and Rover,.........
75 Man-of-War's-Man....-.-----.
75 Dark Shades of City Life.,,,
75 The Rats of the Seine,,..
75 Charles Ransford.
50 The Iron Cross..........
50 The River Pirates,..............
50 The Pirate's Son,.........
50 Jacob Faithful,....................
50 Phantom Ship...........
50 Midshipman Easy .........
50 Pacha of Many Tales......
50 Naval Officer ............
50 Snarleyow,..............
50 Newton Forster,::::::::
50 King's Own.................
50 Japhet,.........................
50 Pirate and Three Cutters.......
50 Peter Simple,................o
50 Percival Keene,..............
50 Poor Jack,...........................e
50 Sea King,..................o*a

'75
75
75
75
50
25
25
25

50
50
50
50
50
25
25
25
25
25
25
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50

MILITARY NOVELS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
With Illuminated Military Covers, in five Colors.

Charles O'Malley,..,........
Jack Hinton, the Guardsman,
The Knight of Gwynne,.........
Harry Lorrequer,.................
Tom BurkeofaOurs........
Arthur O'Learyo..so*.......f oe
Con Cregan,....................,
Kate O'Donoghue,...............
Horace Templeton,............
Davenport Dunn,............
Jack Adams' Adventures,......0
Valentine Vox,..... ......
Twin Lieutenants,.............0
Stories of Waterloo,............
The Soldier's Wife,...............*
Guerilla Chief,....................

75
75
75
75
75

7575
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75

The Three Guardsmen,.
Twenty Years After.......
Bragelonne, Son of Athos,....
Tom Bowling's Adventures,...
Life of Robert Br
The Gipsy Chief,,........
Massacre of Glencoe,.......--
Life of Guy Fawkes,............
Child of Waterloo,.........
Adventures of Ben Brace,....
Life of Jack Ariel.........
Forty-five Guardsmen,......0..6.' 1
Wallace, the Hero of Scotland, 1
Following the Drum,..........
The Conscript, a Tale of War.

By Alexander Dumas,. I

75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
75
15
00
00
50

50,

I

Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,
by T. 3. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.I
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HARRY COCKTON'S WORKS.
Valentine Vot, Ventriloquist,.. 75 The Fatal Marriage,..........75
Valentine Vox, cloth,............. 2 00 The Steward,.................... 75

Sylvester Sound,................75 Percy Effingham,............75

The Love Match,................ 75 The Prince,........ ......... 75

GUSTAVE AIMARD'S WORKS.
The Prairie Flower,.............. 75 Trapper's Daughter,.........75
The Indian Scout............75 The Tiger Slayer,.............75
The Trail Hunter,.................o 75 The Gold Seekers,................75

The Indian Chief...........75 The Rebel Chief,............75
The Red Track,............. 75 The.Border Rifles,............... 75

The White Scalper,..........50 Pirates of the Praines,....... 75

The Freebooters,...............- 50

HENRY MORFORD'S AMERICAN NOVELS.
Shoulder-Straps,.............$1 50 The Days of Shoddy. A His-
The Coward,.. .............f 1 50 tory of the late War,. .. 50

Above are each in paper cover, or each one is in cloth, price $.15 each.

LIVES OF NOTED HIGHWAYMEN, ETC.
Life of John A. Murrel,....
Life of Joseph T. Hare,...
Life of Col. Monroe Edwards,.
Life of Jack Sheppard,..........-
Life of Jack Rann,........
Life of Dick Turpin,.......~
Life of Helen Jewett,....-------
Desperadoes of the New World,
Mysteries of New Orleans,....
The Robber's Wife..... . ..-
Obi; or, Three Fingered Jack,
Kit Clayton,..................---s
Life of Tom Waters.......
Nat Blake,.................------.
Bill Horton,................---.-0
Galloping Gus,.--....-----.-.--.
Life & Trial of Antoine Probst,
Ned Hastings,...........
Eveleen Wilson,..........
Diary of a Pawnbroker,......
Silver and Pewter,.........
Sweeney Todd. . .......
Life of Grace O'Malley,.

