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CHAPTER L

Wz entreat the reader to Iisten,l::ot to
our apology—for we owe nonme—but to
our explnation, We have taken up.the
Lady's Gorter with all due reverende, and
with the design of merely making fit the
cirelet which shall closely and inseparably
bind together the varions events of the
following tale. The Garter will play
merely a subordinate part in oun little
drama; yet it must not be despised, for
it [gave Mse to the rather curious and
somewhat startling developments {which
constitute the materials of the naprative
* that bears its name, ’

Trusting that we have pacified our fair
friend whose half angry words began this
chapter, we will now, without further pre-
face, plunge boldly into our thems,

It was a lovely day in midsymmer
—the hour, noon—the place, Boston.
Along a retired street, and in a cpntem-
_ plative mood, with his eyes bent musing-
ly upon the clean and shining flagristones,
- there slowly walked a young man |of per-
haps thirty years of age. His arms were

folded behind him, and he. seemed sad.|

He was dressed in the garb of a|gentle-
man, and possessed an air of decided
refinement—yet his well-brushed, ' and
rather unfashionable hat, his- frall look-
ing boots, and the as yet hardly percepti-

ble seediness of his coat, proclaimed that

he was poor. He was sufficiently well-
formed to “pass muster,” though rather
thin—but, alas for the romance of our
story l-—his face was certainly not in the
least degree handsome-—for he was very
pale, and care had done the work of time,
by planting wrinkles where they had no
business to be, on the brow of so young a
man, Who and what this very uninter-
esting person was, will be seen anon,

The weather was lovely,. as ‘we have
said ; the breeze, soft and balmy as
the breath of her whom you love most,
gently rustled the foliage of the trees
that'lined the side-walk, and séemed to,
whisper sweet stories of the country,
and green meadows, and fine old farm-
houses, and lowing cattle, and vast fields
of golden grain, All was silence and re-
pose, for that was a genteel and.aristo-
cratic quarter of the city, where vulgar
noises were never permitted to intrude.
The houses were all spacious and elegant;
and, as the stranger passed on, his ear oc-
casionally caught the sounds of melody
from the piano, sometimes accompanied
by female voices of exquisite and thrilling
harmony. .0

Suddenly the stranger paused, and
gazed intently upon some object which
lay directly before him upon the side-
walk, and which had attracted his notice.
Looking about him with an air of dis-
trust, as though he were about to commit
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the article. Of course, reader, you have
already guessed what that object was §

It was a lady’s garter. .

But how to determine the sex of a gar-
ser, you ask. A siugle glance at. the ar-
title in question would have satisfied any
one that it was the property of 2 lady, In
the first place, it was of silk, delicately
embroidered ;—then it had a golden clasp,
upon which was minutely but exquisitely
engraved a figure of Cupid, and beneath
it the following lines, said to have once
heen written by Voltaire under & marble
statue of the amorous deity

% Whoe'r thou art, thy master soo—
He was, or is, or isfo be

The dimensions of the garter indicated
that its fair owner possessed a limb of full
development and voluptuous proportions;
but here we are treading on delicate
ground, and shall say no more. If the
reader has a taste for highly-wrought de-
seriptions, he must employ his imagina-
tion, for we cannot really degrade our
chaste pen by recording things which
may shoek our very sensitive modesty.

The stranger continued his walk, hold-
ing his prize in his hands, and examining
it with a quiet smile upon his counte-
nance, He was evidently.amused at the
oddity of the circumstance. As he was
passing a splendid edifice which was even
more aristocratic in its appearance than
its neighbors, a window was hastily raised,
and a silvery voice eagerly exclaimed—

“ Here, sir, that belongs to me "

The man looked up, and beheld a vis- going beyond:our dep ﬂ.l’ we shall try to -
give 1o further deseription of her, merely

remarking that she was about eighteen
years of age, and that she wore a very
stylish and becoming walking dress,
covered himself, and, with a bow and a| Which indicated that she had been out,

jon of such dazzling loveliness, in the
shape of a woman, that, for a moment,
his brain fairly reeled. But, aceustomed
to control his emotions, he instantly re-

whose beauty had made so strong an 1me
pression upon him. .

“ Be seated, sir,” said the lady, with a
winning smile—yet not without some
signs of confusion, when she saw her gar-
ter twined around the fingers of its finder,

The stranger bowed his thanks, and
sat down. The apartment was magnifi-
cently furnished ; but not upon the rare
paintings, nor the exquisite statuary, nor
the flowers blooming in classically-formed
vases, nor the thousand elegant and cost-
ly trifles which wealth alone can pur-
chase ;—not upon these did the eyes of
the stranger dwell. No—ha saw not the
splendor that surrounded him, for his at-
tention was wholly engrossed by the love-
ly being before him,» Her form was pet-
ate, but of faultless symmetry, exhibiiing
a wonderfully fine bust, and a delicate
foot and ancle, the latter of which was
Just_sufliciently exposed to indicate that
it swelled into a limb of ample redundan-
cy to fill out to its utmost capacity, the
garter that remained twined around the
hand of the stranger. The lady’s face
was bewilderingly beautiful—arch, eapti-
vating, teeming with expression, and
lighted up by a pair of ‘eyes in whose
black and sparkling depths a million of
mischievous devils seemed to be dancing

an amorous fandango to the inspiring mu-
sic of her gay, rollicking and soul-thrilling |

voice. Conscious that in attempting to
depict so fascinating a creature, we are

smile, both of which announced that he |04 had just returned home.

bad been used to good society, he sajd—

She had thrown herself upon a sofa,

* Then, madam, I shall be extremely in an atitude both graceful and pictu-

happy to.Testore your property.”

resque, and one well caleulated to display

The lady turned her head, and the|to advantage the divine perfection of her
next moment the front door was opened [form. The stranger sat very near her,
by a liveried servant, who eivﬂ]y 1-equest. and was thus enabled to devour with h#iﬂ
ed thestranger to enter, The request was | €yes the many beautics which were spread
of course complied with; and the fortu-{out before his view,

" nate discoverer of the garter soon found

But we must reserve the conversatiop
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CHAPTER I

THHE PICTURE ON THE WALL.

?“ T am sorry, sir, to oceasion you 50
much trouble,” said the charming young
lady from whose matchless limb had ac-
eidenftally sli vped the gorter Wthh:haS fur-
nished us v;vfh the materials of this “ower
‘true Jtale,"— had I not been very care-
less you would not have been detained.
"Tis Yery provoking, and very embarass-
ing too, when I remepuber that the arti-
cle which you are about to restore to me,
ig—js—" o

She paused, blusheéi,tand then laughed.

noer hastened to say~—
Th‘? Sgl?ege me, madam, I rejoice at tho
acel ent, since it has resulted 1n affording
me fhe pleasure of enjoymg your gociety,
éven for afew moments, I am glad that
[ can give back this pretty trifle to ifs
owner.”

ff:;e words were spoken with & refine-
t of accent and a grace of delivery
that arrested the attention of the lady,
emhnating as they did from the lips of a
person whose gard, at %e_gst,, was 10} par-
larly indicative of ahigh station in so-
ciefy. She now,for the first time, looked
at /the speaker with interest, and discoy-
ered that although he was not a hand-
some man, he had very fine eyes, an en-
ing but rathe:-z melancholy suile, and
an air altogether diskngue.
! “aiﬁxﬁlseg me, sir,” said she, with all the
politeness and gracg of a true lady—*1I

amn about to ask a very impertinent ques-
tion. You seem suporior fo your present
sthition aud circumstances. I am rich—

4n 1 do anything for you? Come—
there should be no delicacy betwoon a man
and 2 woman, in matters of money.” This
air has a spice of romance in it, which
rhlicves o of ennui, The saucy question

nd what are you £

hich I would ask of you, is this— Who

The stranger, without. any cmbarass-
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easily answered. My name is Philip
Ravellon; I am of French descent, an
American by birth, a republican by prin-
ciple, and a gentleman by family and ed-
ucation. I lost all my relatives, and be-
came poor, whereupon I of course lost all
my friends, who, discovering my impov-
arished condition, deserfed me with an in
decent haste which amused rather than
pained me. I can at least ,qjoy the lux'-
ury of despising them. I ghin a precari-
ous subsistence by contributing to the va-
rious periodicals of the day; in short,
madam, I am a professional writer, living
in a garret, dining on bread and cheese,
and-banqueting on cold water. My story
is told.”

The lady raised her rickly embroidered
handkerchief to her moist eyes, for her
benovolent heart truly sympathized with
the misfortunes of a man of genius, who
was thus compelled fo labor with his pen
for the wherewithal fo support an un-
happy existence. She knew, by experi-
once perhaps, that literature is the most
pleasant pursuit in the world, when 1t is
cultivated at leisure, and as a source of
enjoyment slone ; and she also understood
that it must ba a terribly irksome and la-
borious occupation when it is followed for
daily bread, and when the sad heart and
the over-taxed brain are obliged to pro-
duce images of gaiety, which but too often
mock the unhappiness of the writer,
whose pet: is the magic wand which sum-
mons those images from the mysterious
realms of imagination, for the amusement
of an unthioking, and sometimes unap-
preciating public.

Ravellon was deeply affected by the
emotion of the lady, who soon, however,
recovered herself; and ringing a boll,
she desired the servant who appeared, to
bring in refreshments, It cannot be de-
nied, that on hearing this order the coun-
tenance of Ravellon exhibited every sign
of satisfaction, for, poor fellow ! he was
very hungry, having eaten mothing that

day. _
The servant soon re-appeared, bearing

.
P

himself standing in the presence of herlwhich followed, for another chapter Ty : L . B B T of eacs
| | ‘ ) ' d smiling at this amiable in-|a tray containing an ¢
| ;x?s’e ?)? woman’sg;:uriosity, replied—  |solids and liquids as might be supposed to

“Your question, my dear madam, is!constitute a lunch servegl up in a princely
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and luxurious mansion like that. Urged

by the lady's cordial invitation as well as

by his own hunger, Ravellon partook free-
ly and heartily of the tempting fare, being
kept in countenance by his'beautiful host-
ess herself, whose recent walk had given
her an appetite, and whose gastronomic
exploifs were almost equal to the half-
famished man of literary pursuits,

The generous repast, washed down by

8 few glasses of choice wine, soon put the
hostess and her guest in very good hu-
mor. Ravellon, who was slightly eleva-
led, felt particularly at his ease; yet he
was too much of a gentleman in princi-
ple, and too discreet 2 man of the world,
to misinterpret the smiles and attentions
of the charming young lady into whose
delightful society he had heen thrown in
& manner o curious, [t is very certain,
that had he attempted to take even the
slightest liberty with her person, he would
have been ignominiously ejected from the
bouse by the servants, whom the lady
would have summoned for that purpose.