50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50

Life of Davy Crockett,...........*
Life of Sybil Grey,.........
Life of Jonathan Wild,..........e
Life of Henry Thomas,..........
Life of Arthur Spring,......
Life of Jack Ketch,..............
Life of Ninon De L'Enclos,.....
Lives of the Felons.......
Life of Mrs.Whipple,.......
Life of Biddy Woodhull,........
Life of Mother Brownrigg......
Dick Parker, the Pirate,......
Life of Mary Bateman,..........
Life of Captain Blood......
Capt. Blood and the Beagles,..
Sixteen -Stringed Jack's Fight

for Lif*.........
Highwayman's Avenger,....
Life of Raoul De Surville,.......
Life of Rody the Rover,.......
Life of Galloping Dick.
Life of Guy Fawkes,...........
Life and Adventures of Vidocq,

50
50
25
25
25

25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25

25
25
25
25
75

1 50

LIEBIG'S WORKS ON, CHEMISTRY.
Agricultural Chemistry.......25 1 Liebig's celebrated Letters on

Animal Chemistry...........25 the Potato Disease.........25

Liebig's Complete Works on Chemistity, is also issued in one'large
octavo volume, bound in cloth. Price Two Dollars.

MILITARY AND ARMY BOOKS.
" 004U0S-Light Infantry Drill,..... 26,

'Ellsworth's Zouave Drill,......25 U.SodLight In an ,...... 25
U. S. Government Infantry & The Soldier's Companion.......25

Rifle Tactics,..............25

.Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on Receipt of Retail Price,
by T. B.-Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa,
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WORKS AT 15 CENTS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
The Brigand; or, the Demon of the North. PBy Victor Hugo ...... 75Cyrilla; or, The Mysterious Engagement. By the author of "icThe

Initials." Cloth, $1.75; or bound in paper cover, for75
The Red Indians of Newfoundland. Illustrated , --.--...... 75
Webster and Hayne's Speeches in Reply to Colonel Fo'te,..."..
Roanoke; or, Where is Utopia? By C. H. Wiley. Illustrated......75The Banditti of the Prairie,.. 75 Flirtations in America.........75Tom Racquet ........... 75 The Coquette............
Salathiel, by Croly,..........75 Thackeray's Irish Sketch Book, 75Corinne; or, Italy...........75 Whitehall,............75
Ned Musgrave..............75 "The Beautiful"N'5.... . 75
Aristocracy, .............. 75 Mysteries of Three Cities......75
Popping the Question . 75 Genevra. By Miss Fairfield, 75Paul Periwinkle,............ 75 Crock of Gold. By Tupper, 75The Inquisition in Spain,...... 75 Twins and Heart. By Tupper, 75Elsie's Married Life.,........' "o 75 New Hope; or, the Rescue,,,,, 75
Leyton Hall. By Mark Lemon, 75 Nothing to Say ,.....75
Hans Breitmann's Party. With other Ballads. By Charles G.Leland, 75
Hans Breitmann In Church, with other Ballads. By C. Go Leland, 75
Hans Breitmann about Town, with other Ballads. By C. G. Leland, 75Hans Breitmann as an Uhlan, and other New Ballads,............75Hans Breitman In Europe with other New ........ 75

WORKS AT 50 CENTS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
jLean; or the Forsaken,.......50 Kate Kennedy,,.........The Greatest Plague of Life,.. 50 The Admiral's Daughter,.Clifford and the Actress,--......50 The American Joe Miller.The Two Lovers,...........50 Ella Stratford...,,
The Orphans and Caleb Field,. 50 Josephine, by Grace Aguilar,.'.Moreton Hall,-............50 The Fortune Hunter.......Bell Brandon,..............50 The Orphan Sisters,.......Sybil Grey,-...............50 Abednego, the Money Lender,.Female Life in New York, .... 50 Jenny Arabrose..........
Agnes Grey,-............... 50 Train's Union Speeches.Diary of a Physician,-......... 50 The Romish Confessional.The Emigrant Squire,............ 50 Victims of Amusements.The Monk, by Lewis,.......... 50 Ladies' Work Table Book.The Beautiful French Girl,.. 50 Life of Antoine Probst,.Father Clement, paper,........ 50 Alieford, a Family History,.,..do., do. cloth,-.........75 General Scott's $5 Portrait,...Miser's Heir, paper,........... 50 Henry Clay's $5 Portrait,.....do. do. cloth,..........6675 ,Portrait of Schuyler Colfax,,,,
The Woman in Red. A Companion to the "Woman in Black"Twelve Months of Matrimony. By Emelie F. Carlen..........
Ryan's Mysteries of Love, Courtship, and Marriage........Robert Oaklands; or, the Outcast Orphan&,..............0
Father Tom and the Pope, in cloth gilt, 75 cents, or paper,........

REV. CHARLES WADSWORTH'S SERMONS.
America's Mission,--........... 25 A Thanksgiving Sermon,.......:Thankfulness and Character,.. 25 Politics 'in Religion,.......
Henry Ward Beecher on War and manipationReio.........
Rev. William T. Brantley's Union Sermon'......''''. ...........0

1
1

50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
50
00
00
50
50
50
50
60
50

15
12
15
15

& Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Prioby T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25
25

THE SHAKSPEARE NOVELS.
Shakspeare and his Friends,...$1 00 The Secret Passion,.............$1 00
The Youth of Shakspeare,...... 1 001

Above three Books are also in one volume, cloth. Price Four Dollars.

WAVERLEY NOVELS, BY SIR WALTER SCOTT.
Ivanhoe,........................... 20 The Betrothed,...................20
Rob Roy,...................20 Peveril of the Peak,...........20
Guy Mannein........ 20 Quentin Durward,..............20
The Antiquary...... ......s***20 Red Gauntlet,..............$*Goos*20
Old Mortality .............. 20 The Talisman .............. 20

Heart of Mid Lothian,........ 20 Woodstock,............... 20

Bride of Lammermoor,........ 20 Highland Widow, etc........20
Waverley...............----* 20 The Fair Maid of Perth,........ 20

St. Ronan's Well,............., 20 Anne of Geierstein,.............. 20

Kenilworth,..................... 20 Count Robert of Paris,......... 20

The Pirate,................ 20 The Black DwEirf and Legend
The Monastery,.................. 20 of Montrose,.............. 20
The Abbot,..................* 20 Castle Dangerous, and Sur-
The Fortunes of Nigel,.......... 20 geon's Daughter,............. 20

Above edition is the cheapest in the world, and is complete in twenty-six
volumes, price Twenty cents each, or Five Dollars for the complete set.

A uner edition is also published of each of the above, complete in twen-

ty-six volumes, price Fifty cents each, or Ten Dollars for the complete set.

Moredun. A Tale of 1210,.... 50 1 Scott's Toetical Works,......5 00

Tales of a Grandfather,....... 251 Life of Scott, cloth,......... 2 50

"NEW NATIONAL EDITION" OF WAVERLEY NOVELS..
This edition of the Waverley Novels is contained infive large octavo vol.

umes, with a portrait of Sir Walter Scott, makingfour thousand very large
double columned pages, in good type, and handsomely printed on the finest

of white paper, and bound in the strongest and most substantial manner.

Price' of a set, in Black cloth, in five volujnes,...... ----. $15 00
" " Full sheep, Library style,........... . 17 50

e p Half calf, antique, or Half calf, gilt,..o...25 00
The Complete Prose and Poetical Works of Sir Walter Scott, are also'

published in ten volumes, bound in half calf, for...............-..$60 00

SIR -E. L. BULWER'S 'NOVELS.
The Roe.........*......... 501 The Courtier,.......... 25
The Oxonians,............. 50 I Falkland,...............------ .25

i Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,

by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.

WORKS AT 25 CENTS. BY BEST AUTHORS.
Aunt Margaret's Trouble,..... 25 The Nobleman's Daughter,...
The Grey Woman,...............25 Ghost Stories. Illustrated,....
The Deformed,....................25 Ladies' Science of Etiquette,...
Two Prima Donnas,.......... 25 The Abbey of Innismoyle,......
The Mysterious Marriage,...... 25 Gliddon's Ancient Egypt.
Jack Downing's Letters,....... 25 Philip in Search of a Wife,....
The Mysteries of a Convent,... 25 Rifle Shots.......................s

Rose Warrington,...,........25 Rody the Rover ..........
The Iron Cross.............25 The Sower's Reward,.............
Charles Ransford,........... .25 The Courtier,................e
The Mysteries of Bedlam,. 25 G. F. Train and the Fenians,..
Madison's Exposition of Odd*,Fellowship. Illustrated,.............0
The Iniquities and Barbarities Practiced at Rome,............
Comio Life of Billy Vidkins, with 32 Illustrations,............
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LANGUAGES WITHOUT A MASTER-
German without a Master. In Six Easy Lessons, by A. H. Monteith, 40
French without a Master,...... 40 j Italian without a Master,.......40
Spanish without a Master,...... 40 Latin without a Master,....... 40

The above five works on the French, German, Spanish, Latin, and Italian
Languages, whereby any one or all of these Languages can be learned by
any one without a Teacher, with the aid of this book, by A. H. Monteith,
is also published in finer style, in one volume, bound, price $2.00.