Ravellon observed, hanging upon the
wall, the life-sized portrait of an old man
of majestic presence, clad in military cos-
turne. The artist had evidently done his
work faithfully, for he had transmitted to
tho canvass a peculiar expression of face
which he could only have derived from a
living subject—an expression which is the

almost certain index of a strongly sensua
nature.

Curious to learn whom this portrait
was designed to represent, Ravellon ab-
ruptly asked—

“ Pray, madam, what old fellow is that
up there, in the uniform of a general offi-
eer ?” ) .
The lady arose with dignity, and said
{n a tone of withering rebuke—

“You are impertinent, sir, and forget
ourself. ~That old fellow, as you call
im, is General St. Croix, and he is no

other than my husbard.” :

Poor Ravellon! had a bomb-shell ex-
ploded at his feet, he conld not-have been
more shocked than he was by this unex-

ected announcement.; He had of course

ess, he had begun to chorish the hope of
being able to create a tender interest
within her fair bosom—an interest which
might aventually|result in his elevation to
her hand and fortune—though, to do him
Justice, her money was of far less import-
ance, in his estimation, than her peerless
person and her princely love. Yot he felt

that “filthy Iuerg” was not to be entirely

disregarded by a poor, half-starved writer
like himself,

No wonder, then, that he was thunder-
struck-—nv wonder that he felt a keen

|
WHEREIN THE YOUNG WIFE RELA;I‘ETH
HER HISTORY, | AND DESCRIBETH . ALL
gél?rrmtmlrtss OF THE PLATONIC

THE PA
MARRIAGE,

“Tag first surprise that I shall give
ou,” said Mrs. St.# Croix, for we shall‘here-
aftor designate her by that title— is the
assurance that I am of lowly, perhaps of

pang of disappointment—when the beau-
taous object of his hopes thus proclaimed

could he entirely suppress an inward feel-
ing of disgust, in view of the fact that she
was united to ajman old enough to be
her grandfather, :
“But perhaps,” thought he—*she is
merely jesting, But no, no—those flash-
ing eyes—that hosom swelling with ine
dignation—evince her perfect sincerity.
I must hasten to make amends for my
disrespectful allusion to her liege lord,”
“Madam,” said he, aloud—*I hurably
crave your pardon. Had T the slightest
idea that "
“There, there, that will do,” interrupt-
ed the young wife of the aged General,
as g smile again rested upon her ravish-
ingly boautiful (llouutenancef'—-—“ there is
my hand, in token that we are good
friends again. I know that you did not
design to insult |either my husband or
myself. I do not wonder that you are
astonished at such 2n ill assorted union,
There i8 a story connected with our mar-
riage, which, if you would like to hear
'
“ Nothing would give mo greater plea.|f-
sure, madam,” cried Ravellon, with eager.
ness, ‘
#Well, then, you shall be gratified pros
vided that you will promise not to inter;
rupt me, no matter how surprising may |
be my revelations.”

Ravellon promised, and the young lady
began hor narrative,

imagined the young lady to be single,
and, conceiving ker to be a wealthy heir-

herself to be thg-wife of another, Nor '

dishonorable origin. I am not ashamed|p

this constant vigilence over me, I never
could understand, for I certainly had no
intention of running away, as I knew of
1o other home than that which-he afford-
ed me. Once, when he was intoxicated,
I overheard him boast to a brother rag-
picker, that when I had “grown up” he
intended to make a handsome sum of
money on me, in a way best known to
himself, What he meant by these words,
T know not; but perhaps 4 meant to
dispose of my person to some rich liber-
tine, for, ragged and dirty as I was, I gave
romise of extraordinaty beauty. How

of this; why sholild I be? We are all|far that promise has been fulfilled, you,
the creaturés of |circumstances; princes my friend, can judge. M):, mirror tells
have sptung from pessants, and kings|me that I am not very ugly.” .

have become beggars, Although but a
woman, I am somewhat of a philosopher;

These words were accompanied by an

arch smile; and Mrs. 8t. Croix continued

and I flatter mysélf that I have sufficient| her history, in which Ravellon was already
ood semse to despise that more con-|strongly interested.

temptible of all follies—the pride of birth.) |.

« At the age'of twelve, I was one day

«The first that I vecollect of niyself, I|[slowly and painfully plying my dreadful
was a ragged, duty little girl, living in a|trade along a rather fashionable thorough:
wretched cellar, yith a squalid and fero-| fare, when my iron hook turned up some-
cious man, who insisted that I should con- [ thing from the mud, which glittered so

instinet of my nature revolted against the|was almost blinded, It was a diamond

sider him as m j father, although every| brillfantly in the rays of the sun, that I

belief that I wa

his child, for he treated | ring, of great value. That ring laid the

me with the utmjost cruelty, and, when I|foundation of my present seemingly bap-

was old enough, forced me to adopt his
Josatkaome profession-—~that of a rag-picker
in the streets, [Yes, my friend, she who
now sits before you, arrayed in the garb
of fashion, and surrounded by every lux-
ury which the heart can possibly desire,
was once a miserable collector of rags and
rubbish in the filthy streets!”

Ravellon was profoundly astonished;
but, remembering his| promise not to in-
terrupt the lady, he remained silent.

Mrs, 8t. Croix resumed i—

“I reached the age of twelve, Strange
to say, I had formed no bad associations,
and contracted no vices, for the ruffian
who olaimed me as his child, earefully
kept me secluded in his den; never suffer-
ing me to go abroad unless in pursuit of
our profession, and then he always kept
near me, it being his custom to search for
rags on one side of the street, while I did

py and fortunate position. I say seem-
ingly ; for, alas! L am not happy I”

The lady turned aside her face, as if to
conceal her tears, Her bosom heaved,
and she seemed much agitated. Ravellon
observed these signs of her unhappiness

with secret satisfaction.
Tt is evident” thought he-— that she

detests hér old dotard of a husband, and
sighs for the love of a more congenial
companion. Come! there is hope for me
et }”
d Mrs. St. Croix recovered herself by an
effort, and went.on i— _ ]
“Yes, my friend, that diamond ring
which I found in thejstreets, was produc-
tive of the most imp(;}-tant results. Wopld
you behold the magical trinket which
wrought such a wondeiful change as to
transform the filthy rag-picking girl into
the elegant and wealthy lady ¢ See, it i8
here I”