DR. HOLLICK'S WORKS.
Dr. Hollick's great work on the Anatomy and Physiology of the

Human Figure, with colored dissected plates-of the Human Figure, $2 00
Dr. Hollick's Family Physician, a Pocket Guide for Everybody,. 25

USEFUL BOOKS FOR ALL.
lIady's and Gentleman's Science of Etiquette. By Count D'Orsay

and Countess de Calabrella, with their portraits,.... ........
Lardner's One Thousand and Ten Things Worth Knowing,..........,
Knowlson's Complete Farrier and Horse Doctor,.....................
Knowlson's Complete Cow and Cattle Doctor,....... .........
The Complete Kitchen and Fruit Gardener,.....................
The Complete Florist and Flower Gardener,. ................
Arthur's Receipts for Preserving Fruits, etc.,.... ...............

LIVES OF GENERALS AND OTHER NOTED XEN9
The Lives of U. S. Grant and Hon. Henry Wilson. This book is a

complete History of the Lives of General Ulysses S. Grant, and of
the Hon. Henry Wilson, from their Birth up to the present time. It
contains life-like Portraits of General Ulysses S. Grant, and of the
Hon. Henry Wilson, and other Illustrative Engravings. Price
One Dollar in cloth, or in paper cover,-......------------------------

Moore's Life of Hon. Schuyler Colfax. By Rev. A. Y. Moore, of
South Bend. With a Fine Steel Portrait. One vol. cloth. Price 1

The Lives of Grant and Colfax. With life-like portraits of each, and
other engravings. Cloth, $1.00 ; or in paper cover,...........

Illustrated Life, Speeches, Martyrdom and Funeral of President
Abraham Lincoln. Cloth, $1.75; or in paper cover..........1

The Impeachment and Trial of Andrew Johnson, cheap paper cover
edition, price 50 cents, or a finer edition, bound in cloth, price .... 1 5

Trial of the Assassins and Conspirators for the murder of President
Abraham Lincoln. Cloth, $1.50; or cheap edition in paper cover, 5

Life, Battles, Reports, and Public Services of General George B.
McClellan. Price in paper 50 cents, or in cloth...... ........

Life and Services of General Sheridan. Cloth, $1.00; or in paper,.. 7
Life and Services of General George G. Meade, Hero of Gettysburg, 2
Life and Services of General B. F. Butler, Hero of New Orleans,...... 2
The Life and Speeches of Andrew Johnson. Cloth, $1.00 ; or in paper. 7
Lives of Seymour and Blair. Price 50 cents in paper, or in cloth,... 7
Life of Archbishop Hughes, first Archbishop of New York,........... 2

GEORGE FRANCIS TRAIN'S SPEECHES.
Train's Speeches. 2 vols., each 25 Downfall of England.......
Train's Speech to the Fenians, 25 1 Slavery and Emancipation,.....

1
1

56
50
25
25
25
25
12

50

75

50

5
55

0
0

$@"Above Books will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of Retail Price,
by T. B. Peterson & Brothers, Philadelphia, Pa.
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GOOD BOOKS FOR EVERYBODY.
Life of Don Quixote and Sancho Panza, paper $1.00; or in cloth.$1 75
Whitefriars; or, the Days of Charles the Second....... ......... 1 00
Prof. Julien's Farewell Musical Album,..........................,..... 1 00
Southern Life ; or, Inside Views of Slavery,.. .......................o1 00
The Rich Men of Philadelphia. Income Tax List of Residentsy.... 1 00
Childbirth. Its pains lessened and its perils obviated. Showing that

the pains of childbirth may be mitigated, if not entirely prevented, 1 00
Peterson's Complete Coin Book, containing fac-similes of all the

Coins in the World, with the U. S. Mint value of each coin. 1 00
- Political Lyrics. New Hampshire and Nebraska. k Illustrated....... 12

EXPOSITIONS OF SECRET ORDERS; ETC.
Odd Fellowship Exposed,....... 13 Dr. Berg's Answer to Arch-
Sons of Malta Exposed,.. 131 bishop Hughes,............13
Life of Rev. John N. Maffit,... 13 Dr. Berg on the Jesuits.......13

CHRISTY & WHITE'S SONG BOOKS.
Christy & Wood's Song Book,. 10 Serenader's Song Book,.......... 10
Melodeon Song Book,...........10 Budworth's Songs,........ 10
Plantation Melodies,.............10 Christy and White's Complete
Ethiopian Son' Book,......... 10 Ethiopian Melodies. Cloth, 1 00

CURVED-POINT STEEL PENS.1
Magnum Bonum Pen. Price per dozen, 75 cents, per gross,..........$8.00

These Pens are recommended to all, being preferred to the old-fashioned
quill pen, for easy writing. We advise all to try them.