the same on the other. Thus I never
was out of his sight. Why he exercised

Mrs, St. Croix extended ber fair and
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delicate hand, upon one of the fingers of| The lady blushed scarle ' lished until it becomes as table. Seizing this I attacked my venera-
which glittered the ring to which she had these Wordys, and cast domg ]ii: lé;el;tff;ﬁ Esgotgeaspgla%. Dble protector with such fury, that he was
, roferred. Ravellon bent forward to ex-|the carpet i-while Ravellon, thrilling with «At sixeen, as I said, I finished my | forced toTelease me, having received seve:
amine 1t,'and ventured to press the lady’s|the excitement caused by her strange nar- studies, and rétumed to the-abode of my|ral trifling wounds. - He swore horribly ab
. h,and,.whlch hfi had taken in his. She has-|rative, regarded her with 'an intense gaze. \feneral’)le patron—my husband in embryo. | first; but, finding that he was not material-
] uiy"‘ withdrew it, however, and continued :| He was inexpressibly gratified at the state Tie was charmed with my appearance, and | ly injured, he laughed, called me a young
7 I concealed the ring in my bosom, and fof affairs between the old General and the & delichted with my manners and conversa-| tigress, swore thak 1 was a girl of spirthy
resolved to escape with my prize from the |lovely young wife. 4 tionbso difforent from those of the shy,|and Jeclared that he loved me all the
power of Braxley, for that was the name of| '“The ring was rest |red‘, M eontinued 1\vl{’\;’zli‘(1 and ignorant girl which I had!better on account of Iy courageous resist-
my pretended father. Iwas sick and tired | Mrs. 8t. Croix—*“the jeweller departed, ) ! i)éen four yearsbbefore. He immediately | ance. . )
gf the life I wasleading ; I had grown to and I was left alone with the General. : ‘began to enact the most contemptible and! “Thei fatuated old man, contmiled
fe lqu'lte_ a large girl, and beginning to|After regarding meintently for some time, ridiculous part which an old man can play | the fairn ator— after being repiuls
eel within me the natural modesty of my [he placed me in charge of his house- —that of an antiquated lover. Had it} in the or which I have deseribed,
sex, I was shocked at the obscens com- keeper, in order, as he said, that T might not been for these amorous manifestations, | and seging that he could nob accomplish
tments which were: f::equently made upon | be cleansed ; for, as you may well suppose, ' I might have loved and respected the old | his ohijet of geducing me, ac_lopted a
me by the passers-by in the streets. Besides |1 was in a very filthy and ragged condition. ‘ entleman for his kindness in having edu-| new tone.. Ho offered to make mé his
I remembered Braxley's remarlk, that he|In half an hour I was quite a different : ‘ %ated me and placed e in a most desira- | wife. Here was 8 tempfa.twn f.orathe ,
meant t6 malke money out of me. Know- |looking object; and, when I again entered Lle situation in life, But, no s0onar did | rag-picking girl! The wife of a Gene- , ' N
ing him to be capable of any atrocity that | the General’s presence, I was, he declared, i ' he begin to make love to mé than T!yal and & mlll{onalrel Th_at wag quite :
could besuggested by his depraved heart,  quite a young lady, for not only had I been Y pegan to hate him. Perceiving my aver-| a different thing from being his mis- ‘
and attaching a fearful significance to his| thoroughly washed, but I was neatly and ‘ io%l o tried to overcome it by costly pres- tress —his mere play-thing, which, when- \
words, I determined to avert the jmpend-|even elegantly dressed, and my hair was | Sents’ But in vain, 1 would not listen o) 8ver he grew tired of it; he could throw
ing evil Dy flight. An opportunity fortu- arranged in 8 tasteful and becoming man- his protestations of love. T told him that|aside. Lwas about to aceept of his pro-
nately presented itself within five minutes{ner. The General seered very much Ils Eul(l regard and reverence him as a]posal, when the thought struck me how
afcerl had fouuri‘. thering. DBraxley, with { pleased, and calling me to him, took me : ff{lm. bu% that I could nob think of| loathsome it would be to recelvé the
.| his back turned towards me, was busily en-|upon his knee, somewhat to mf burprise, ‘ ;;ceivin him as & lover. My resist-| matrimonial caresfes of o8 man old .
gaged in the investigation of a heap of|for I was a large girl of twelve, But I e togiﬁs suit increased the violence of| enough to be my g_mnd.fﬂthef- . To x]:ge, : ' *
;tfee'i rubbish ; throwing down my hook, (became terrified when he proceeded to ?;'1 assion, He swore to posgess me, even there was something in the Aidea that )
d_:;{m around » neighboring corner, and [take improper liberties with my person ; r v;:rg‘he 'ob'liged. to resort to force inorder| was inexpressibly disgusting. It then ]
id not cease running until I was out of |the instinet of modesty prompted me to to accomplish his wicked object. This occurred to me that the old gentleman
breath and far away from the locality of | break away from his arms, and rbtreat to t?n*e‘tt mfde me Tesolve to leave him, at|would not p}:o_bably live a grea.g \ghll.e,
m;:‘aﬂ’ectgonata would-be parent. - 1adistant corner of the room. The| General ’ p the ;acriﬁ'ce of all my brilliant prospects § and that, ot his decease, 1 _woul g: an
' Pausing to take breath and reflect, T}did not attempt to re-capture me, but » " but he caught me while I was preparing immengely rich young widow, and an
found myself standing OIianlte theshop of | merely laughed, and muttered some%hing > decam & and, locking the door—this| eligible match for any deswa'c!le young
a respectable jeweller.  immediately en-about my being very coy for a rag-pick- to ect 00]};; e in my bed-cha mber—he| man to whom I.mlght take 2 %ﬂcy(i
tered, and exhibiting t'he ring, and teliing |ing girl. He did not molest me further at Scelnta ided rIl)le with ingratitude, and stated | But then again did the horrlblg .realf
| him the manner in which I had found it in |that time; and, in a few days,-|I found o hiect in rescuing me from| of having an old husband obtrude iteeld
. the street, asked his advice. He carefull ) inma R that his only oo i ind, cousing me to shadder
i reet, : refully { myself the inmate of a fashionable young the strects and educating me was that I} into my min®, : e North !
] examqu t|he article, and found engraved |ladies” seminary, where 1 was first taught fan-l t be reserved as & delicate tit-bit for|as if the,gmfl Toe King of tne ST |
on the inside the name of General 8t.|the rudiments of-a common Engiish edu- {n'lbf] <tidious appetite when 1 ghould be-|held me 1n hig frozen arms. !
C’fc_nx. Being an honest man, and equally |cation, and afterwards instructed in such o 1d encugh to angwer his lagcivious| © 1 frankly told the Ge;}‘i:a mﬁ
desirous that I should be rewarded and |accomplishments ss were neeessary fo §/ ‘ o oos My only answer to this brutal}scrw les ; and I saw that he telt V8 e’:i
that the Gneral should recover his prop-| qualify me for the high position in society it pmpo}sle.ms ayﬂood of tears, Doing par- and mortified. After s fow pomenos;l
erty, he bade me follow him. I did so, | which, I was given to understand, I waa Sp?lw 1:, dishabille, the sight of my virgin reflection, he gmd, thab since his P?ﬁ?
and soon stood trembling like a culprit |destined to occupy. At the age f sixteen txla, 4 . here Mis 'qt, Oroix blushed deep- was so repulsive to me, he was wl &11{{ :
in the presence of the man who was des-| —two years ago—I completed m educa- f (fmmi gc,urne(l a\\;ajr her head,) inflamed | to marry me with the 'exphc]l]t 1{;’&1 %‘ ' ﬁ”
tined to become my husband-—én name|tion; I can now speak several languages, ; %anld entleman’s passions to 2 furious | standing that our union 8 01{ 3 3 -
only ; for, my friend, between General |for. my progress was verv rapid, |1 being ! oxt Ot ffna clasping me in his arms he | purely Platonit. He soleronly g edge ) -
St. Groix and myself there never has ex-|an exceedingly apt scholar. I sing, play e d my lips z]sLml <heeks with his odious his honor, both as & goldier aril a gelll(i
‘ isted any intimacy which might not prop- and dance well, and am, in short, an ae- e]?vere I\E - ‘%rme was just about to take tleman, that after our nqptmls e wmtl d
erly exist between a fathez: s_,nd his daugﬁ- complished lady of fashion. Do "tlaugh - . 15;8.5.1 tfofever___,foﬂwas plmost helpless not claim any of .the privileges of mg ":‘1;
ter. It was on that COFdltIO!l alone that | at me—I am not vain 1 am simply illus ‘ - h']g ‘0 verful grasp_when my eyes fell | mony. HB, Pmmlsed never to ;P ' c;ve
I conpented to marry him.” . |trating the fact that the roughest sto:ne J ﬁlpof En‘open pen-knife that lay upon the|me but with the respect and IeS |
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12 C THE LADY'S GARTER;

which cxist between mere acquaint-
ances. He agreed never to demand
even o kiss or a smile; but I generously
promised to give him hoth, occasion-
ally—~but nothing more—provided that
he behaved himself. Ah, my friend|
I know that I played the part of a ca-
pricious, cxacting and tyranical co-
quette, taking advantage of the poor
General's insane passion to make him
subseribe to the most ridiculous terms.
But pray, do me the justice to believe
that I never could have dene so with &
man whom I loved. Do you know that
a love-struck man is the most humble,
abjeet and obedient creature in, the
world, when once he falls prostrate be-
fore a pretty woman and suffers her to
place her tiny foot upon his neck ¢

% My Platonic lover, “continued Mrs,
St. Croix—* stated, as his rcason for
desiring our union, that the residence
beneath his roof of a beautiful young
girl might give rise to scandalous re-
ports to the prejudice of the latter, es-
pecially-as he (the General) was known
to be a worshipper of the sex and a
lover of gallantry and intrigue. ¢ OQur
union by marriage (said he) will prevent
these injurious reports—will sanctify
our dwelling together—and, although
we shall be man and wife but in name,
we can enjoy each other's society and
continue to be good friends, while the
world will know nothing of our peculiar
arrangements, and will aftribute our
want of oflspring to the disparity of our
ages. So you see, my dear Lydia, that,
after all, my motives are quite disinter-
ested, and that they have in view the
presérvation of your character.”

“Not to weary your patience, my
friend, I will state at onee, that General
St. Croix and myself were ¢ duly united
in the, holy bonds of matrimony’—a
beautiful phrase, which is of course per-
fectly original.  The marriage of a
young girl of sixteen to an old man of
sixty-eight, excited much comment and
created not a little 1scandal in the
fashionable and newspaper worlds, par-
tentarly as the General -was a man of

I was utterly unknown. Young men
who had seen me and admired my
beauty, envied the old General on ac-
count of his having seourcd, as they
thought, so luscious and youthful a
pariner for his bed and bosom. I could
not hélp thinking that, if they but knew
the private arrangements which existed
between the ¢happy pair,} they would
regard the hoary bridegroom as an ob-
ject of pity, rather than of envy.”

“ Well," continued the lady, who was
evidently desirois of bringing her nar-
rative to a close—*the ceremony was
performed; the cake was caten, the wine
was drank, the congratulations were
uttered, and the friends departed. My
husband and myself were left alone in
this very apartment. Having implicit
confidence in hig honor, and remember-
ing his solemn promise not to approach
me with ahy design of an amorous na-
ture, I reclined upon the sofa on which
I am now sitting, and chatted familiarly

and pleasantly with him. He satina’

chair, exactly where you do now. I
may say, without egotism, that I looked
splendidly; that night. Of course, I was
arrayed in' my bridal attire—a magnifi-
cent robe of white satin; my bosom,
wrists, neck and brow were radiant with
precious gems, which he had given me.
The hour grew late, and I arose t6 re-
tire to my apartment. The General
begged for a parting kiss, and I gave
him two; for I was delighted beyond
measure with my newly attained posi.
tion, as the wife of 2 (eneral and a
millionaire, and the mistress of this
princely house with its myriad of ser-
vants, 1ts piles of costly plate, its mir-
rors extending from floor to ceiling, its
grand pianos, its pictures and statues,
and its thousand wonders of luxury and
art, which combine to make it a resi-
dence fit for a king. As the General’s
lips met mine, I saw a wild glare in hig
eyes which betokened that the fires of
passion were raging in his soul. I did
not like this—but I said nothing. Hav-
ing bade him good night,‘I proceeded
towards my chaniber, followed by my

eonsidorable military distinction' while

L}

maid, who bore two lighted wax candles

-

. Having dismissed my maid—who of

" man, he .was carried away by the

| ~ OR, THE( PLATONIC MARRIAGE, 13

I was soon disrobed, and ready, \not for
the embraces of my newly-made hus-
band, but for the arms of Morpheus.

urse knew nothing of the Platonic
ggmngement, and whe, naturally sup-
osing that I was about to reccive my
Eusband, parted from me with an arch
and significant suiile--having dismissed
her, I say, I locked the door of my
chamber, and proceeded to pile against
that door every article of furniture
which I could possibly move. . This
done, I retired to bed to awaib the issue.
I had a presentiment that the General
would forfeit his word of honer, and
attempt to enter my chamber. ‘We
shall see who will come off vietorious in
this conflict,' said I to myself—* sooner
than yiéld to him I will destroy myself
I carefully placed in my bosom a small
dagger which I had secretly purchased,
for the express purpose of protectm%
me from my hu]g[bané!. ] ’]’?,ha,t dagger

ays carry. Here it 18, '

alv;PV%th thgse words, Mrs. St. Croix
drew from her bosom -and exhibited to
Ravellon a small, golden-hilted dagger,
of exquisite workmanship. Replacing
the pretty but dangerous weapon 1n Is
voluptuous depository, the lady - re-
sumed i

¢ Searcely had an hour passed away;
when my anticipations were realized. —
A low and timid rap upon the door
announced the arrival of my liege lord,
who had come, regardless-of his prom-
ise, to claim his marital rights. So
much for his “word of honor as a soldier
and a wentleman,’ forsooth | But, poor

. warmth of his feelings, and we mustnot
;ridge him too hars%ﬂy. Well, T per-
mitfed him to rap away at the door for
awhile without answering him; but
finally I demanded— ’

“¢Who is there?” i
«iTt is me, was the reply, in the
voice of the General— your devoted
Have.!” . ‘
“[ own no slaves, said J—1am &

«¢But I arm your husband,’ said the
General—* and must come in.””
tt Are you not a soldier and a gen-
tleman?® ~ T asked, indignantly.”
¢ T profoss to be both, wes the meek
response.”
“ Then, sir, said I—what do you
mean by coming here and molesting me
in this outrageous manner—seeking to
enter my bed-chamber, and desecrating
the holy hour of midnight by your im-
pure advances? Did you not pledgo
me your sacred word of homor, as a
soldier and a gentleman, not to annoy
me with anything of this kind? What
am I to think of this conduet ¥ ”
t¢But,! urged the poor General—
tyou are so divinely beautiful that I
can't go to sleep, thinking about you.
Your lovely image raises my feelings
to a painful height of tender desire.
Besides, I have a legal right fo enter
the sanctuary of your apartment. The
solemn ceremony through which we
passed this evening, makes me master
of your person, So open the door.’”
T saw that the General was gefting
angry, but I cared not a single straw

when once a woman’s mind is made up,
an army of fiends, trooping and yelling
from the bottomless pit, and headed by
0ld Beelzebub himsglf, would net make
her swerve a single hair’s breadth from

her purpose.”

three minutes, I heard the voice of the
General issuing through the key-hole,
and saying, in piteous accents’-—

“t My dear litle wife, do you want
me to perish and leave you a.widow on
your wedding night ¥ ?

“‘Do you mean to hang, or drown your
self# inquired I, mearly choking with
langhter, for the affair had certainly as-
sumed a very ludicrous complexion.”

« ¢ Neither,” was the reply of my lord
and master —— ‘but I gm actually per-
ishing with cold, for I have nothing on
but my dressing-gown, slippers, and ——
and—and my most intunate garment.
If you possess & single spark of hu-

trong aholitionist. So go away.”

manity, you will let me come in and warm

for his anger. I feared him not; for,

« After o pause 'which lasted two or.

.
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+ saking a breach: in the walls and enter-

* servants) and starve you out! Yes, mad-
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myself, for my limbs are frozen, and my thrilling rapture which it had mever
ieeth chatter like the castanets of Fanny | known before.” ‘ ‘

Ellsler in La Cachucha.!”

As Mrs, 8t. Croix uttered these words,

“Go to your bed, then, and warm|her bosom heaved with some powerful
yourself,! said I impatiently; for I was|and mysterious emotion, which we shall

beginning to ge: tired of the old gentle-
man’s useless Importunities.”

“‘But, ahgel of my soul, said the
amorous military commander—* I’d much
rather come to your bed and warm my-
self. Come, do be reasonable, Lydia.’ »

“To this appeal I made no answer, I
overheard the poor, shivering General
muttering the most terrible curses and
threats of vengeance. At length, render-
ed furious by what he termed my ‘dam-
nable obstinacy ! he swore that he would
break in the door, and thus force an en-
tranee into my chamber, where ke said he

* had a perfect right to come.’ '

“T am tired of this infernal nonsensg,
#aid he— and I am determined to possess
my rights as a husband, Therefore, if you
do not open this door within the space of
on¢ minute, I will procure an axe and
break down.all impeHiments.’

“Do s0, most gallant soldier, was my
derisive answer—but, General, as you
are, you will find it hard to conquer a
woman, The room is my fortress, and
it is in a state of sigee. If you sueceed in

ing, you must prepare to encounter a des-
perate resistance, for T am armed.”

““I will follow out-the sirhile which you
have so cleverlybegun,’ ctied the Gene-
ral—*sinca you will not caplitulate, I shall
surround your fmitress with! my troops (or

am—you shall be: deprived of both liber-
ty and food until J'ou consent to lay down
your arms—or rather, until you promise
to receive me #nfo your arms, and behave

not attempt to explain, Ravellon moved
uneasily in his chair, and he also seemed
to be laboring under some strange excite-
ment, Possibly the wine affected him.
Yes, that must have been the cause of his
agitation.

Mrs, St. Croix resumed :

“When I awoke in the morning, and
found that my youthful husband was but
the creature of a dream—and when I re-
membered that I was the wife of an sld
man whom I actually detested—1 felt
very wretched., However, I tried to com-
fort myself with the reflection that the
General could not last a great while, and
that at his death I should be at liberty to
select as a partner a youth as beautiful
as he whose sweet presence had blessed
my dream.”

“The Greneral was as good as his word.
For three whole days I remained a close
prisoner in my chamber. My tyrant
imagined that I was without food during
that time; but in this he was wofully
mistaken, for my faithfal maid found
means to convey to me all the provisions
I wanted. Every night the General
would come to my door and demand to
know if I was ready to sucpumb to his
wishes. T never made him any answer;
and, at the end of the third day, he began
to get frightened, foaring: that I might
starve to death. So he reluctant]y caused
me to be liberated; and, on séeing me
he expressed his surprise at my plump
and: healthy condition, His “surprise
would have ceased had ke known that
during my econfinement, I had lived on

in every respect like an obedient and lov- | wine and poultey in abundance, and that
ing little wife, who has no will but that{I had beguiled my time by reading sey-

of her husband.” ¥
“'With these

eral delicious (but fozlbidden) French

ords the disappointed [novels, by a certain fre(t-and-easy author
bridegroom topk Kis departure, and I went | whose namé cannot wit]

strict propriety

to sleep and dreamed of having for a]be pronounced by femal, lips.”

kusband, a fresh, ¥igorous and handsome

“Two years have sinpe passed away.

youth, whose burrri_ng eyes penetrated my (I am now just eightecn years of age

soul, and whose e

oquent protestations of|-—and my husband i seventy. ' Oh!

love filled my heart with an intense and/how I loathe the wor

kusband, when

0}
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it is applied to Greneral 8t. Oroix, 2 man|to
whom 1 canmot approach without a shud-|pa

der of disgust! Not that there is any- ;,}ilsigdhi gggaléto i[l:;'; b amlzied, on.
treated, but all in vain—1I declared that I
would go. Finally—would you believe
it3—the proud old aristoerat, n whosg
presence poor people stand confused an

thing repulsive in his appearance—on
the zj’(zoni%rj.ary, he is a remarkebly fine-
looking old man, as that portrait, which
is an excellent one, will assure you. But
is there not something horribly unnatural

i i i i almost tremblin ;
in the union of a young girl of eighteen Bt o tgffo nlt ab =)

had humbled Jim in the dust before me,
I consented to remain the mistress of his
palace and the squanderer of his thousands

to a man of seventy—and must not my
situation be one of torture, to be com-
pelled to bear the name of a wife without
enjoying any .of the pleasm;;s with which

the matrimonial relation is usually associ-|—but merel
him " ;

ated I”
“To do the General justic\e, I must say

that he gives me all the money I ask for,
But he s terribly jealous, fearing that I
may allow a lover “those priviliges which
I deny to kim. Sometimes he attempts
to obtain those privileges; but, on such oc-
casions, I have only to show him my dag-
ger, and he instantly desists, for he right-
Iy believes that T will destroy myself soouer
than yield.to him. Holding 2 high office
under government, which demands his
almost constant attention, he is generally
absent from home all day—and, during e

When. he returns

J' 15
obey him, When I ras about o de-

he requested me to remain, saying
" ho mos t what/he said. I in-

t my feet and
knelt at my oot ang

y, be it understood, to oblige

% My friend, I have done.’

CHAPTER IV. ”

”

' YEE FIEND OF THE CHIMNEY.

Trus ended the story of Mrs. 8t. Croix,
oncerning her Platonic marrige with thal

General. During herrecital of the more

f]ifs e e M bon. e 1oms delicate portions of her history, the lady

at suits my fancy.

in the evening, I sing and play for him,
and treat him with every respect and at-
tention consistent with our Platonic ar-
rangement, The moment that ho at-

tempts to turn the conversation into an

had exhibited a degree of confusion which
greatly enhanced her beauty ; 50, at least,
thought Ravellon, whose admiriug eyes
were now eagerly fixed upon the glowing .,
countenance and superb form of the fair

amorous channel, T arise .and leave the |narrator. : ,

room, and he sees me no mors until wé
meet 'at the breakfast table next mor:
ning. In his moments of angry disap-

ointment, he is sometimes ungenerous
and unfeeling enough to allude to my
miserable origin, and to the great service
which he has rendered me in elevating me
from the condition of a rag-picker to the -

hera of 2 lady. )
Z%I;Eeat with Zhe silent contempt which

they merit; and by sssuming the most

. A somewhat embarrassing pause now-

endued, which was at length broken by
Ravellon, who, with the well-bred courtesy
of & gentlemen, arose and said—

T fear, madam, that 1 have already ',

unwarrantably intruded upon your time
and attention, I will therefore—"

« it down again,” interrupted the lady,

nts I invari- { with langh ; you needn’t be in &
These taunts 1 invari ?urry?aﬁﬁyl.begg i Zt You wil dlspens,e.
with all ceremony. Besides, you haven t

rfect indifference, I goad the old gentle-{ yet restored my garter.”

an almost to madness, and thus enjoy
Ey revenge. Once, he ordered me to quit
the house, forever. Woell knowing that
the law would oblige him to provide me
with a handsome maintenance, I prepared

“By Jove!” thought Ravollon, as he
andaciously sat down close to the lady;
“ghe doesn’t want me to go, and my
presence gives her pleasure. _Well,:voll,
something may grow out of this yet,

1 '
i :
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% Madam,” said he aloud, “will you

grant me a very great favor ¥

Ravellon did not exacfly relish thess
last remarks, which seemed to put a

“The lady glanced at him with -a dampe.r on _certgbin delicious hopes which
searching look, and replied, not without[had arisen in his breast, The lady’s un

some hesitation—

reserved revelations of her private matri-

“If the favor which you wish me to|monial affairs—her oft-hand, free-and-easy
grant i3 one that can I bestow without|manner—the ardor of her temperament,

compromising—"

“You will compromise nothing by it,”

bastily and rather uncourteously inter-
rupted Ravellon; “I wish you to let me
retain possession of this garter.”