Petersons' Counterfeit Detector =a ' Bank- Note List,
Corrected by DREXEL & CO., the well-.known Bankers

Monthly, per annum,....... .$1.50 Single Numbers .............. 1 Cents
Semi-monthly, per annum,... ... . 3.00 To Agents, a hundred, net Cash,....... $ 10.00

PETERSON'S DETECTOR is especially devoted to BANKING,
STOCKS, TRADE, MONEY, etc., with a full list of COUNTERFEITS on
all National Bank Notes and Currency. It contains the official list of all
the NATIONAL BANKS, and the names of all the STATE BANKS-..
with quotations of the general DISCOUNT on NOTES at the following
cities: PHILADELPHIA, NEW YORK, CINCINNATI, BALTIMORE,
CHICAGO, PITTSBURG, ST. LOUIS, etc., and the Wholesale Prices
Current. Rules for Banks and Bankers'; Rules to Discover Counterfeit
Money; U. S. Stamp Duties; Stoclk Table up to date, with U. S., State,
City and County Loans; Par Value, Bid, Asked, and when Interest is
paid of each and every Stock. With a complete List of all the Broken,
and Worthless Banks and Bank Notes in the country, and is published on
the ist and 15th of every month. Every storekeeper and person engaged
in business should subscribe to PETERSONS' DETECTOR. The price is, for

the Monthly issue, $1.50 a year, or for th e Semi-Monthly issue, $3.00 a year.
Parties by subscribing to PETERSONS' DETECTOR, have a full list

ofr allthe Banks in the country, and therefore can do their own collecting.
Canvassers wanted everywhere to get snbseribers to PETERSONS'

DETECTOR. Send for Canvasser's Confidential Circular, containing in.
,structions. Large watges can be made, and steady employment give.

Address all letters and orders to the publishers,

T. B. PE TER SON & BROTUHE RS,
No. 306 CHESTNUT STREET, PHILADELPHIA, PA.
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T. R PETERSON & BROTHERS' BOOK HOUSE

1..EESON &BROTHERS'9
Lisl~ae~oSECEING ESTABLISHMENT\

L

T. B. PETERSON & BROTHERS are the American publishers of the popular
books written by MRS. EMMA D. E. N. SOUTHWORTH, MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS, MRS.
CARoLINE LEE HENTZ, Miss ELIZA A. DupuY, DOESTICKS, EMERSON BENNETT,

T. S. ARTHUR, GEORGE LIPPARD, HANS BREITMANN (CHARLES G. LELAND), JAMES A.
MAITLAND, CHARLES DIcKENS, SIR WALTER SCOTT, CHARLES LEVER, WILKIE COLLINS,

ALEXANDER DUMAS, G. W. M. REYNOLDS, SAMUEL WARREN, HENRY COcKToN, FRED-
RIKA BREMER, T. A. TROLLOPE, DoW'S PATENT SERMONS, MADAME GEORGE SAND,
EUGENE SUE, MISS PARDON, MRs. HENRY WOOD, FRANK FAIRLEGH, W. H. AINSWORTH,

MISS ELLEN PICKERING, CAPTAIN MARRYATT, MRS. GRAY, G. P. R. JAMES, GUSTAVE

AIMARD, and hundreds of other authors.
Persons out of employment are requested to send for our CANVASSERS' CONFIDEN-

TIAL CIRCULAR. Large Wages can be made, and Constant Employment given.
Show Bills, Catalogues, Circulars, etc., etc., sent free to all customers. Our Whole-

sale Price Lists and Catalogue will be sent to any one on application.
Orders solicited from Booksellers, Canvassers, News Agents, and all others in want

of good and fast-selling books, and they will please send on their orders at once.
Enclose $5, $10, $20, $50, $100 or more, to us in a letter, and write what kind of

books you wish, and on receipt of the money the books will be sent to you at once,
per express, or in any way you may direct, with circulars, show bills, etc.

Address all orders, retail or wholesale, to meet with immediate attention, to

T. B. PETERSON .AN BROTHERS,
No. 38 Chestnut Btreet, Philadelphia, Pa.