“It is a singular request, sir,” ohserved

as evinced by every look and every action
—and, above all, the circumstance of her
being united to an aged man whom she
hated and with whom she could not have
any intimacy—all these things, combined,
had induced Ravellon to imagine that he

Mrs, St. Croix, with a quiet smile; “of would have little or no diffieulty in ma-

what possible use can a lady's garter be
to you! You must permit me to bestow
upon you a more substantial token of
friendship. Tam rich—you are poor;
lot me assume the privilege of a fiiend,
and relieve your necessities, You must
aecept of a sum of money.”

¢ Excuse me, madam, T cannot receive
money,” said Ravellon, whose pale face
became suffused with the burning blush
of shame, -

“I understand and respect your seru-
ples,” said Mrs. 8t. Croix, warmly, Then,
after a short pause, she added—-

“You shall keep the garter, as.a me-
mento of this hour, which witnesses the
beginning of our friendship. And re-
member, Philip—for hereafter 1 shall call
you by that name, and you may, if you
please, call me Lydia—remember this,
that the garter which you now hold in
your hand shall be the magic talisman
which shall always, and under all circum.
stances, procure you admission to m
presence. You have but to send that
garter to me, at any time, as a token of
your wish to sce me, and your desire shall
be granted at once. Feeling confident
that I am dealing with a man of hduor,
I have ne fear that you will abuse |this
privilege. You have inspired me with a
strong interest in your favor, and I like
you.  Observe, I say that I like you; do
not confound -the term with love, Philip,
for if you do you will make a grand mis-
take. To a man of the world like you it
is searcely necessary to say that like and

king a conquest of the charming Mrs. St.
Croix, particularly as she was evidently
prepossessed in his favor, and had invited
him to remain after he had arisen to de-
part. When, therefore, the lady so signifi-
cantly deseanted upon the vast difference
between like and love—and when she g0
plainly intimated that he would make a
“ grand mistake” if he confounded the two
terms—Mr, Philip Ravellon felt all his
fondiand new-born hopes vanish like snow
before the noon-day sun. However, trust-
ing that time, and a more intimate ac-
quaintance with the lady, might enable
him to accomplish his object, he veiled
his chagrin beneath a look of cheerfulness,
and sajd-— '

“I understand you, Lydia; your as-
surance that you like me, makes me in-
expressibly happy. This garter, which
will ab all times admit me to your pres-
ence—and which now I kiss with all
the devotion of g chivalrous knight—is
more precious to me than a neeklace of
diamonds. Yes, Liydia, let us be friends
from this hour—let us be Platonic
lovers.”!

“With all my hea.lr!'t,” laughed Mrs.
St. Croix, as she arose from the sofa—
“upon my word, I am now very delight-

and 2 lover whom I associate with on
terms of Platonie chastity. Exeuse
my absence for & few moments, Philip;
I will soon return.”

So saying, she tripped lightly out of
the room, humming an air from a pop-
ular opera.

love are two very different things,”

it + e e
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“8he is divine!” said Ravellon, half

P

fully situated, having ‘both a husband |

" fore thee, that Fortune should thus

P
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aloud, when hel found himself alone.—|clasps. * This she presented to Ravel-

« Yo gods, what grace of form and what
loveliness of face | And she likes me,

too—me, the pale, melancholy and/eloquent_an

on, saying— ] ‘
« There, my friend, is a most learned,
convincing. treatise In

i i i d friend-
hat shabby writer, whom she;favor of Platonic marriages and ir
:?a?:rwsa; bsefgre.y Well, w,f'ell--perhaps ships. { D not open the book until you

T may be able ta-change like into love,| got ho
afteryall. I can sce that a perfect vol-| contents.

{and then try to appreciate 1ts
You must let ine see you

ion i ing i d, remember that the garter
no of passion is slumbering in her|often, and, rem ' :
ﬁeast; zP little skilful managgment on | which I have given you will never fail

my part, will most assuredly make hs
mgng. ’She is worth the trial, af: a
events—for, a8 Shakspeare says, “She

as n passport to my presence. Good
heavens! 1s it possible!”

. As the lady uttered this ejaculation,

is sport for Jove.” Now, I never was a she turned very pale,-and pointed, ina

libertine, and recent privations have

distracted manner, towards the window.
- considerably diminished whatever natu-| Ravellon looked, and saw, coming up

; A leisurely- pace, an
I may possess ; but I swear|the strect at a very )
31}3: rfi?:lr;nnot lzo{l{ upon’ that splendid | old gentleman whom he at once recog-

woman without feelng my blood rush

nized as tho original of the portrait

like burning lava through my veins. | which hung upon the wall.

She’s an extraordinary woman, tep—for
there are very few ladies who could

“It is your hushand, madam,” said

Ravellon, calmly—for he/ did not con-
- practice sufficient restraint to resist the sider that there was anything extraor-

) i i i tleman’s
icitations of their husband, even al-| dinary or improper 1n one gentleman
:ﬁ%ﬁlgtﬁ ltgm gaid husbands were as old finding another in company with his

as Methuseleth. Well, this day’s ad-| wife.

venture is a curious one ; just as I was

“Yes" was the agitated response of

i i ix—* and, finding you here

here the devil I was to get| Mrs. 8t. Croix—* and, )

:?i%gntal;l gﬁ[;iceii up a garter which is|his furious jealousy will be aroused, for
the means of my becoming acquainted|he allows me no male acquaintances.
with a lady who has thousands &t her He will not pause. to listen to reason,

command ; I enjoy a charming tefe-a-tele

but will attack you at once ; and I trem-

with her, lunch” and drink wine with | ble for the result "

her, listen to the spicy story of her Pla-
tonic marriage, and finally form a com-

“ He shall have satisfaction in any
shape he may desire,” said Ravellon,

pact of friendship with her, and receive, proudly.

in the ‘shape of her garter, a ticket of

« But, for my sake, do not engage in

admission to her presence at all times|a quarrel with my husband,” impfm‘ed

and under all circumstances—a privi-
lege which I must not abuse, for, urless
I can conquer her honoraf)ly, T will
abandon the field, rather than resort to
meanness or stratagem of amy kind.
Ah, Ravellon! thou art a lucky dog,
and thy star is on the ascendent. What
hast thou ever done, or thy father be-

smile upon thee ! But here comes my

beautifu] friend.”
Mrs. St. Croix re-entered the room,

the lady. ) .
“Enough,” said the wnt&rT“wall
escape at once from the house.’

“But you cannot,” oried Mrs. St.
Croix, wringing her hands—* the Gen-
eral will 'see you if you issue from the
front door, and there is no means of

egress from the rear of the house. 1
kave it! Conceal yourself in the chim-

ney, until the General takes his depar-
ture, which he is sure to do immediate-
ly after he has dined. He does not
dine at home once in an age, and it is

bearing in her hand a small book ele-
gantly bound and fastened with silver

a great misfortune that he should have
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taken it mto his head to come home to-
day. Be quick, for he is almost here !”
# Damnation, madam! do you think
that I am going to get into the chimney,
like a sweep?’ demanded Ravellon,
with strong disgust. )
“ But, for my sake, dear Philip,” said

" Mrs. St. Croix, accompanying her words

with a look that would have drivenany
poor devil of a man, not only into a
chimney, but inte the very bowels of
Mount Vesuvius.

“There’s no help for it, and I must
submit,” groaned poor Ravellon, as he
prepared to enter the sooly retreat.
Mrs., 8t. Croix hastily removed - the
highly,ornamented fire-board, which she
carefilly replaced after the writer had
stepped into the chimney. Confident
that there was now not the slightest
wrace of a man’s having been in her
company, the lady assumed an appear-
ance of'the utmost serenity ; and, when
her hushand entered the réom, she was
seemingly deeply absorbed in'the peru”
sal of a volume of religious poems.

« Well, chick,” said the General, as
he deposited his hat, cane and gloves
upon & table—* didn't expect me home
to-day, eh? Unexpected pleasure, eh?
Didn't feel weil-—got a dammed bad
cold, so I thought F'd come home and
spend the rest of the day with you
Ugh! ught

Here the gallant military chieftain
coughed and wheezed in a manner that
amply confirmed his rather profane as-
serticn that-he had ‘got a d——d bad
cold

Mrs. St. Croix assumed a cheerfulness
of tone, look and manner, which she
was far from feeling. The General’s
announcement that he was going to
spend the rest of the day at home, natu-
rally led her to wonder what would be-
come of the poor writer in the chimney.
But, trusting that her woman’s wit
would suggest some means of getting
Ravellon out of the-house unobserved
by her husband, she devoted herseif to
the rather hateful task of making the
General comfortable. Having, at his
request, brought him his dressing-gown

.

and slippers, and placed a bottle of win.
within his reach, she pretended to re-
sume the reading of her book, But it
must be confessed -that her thoughts,
instead of being concentrated in the
volume before her, were in the chimn‘lmy
and with the very unhappy inmate
thereof. |

The General having swallowed' two
or three bumpers of wine, seemed dis-
posed to have a chat with his young
wife, who laid aside her book, and pre-
pared to sustain her part in the conver-
sation. The old gentleman was in fhe
very midst of a very warm complimen-
tary oration relative to her good looks
upon that day in particular, when he
was suddenly seized with a violent fit
of coughing which threatened to “carry
him off” and make Mrs. St. Croix a
widow upon the spot—a consummation
that was devoutly wisked for, both by
the lady herself and by her Platonic
lover in .he chimney. However, the
Gieneral partially recovered himself, and
growled out-—

“This comes of sleeping alone-—ugh !
This comes of having a wife and lead-
ing the life of a bachelor—ugh! This
comes of my damned stupidity in sub-
mitting to your ridiculous whims,
madam—ugh! I believe that I have
not to this day—ughl—recovered from
the infernal cold which I eaught on
our wedding night—ugh!i—in conse-
quence of my standing, half undressed,
at the door of your chamber, vainly im-
ploring to be admitted—ugh! You

1 will be the death of me yet, madam.”

If Mrs. St. Oroix had but dared to
give verbal utterance to the thoughts
that were busy in her mind, she would
have entreated the old gentleman to die
as soon as he conveniently could, and
thus rid her of what she regarded as an
intolerable hore. But, being a sensible
woman, she remained disereetly silent,

The General having regained his ao-
customed equanimity, remarked—

“1 was saying, my dear Lydia, that,

you look unusually charming to-day.
You have been out walking ?

“Yes, sit—I went to make a few
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purchases in Washington street,” was
the reply.

“Pon't be 80 cold and formal,” re-
joined the General, ‘with |some impa-
tience—“ and, above all, dop’t ¢ sir’ me,
Let us be a little more familiar and so-
ciable together. . Here, wonl't that bribe
you to guve me a smile and a kiss ¢

With these woids, the General drew
from his pocket a bank-note,. which he
erumpled up into a ball and then threw to
his wife, who caught it in her lap. While
she was smoothing it out in order to as-
certain its value, the 'General ickly
arose, and, before she was aware of his
approach, she was closely enfolded in his
powerful arms, for the old gentleman was
unusually hale and hearty for one of his
advanced years.

“1 have caught yeu at last, my little
bird,” said he, in a tone of triumph, as,
despite her struggles, he showered num-
berless kisses upon her dewy lips—* come,
you may as well submit to your inevitable
fate with 2 good grace, for it is time that
this absurd Platonic arrangement should
be terminated. Nay, do not seek to dra
forth that ugly dagger, which has so often
prevented me from accomplishing my
dearest wishes. You see that you are
(powerless in my grasp ; and I swear that
I will not release you from my embraces
‘until you have become my wife in fact as
~well as in name.”
- Ravellon, in his place of concealment,
|'was a deeply interested and highly ex-
'eited witness of this extraordinary scene,
| wherein a husband was attempting to
commit violence upon -his own wife—for
the writer had with his pen-knife made a
small hole in the fire-board which enabled
Lim to see all that was passing, He
tlonged to rush forth to the assistance of

the lady—but he reflected that such a|

movement would seemingly compromise
ner honor, and he refrained, trusting that
his fair friend would be able to foil the
General in his attempt to violate the con-
ditions of the Platonic marriage.
Ravellon, however, determined that,
sooner than witness the defeat of the lady,
he would risk everything and astonish the
Géneral by loaning that venerable person-
2

age a ‘punch in the head,’ which might
have a tendency to cool his amorous Leat,
for a time at least, l

Mrs., 8i. Croix, panting and well nigh
exhausted, turned an itmplering look to-
wards the fire-place, as if she wished her
concealed friend to come to her assistance,

During her frantic struggles, her dress

had become disarranged and torn; and
the sight of her ivory shoulders and vo-
luptuous bust—in addition to the delights
whose enjoyment he now confidently an-
tieipated—produced upon the Gencral
every indication of raging passion, His
eyes seemed to shoot forth sparks of fire,
his face assumed a purple hue, while
every part of his,aged but still vigorous
frame trembled with {remendous agita-
tion.

The lady, mentally cursing the coward-

ice or indifference of her friend in the

chimney, and unable to offer any further
resistance, resigned herself to a fate which
scemed to be unavoidable. Her husband
was just about to consummate his triumph
and desiroy the Platonic nature of the

" relation which had, until then existed be-

tween his young wife and himself, when
he was suddenly astounded by hearing a
deep, sepulchral voice exclaim—

“ Bewaro—beware—beware I"" .

! The general was not naturally super-
stitious, but this mysterious voice, seeming
to proceed from some person in the room,
completely nonplussed him. Releasing
his wife from his grasp, ke looked quick-
ly around, but could see nobody. Mus.
St. Croix was not slow to improve the
opportunity thus afforded to escape.
Springing from the sofa, she ran out of
the room, exclaiming—

“Thank heaven, I am saved I"

The General swore a horrible oath, but
he did not attempt to follow his wife,
well knowing that she would barricade
herself in her chamber and defend hersel’
despetately with her dagger. He begat
to search all about in order to discover,
possible, from whenee had emanated th

voice whick had been the means of cheat~

ing him of kis anticipated triumph. At last
he came to the-fire-place ; he tore away

~
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the sereen, but found nobody.  Ravellon
nad climbed up the chimuey, out of sight,
ad thus dseaped betng caught by the
infuriated husband of his fair friend.
“umph ™ growled the General, as
he threw himself discontentedly into-a
chair—= there's nobody here, that's cer-
tain.  Yet who the devil could have ut-
tered that word, ¢ Buware, three times?
Perhaps, after all, ‘twas mere fancy.
I was in such n terrible state of excite-
ment, that my imagination probably
imposed upou me. At afl events, it is
certain shat I have lost the game, just
as it was about to become mine. Curses
on the luck!" How beautiful she looked,
as, completely exhausted by her vain
resistance, she lay quictly in my arms,
with her snowy bosom heaving and her
youthful cheeks flushed and -glowing
with the tints of the rose!  Well, well,
another opportunity may soon present
itsolf and then the devil himself and
all his imps may ery ‘ Beware !” but I
shall not heed them. Ugh! ugh!
That damned cough again! The air
grows cllilly; too. er else my blocd.
which just now seemed all on fire, has
suddenly| turned into ice.  Summer
thongh itjbe, 1 must have a cheerful
blaze upen that hearth to temper the
chilly afmosphere with its  genial
\\'31'111&1.’3

With these words, General St. Croix
rang the bell and ordered the servant
whe apppared in answer to the sum-
mons to make a fire. Ravellon, up the
ehimney. overheard the order and
trembled] He was already half stifled
with sooff; and the prospect of having
a fire byt nnder him, did not add to
the pleadures of his situation, by any
wmeans,

A chiedzfal fire was soon blazing and
erackling upon the hearth, before which
sat 1he (heneral with his legs comforta-
1y streiehed 6ut and a tumbler of

hithself against the brick-work with his
back and knces.

‘I am a martyr to Platonie friend-
ship,” he gasped—“but curse me if 1
cal stand this much longer ¥
'he General drew nearer to the fire
anfl sipped his brandy, which, having
been in his cellar full fifty yeuars, was
mgst pleasant to the taste and exhila-
rating to the feelings. Under its inspir-
ing inflience the grﬁlant chieftain rapid-
ly recovered from the dispiriting cffoets
of ihis recent disappointment; and, as
he empticd his glags, he exelaimed, with
a round outh— - -

“I have played the fool long enough,
and now that fascinating little witch
shall be mine, even if the devil himself
should appear and try to snateh her
from me 1?

Scarcely had he uttered these words,
when he heard a terrible rumbling
noise in the chimney, and instantly
there stogd wpon ‘the hearth & horrible
looking~figure, black as midnight, and
having the appearance of the Xvil One.
Uttering a terrible yell, this fearful
being sprang forward, upsclting the
General in his chair, and overturning
the table, creating a grand erash among
decaunters, glasses, plates, and other des-
tructible articles When the afivight-
ened and bewildered chieftain arose to
his feet and looked around, he discov-

be confessed,—that the fiend had van-
ished.

CHAPTER V

THEL PRIVATE vBOX\ AT THE THEATRE.

Ravervox, having escaped from the
chimney and the house of General St
Croix 1o the manner related at the con

jelusion of the last chapter. hurried to-

craiv-gnd water in bis hand.
Meanghile, poor Ravellon was being
suffoeatsd by the smoke and roasted Ly
the fire. | He supported himself in- the
-himiney] with diffieuity, by braeing

twards the lodgings in Sudhury street,
Hfollowed by a crowd of noisy urching
twho were attracted by his very uniyue
,appraranee, for b was completely cov

ered,—somewhat to his relief, it must

1!
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“ered with soot and ashes, and looked
likke & newly-arrived delegato from the
bottomless pit. Having arrived at the
place of his nbode, he bolted in, and
then bolted the door, to the great dis-
appointinent of the aforesaid wrchins,
who were thus deprived of their % fun,”
The writer ascended to the garret,which
scrved the three purposes of -parlor,
chamber and study. This clevated por-
tion of the building he had for some

time ocoupied in consideration of the.

{act that the nigher to heaven a man
gots, the choaper becomes his rent.

The garret was precisely one of those
places which would have been selectod
as o literary samclum by any quaint,
old-fashioned writer, who might wish to
infuse into his pro&uctions a sort of
dusty antiquity so fascinating to many
readers. There can be no doubt that
an author's locality, at the time of wri-
ting, has a great influence on the effu-
sions of his pen, At all events, a gar-
ret has its charms for a literary man,
although, for our part, we confess that
we have an absurd prejudice in favor of
a comfortably carpeted room, a cushioned
casy chair, and all the other appliances
of modern civilization. Ravellon’s gax-
ret was of considerable extent, and the
vast heams overhead, 23 well as the dim
light that stole in through the single
smoke-stained window, gave it a gloomy
and mysterious agpeet. The furniture
consisted of a lowly but clean bed; a
chair and table, the lagger covered with
writing materials, and standing epposite
the window; a few culinary utensils, a
Dutch clock, o shelf full of books, and—
& gray cat,

Ravellon threw himself into his only
chair, for he was breathless and ex-
hausted. Having in some measure re-
covered himself] he remembered the
book which Mrs. St Croix had given
kim, and which jhe still retained i his
possession. Drawing it from his pockat,
he opened and [examined it. But, in-
stead of being a ¢ Treatise on Platonie
Marriages and Friendships,” the volume
was simply entitled “ Friendship’s Of-

and wondering what the lady meant by
misrepresenting tho character of the
book, Ravellon dissovercd what secemed
to be a folded piece of tissue paper.
This he quickly unfolded, and it turned
out to be a bank note for five hundred
dollars, Written upon the wide..mar-
gin of the page were the followin
words, inscribed in sn elegant anﬁ
graceful style of penmanship :—

“Do not, my dear friend, refuse to
accept this trifle, or you will seriously
offend me. When it iz expended, do
not hesitate to apply to me for more.
No false delicacy should exist between
us. Lypma”
Ravellon rapturously pressed his lips
to the page which had been touched by
the fair hand of Lydia. Her generosity
deeply affected him, and he admired the

delicate joanner in which she had be-
stowed this liberal present. He then

drew forth the precious garter, which
he would not have parted with for
worlds. He kissed it again and again,
and then, having secured both it and
the bank-note about his person, he pro-
ceeded to remove the black stains from
his face and hands. He was soon in a
condition to appear abroad with decen-
¢y ; and leaving the garret, he descended
the stairs and passed out into the street.
At the expiration of one hour, Mr.
Philip Ravellon was quite a different
looking man. He had attired himself,
from head to foot, in a splendid and
fashionable suit of clothes; and he
now presented the appearance of a gen-
tleman of fortune, for there was some-
thing eminently aristocratic in his air
and manner. Having supped sump-
tuously at a celebrated cafe, he hired an
opera glass and went to the theatre.
Lounging about the lobbies, as usual,
were many newspaper editors and report-
ers, with whom Ravellon had been accus-
tomed to associate. These - gentlemen
stared with astonishment when they be-
held their once seedy companion dressed
in the most costly and elegant manner;
but, without paying any attention to them,
Ravellon placed himself in ‘a conspicious

fering.” * While turning over the laaves,

seat, and took & leisurely survey of the
- |
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“manded respect.

" geeing him, she invited him to sit beside

. the box, thus affording the Platonic
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large and fashionable audience, through
the medium of his opera glass.

At last his gaze became fixed upon a
beautiful and superbly dressed lady, who
was seated opposite him, in a private box.
Surprise and pleasure were depicted upon
his countenance, as he recognised Mus. St.
Croix.

She was not alone. Beside her sat a
young and particularly handsome man;
‘and a thrill of jealousy ran through
Ravellon's frame, when he saw that the
young couple were whispering to each
other in the most tender and familiar
mamer, while their eyes eloquently
announced the pleasure which they de-
rived from each other’s society.

4T will spoil ‘ that fefe-a-tete, ot all
events,” muttered-the writer, as hie arose
from his seat and traversed the lobby.
Having arrived at the box iff which sat

the objeet of his regard, he tapped
lightly upon the door, which was soon

opened by the lady’s handsome cavalier,

who poiitely demanded what Ravellon|

wanted ?

“T wish to see Mrs, St. Croix, whois
a friend of mine,” replied the writer.

The cavalier bowed with the most
ceremonious courtesy, for Ravellon’s
appearance was distinguished, and com-
The writer entered
the box and greeted Mis. 5t. Croix, who
scarcely recognised him, so altered were
hiz looks, I%aving ghaken hands with
him in the most cordial manner, and
expressed the pleasure which she felt at

ner, and then, in a whisper congratu-
lated him upon the immense improve-
ment which had taken place in his ap-
pearance. Meanwhile, the handsome
eavalier, with well-bred consideration,
had placed himself upon a back seat in

friends an opportunity to converse at
their ease,

“My dear Philip,” said Mrs. St
Croix, warm]y-—* you are now attired
in 2 manner befitting your birth, charac-
ter, and talents, and you must permit
me t0 keep you well supplied with
money, in order that you may continue

to appear as a gentleman. You are
aware that as the world goes, a.man
wearing a shabby coat is thought noth-
ing of, and seldom can make any pro-
gress, even though he be a perfees
prodigy of respectability and learning ;
while a well dressed fool often malies
the most rapid advancement. This is
humiliating, but it is true. And, new,
to change' the subjeet, let me tell you
the result of our afternoon’s adventure.
Thanks to you, I was released from the

embrace of the (General, and escaped from .

the room. Repairing to my chamber,
which T fortified in the usual manner by
piling furniture against the door; I was
tormented by a thousand fears in view of
your very eritical situation in the chim-
ney. Excuse my laughing, but doesn't
the affair strike you as being richly
ludicrous ¥

Ravellon protested that ’twas the
funniest thing he had ever heard of;
and the lady continued :—
¢ T trusted that. your ingenuity would
enable you to come out of the difficulty
with flying colors, and I was not disap-
pointed. Hearing a terrible racket down
stairs and the erash of glass, 1 knew
that the demoument was taking place.
Looking out of my chamber window,
which commands a view of the street, I
saw you burst out of the house in a
frightfully dirty condition,and tear along
at a frantic pace as if Satan himself were
at your heels,- I congratulate you up-
on your agili#f, Philip, for never before
did I see a man pick up his feet with
such marvellous rapidity.”

Ravellon bowed with mock solemnity
in honor, of this compliment to his
merits as o pedestrian, and Mrs. St
Croix resumed :(— ~

* Having no fears that the General
would renew his anti-Platonic attempt,
I issued from my chamber and went
down stairs. There I found the floor
covered with broken glass, the table up-
set, and the poor General half frighten-
ed to death, for he knew not what to
make of the terrible spectre which he
had seen. T hastened to calm him by
assuring him that the apparition must
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have been some robber who had hidden
himself in the chimney for the purpose
of plundering the house when night
should arrive. The General at last, ad-
mitted that such must have been the
case, and thus, you see everything is alt
right again, This evening I came to
the] theatre in orderto pass away the
timg. The General came with me, but
he has gone away to transact some im-
portant business, He will, however, re-
turn before the end of the performance,
80 as to go home with me,”

“And who, may I ask,” said Ravellon,
earnestly—" is this good looking young
fellow behind us #” )

Mrs. St. Croix blushed up to her very
eyes, as she answered, hesitatingly.—

“Qh that is a person with whom I
have but a very slight acquaintance.
He is I believe, a young gentleman of
good family and independent forture.
I occasionally meet him in society, and
aceidentally encountered him here to-
night. I like to talk with him for he
amusges me vastly, I assure you that
he is quite an original.” i

“In what respect, Lydia 2"

“ He is so very unsophisticated, and
so profoundly ignorant of the manners,
customs, and opinions of the world. He
is a little past twenty-one years of age,
and up to the last two or three months,
his fond and doting mamma has always

- kept him tied to her apron strings, and

the consequence ig, that Mr. Harry
Swmallfry has reached the period of man-
hood without having acquired the slight-
est knowledge of the world, which isa
great pity,for you see that he is handsome
in his person, polite in his manners and
graceful in his deportment, = The young
man is not a fool, by any means; but
many people would mistake him for one,
on account of the silly observations which
he often makes in consequence of his lack
of experience. Shall T introduce you "
Ravellon assented, and was forthwith
duly made acquainted with Mr, Harry
Smallfry. The two gentlemen immedi-

‘ately fell into conversation.

“ Pray, sir,” said Mr, Swmaltfry—* can
you tell me what the play is to-night ¥

¢ i
1)

“The tragedy of Macbeth” was the re-
ply of the writer.

“Tt s a Scotch piece, is it not ¥
* “The scene of it is laid in Seotland.”

:: It is a sweet pretty play—who wrote
it?

“A person named Shakspeare, I be-
lieve.”

% Oh, ah, I remember now. Shakspeare
has been dead some time. He was a
very clever writer—uery clever; but I
have heard that he was once taken before
the police ecourt and fined for stealing
poultry, which was a great perversion of
his talents. His farce of ¢ How to pay the
Rent' is a very good thing. But I don’t
like Macbeth as well as I do some other
plays, because ’d:% actors don’t wear such
handsome, spangled dresses in it. Just
look' at that big 'fellow who wears the
plaid petticoat—he is inquiring if this is
a dagger which he sees before him, when
there isn’t any daggerthere at all, Dear
me, how very stupid I”

% Very stupid; indeed,” responded Rav-
ellon ; but whether he alluded to the
tragedy, or to Mr. Smallfry, the reader
must judge. ’

‘With these, and similiar observations,
did the handsome but unsophisticated
Harry Smallfry continue to amuse both
Ravellon and Mrs, St. Croix until the end
of the tragedy. It was with difficulty
that the writer kept from laughing at the
young man; but he ias too well bred to
commit such a gross breach of decorum.

Mrs. 8t. Croix now suggested to the
two genilemen that they had perhaps
better take their leave, as her husband
would probably soon return, and it was
not desirable that he, with his strong pro-
pensity to jealously, should find her fefo-
a-tete with two men.

. “Let me see you again very soom,
Philip,” said the lady. Ravellon bow-
ed low, and left the box; but, noticing
that Smallfry lingered behind, his 'suspi-
clons were aroused, and looking in through

an oval pane of glass in the door, he saw

Mis. St. Croix slip into the hand of Harry
a note, which she had secretly written
with her pencil unobserved, during the
conversation, :
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“Q0h, ho 1" said Ravellon to himself—
% an appointment, or assignation, I faney.
I am incllined to believe that the intimacy
which exists between this handsome fool
and my fair Lydia, is not strietly Platonic.
I must manage to acquaint myself with
the contents of that note. and then I shall
act as circumstances may dictate,

Mr. Smallfry now came out of the box,
and linking arms with Ravellon, the two
gentlemen left the theatye.

“YWhat say you to a glass of wine-and
a separ ¥ suggested the writer.

“T never smoke—it don’t agree with
me,” said Mr, Smallfry—“besides, my
mamma says that tobacco smoke will
spoil ey hatr and make me smell unpleas-
antly. Mamma-is very strict with refer-
ence to my odor; she makes me bathe
every day in Cologne water. Ilove onions
to distraction—Dbut she won't allow me to
touch one.  As to taking a glass of wine
with you, I have no objection, although I
seldom drink.”

Ravellon led the innocent young gen-
tleman into a gorgeous and brilliantly-
lighted saloon, and having obtained a

private apartment, called for oysters and’

a bottle of wine,

CHAPTER VI

EHOWING THAT THE EXCESSES OF BAC-
CHUS ARE ENEMIES TO THE JOYS OF
YEXTUS.

TrE refreshmentd were brought in by a
rather pretty and very showily dressed
young woman, whom the propriétor of
the place kept as a sort of decoy duck,
and a source of attraction to the ¢ fast men
about town. This lady—whose virtue,
by the way, was of the easiest kind—
having deposited the tray upon the table,
winked sarcastically at Smalifry, whom

she recognised as ‘a flat,’ and smiled be-;

nignantly upon Ravellon, whom she knew
and respected 2s a man of genius. Thus,

even in the mind of that Want()n female,
was the handsome fool despised, while the
plain man of letters elicited due admira-
tion and regard. It was not without
good reason that Wilkes, the ugliest and
at the same time the wittiest man of
his day, boasted of his ability to achieve
{riumphs among the women, where the
haudsoniest men in the kingdom had sig-
nally failed. ‘Talent is God:like; but™
beauty belongs to clay.

Our two adventurers having devoured
the savory bivelves, applied themselves to -
the bottle. Mr, Smalltry drank very cau-
tiously at first, but Ravellon pressed the
wine upon him, and soon the young gen-
tleman began to lose his discretion under
the warming and cheering influence of
the juice of the grape. He now drank -
frecly and unreservedly, and his rather
weak brain whirled around ke a wind-
mill. Ravellon's share of the wine slyly
found its way into a neighboring spittoon,
for he desired to keep perfecily sober.
Another bottle was called for and brought
. Smallfry drank profusely, and talked
loquaciously; and Ravellon, wishing to
profit by his volubility, engaged him in
conversation.- '

“Mrs. 8t. Croix is a fine woman,” re-
marked the writer, carelessly.

“She's a glorious ereature!” exclaim-
ed Smalifry, with enthusiasmm—* and be-
tween you and I, Mr. What's-your-name,
she has fallen desperately in love with
me, Yes, I bave conqucred bher, and
nothing now remdins for me but to pluck
the rose that invites me to inhale its fra-
grance—hic ! ‘ :

“The wine has made you eloguent and
poetie,” laughed Ravellon—* but fill your
glass and Jet us drink to the health of
the fair Lydia””

“Here’s to the—hic—health of the fair
Lydia ? eried Sma.lfry, as he drank off a
bumper, which visibly increased his in
toxieation.

“ ] observed,” said Ravellon—* that
Mrs. St. Croix regarded you .with looks
that were expressive of the most passion-

ate love, Yes, you have evidently made

a conquest of her, But you bave not yet
enjoyed her favors?”

v
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“Not yet,” hideupped Smallfry—* but
—to-night, 1 shall visit—hic—no matter
hic—that’s a seeret—hic.”

Here the iebriated young gentleman,
whose fond mamma must have been in
blissful ignorance of the fact of his being
‘out,’ drew from his pocket the note whick

. Mrs. St. Croix had given him, and having

&ead it, he kissed it with drunken rapture,
This done, he carefully placed the pre-
cious billet in his pocket-book, and as-

. suming a mysterious look, made a pain-

fully unsuccessful effort to arise from his
chair, saying—

“Heuse me, old fellow, but—hic—1I
must leave you—hic—sorry, but there’s
a lady in the case—-hic—you understand—
hic—muni’s the word—bic—good night.”

Being unable to get up, Mr. Smallfry.
looked bewildered, as if he didn’t exactly
comprehend what ailed him. Looking
wildly about him, he fancied that all the
lights in the room were dancing polkas
and minuets; and he also imagined that
Ravellon had suddenly béen presented
with an additional head. He was abont
to inquire the name of the generous do-
nor, in order to provide himself with ano-
ther capuf to be handy in case of acci-
dent, when sleep fell upon him ; and lean-
ing back in his chair, Mr. Smallfry snored.

This was precisely what Ravellon de-
sired, and what he had been laboring to
produce. He deliberately proceeded to
draw forth the pocket book, of the sleep-
ing young gentleman, and, having| pos-
sessed himself of Mrs, St. Croix’s note, he
replaced the pocket-book, which, by, the
way, contained a considerable amount of
money, for  mamma’ was liberal in her
allowances to her darling son,

To tear open the note and acqaint him-

* golf with its contents, was but the work of

a moment. It read thus i—- :

“7 can no longer, deavest Harry, resist
your importunities and the promptings
of my own heart. I therefore econvey to
you, in writing, that which I would blush
to utter in words, I know that I am act-
ing very wickedly in proving false to my
martiage vows, but. will not the peculiar
circumstances of my position justify me

I am a wife, and yet I have no husband
in the real sense of that term, Attend
now, to my appointment :—this night, a
precisely twelve o'clock, you will tap
three times upon the door of my resi-
dence, with the location of which you are
well acquainted. My maid Dorothy, who
is entirely in my confidence, will instantly
admit youinto the house and conduct you
to'my chamber, where I shall be in wait-
ing to receive you. Have no fears with
reference to the General, whose sleeping
apartment is remote from mine, and who
always retires to bed, half or wholly in-
toxieated, long before midnight. Be cau-
tious—be circumspect—I need scarcely
say, be punctual, dear Harry, and believe

we, that I shall ever ramain, your own.
LpiaM

“Well, upon my word,” exclaimed
Ravellon, when he had finished the peru-
sal of this tender and amorous epistle—
% my fair friend is ‘poing it' with a perfect
rush! In spite of all my philesophy, I
can’t help feeling a pang of jealously, in
view of her strong partiality for this weak-
brained young fool. It is perfectly aston-
ishing that a woman. of her superior intel-
lect, should form 2n intrigue with such an
idiot, handsome as he is, Well, I shall
endeavor to penotrate the mystery, for it
is of course my intention to represent this
young gentleman to-night, I flatter my-
self that I am better capable of doing jus-
tice to the cause of the voluptuous Lydia,
than ke is. This adventure promises to
be a most spicy: and interesting one,
Heavens! how my blood boils when I
think of the raptures that may be in store
for me! But hold, Ravellon, be not too
sanguine of success, for ‘there’s many a

slip "twixt the cup and the lip’ Tt is now .

half-past eleven o’clock, and high time that,
I should begin to attend to the business
of the night—or, father, its pleasures.”
Without bestowing a single thought
upon poor Smallfry—such was his ex-
treme eagerness to engage in the exciting
advenfure that lay before him-~Ravellon
strode out of the room, paid his bill at the
bar, and then hastened with all speed to-

wards the abode of Mrs, St. Croix.

L R
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Before we follow him, et us see what)and strength of mind to enable Lim to
became of Mr. _H:u'r_y S_mallfry. The | resist and overcome the manifold tempta-
‘pride and darling of his mother) sat|tions which, in a wicked city like Boston
snoring in his chair for some time unmo- | besét the path of a rash, impetuous and

lested; but at length a party of riotous
and haif-tipsy young men entered the
room ; and, seeing the condition of Mr.
Smallfry, they determined to have a Yark’
with him,  Taking a burnt cork, they
blacked his face, neck and ears so effeo-
tually, that he bore a strong resemblance
to that notorious negro buffoon, Mr. Jerry
Bryant, when he is ‘made up’ for the pur-
pose of going through with his imitations
of Mr. &, Horn. This done, they left the
young gentleman to Dis repose. The
proprietor of the place happening to come
In, angrily demanded of Ins subordinates
why they harbored a ¢d—d nigger' about
the premises, and receiving no satisfactory
reply, he forthwith bundled poor Smallfry
lto the street, where he immediately fell
nto the grasp of a watchman, who forth-
with escorted him to the lock-np, where
he remained during the night. In the
mornmg, when he awoke to eonseious-
ness, he found himself in a most woful
phght,. the inmate of a loathsome dun-
geon, In which were also confined several
o'Lher persons, some of whom had con-
siderably relieved him of all his money.
He retained but a confused recollection of
the events of the previous night; and it
was not until he was ushered into the
police court, and overheard the remarks
of the spectators there assembled, that he
became aware of the faet that his face had
been blacked. Having been severely lec-!
tured by the Justice on the enormity of
his conduct, he was fined for inebriety,
The unhappy yourg inan had no other re-
source than to send for his ¢ ma,’ who soon
came and released him, on being satisfied
that he was really her son, a point upon
which she at first entertained some doubt,
as his appearance was truly frightful, the
black having been partially rubbed off Lis
face, giving him 'the look of an itinerant
chiarcoal merchant |, The good lady took
ber darling homa ; and having thoi'ougi -
ly purified him, she prohibited Lim from

thoughtless youtl. Mr. Smalifry recoiv-
ed the maternal reprimand with all due
submission ; but he felt keculy annoyed

keep the appointment with Mrs. St Croiy,
who, he feared, would be so deeply i
eensed at his want of punctuality, that she
would refuse to see him again,

We shall' leave our unsophisticated
young friend for the present, and follow
Ravellon’s adventure, which we opine,
will be found worthy of a separate chapter.

|
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| CHAPTER VIL

DESCRIBETH CERTAIN PLATONIC PROCEED-

INGS, AND AN UNREASONABLE INTER-
RUPTION, -

It lacked but a few minutes of twelve
o'clock when Ravellon arrived at the
residence of Mr. 8t Croix. The night
was dark and starless; and the black
clouds that drifted across the sky an-
nounced a ¢oming storm, The writer
lingered near the house until the elock
of a neighboring church steeple pro-
claimed the midnight hour; then with
a beating heart, he softly aseended the
steps and tapped thrice upon the door,
which was immediately opened without
noise. The intense darkness that pre-
vailed, prevented him from seeing the
person who admitted him ; but he heard
the goft voice of Dorothy, Mrs. St.

Croix’s maid, ingyire—

“Is this you, Mr. Smallfry 2

. Yes, my dear,” whispered Ravellon,

in reply—* this is me.”

“ My mistress is waiting impatiently

for you, sir,” said the maid. (Be it un-

derstood, reader, that we use the word

going out nights :ntil he should have
acquired a sufficient amount of experience

maid not by way of asserting Dorothy’s
chastity, but solely with reference to the
I
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multifarions offices which she performed belong to an ugly Wwoman. Bu'fz Re hl!;lro
for Mrs. St. Croix.) handsome or ugly, I cannot rosis d.
Had it not been for the darkness,| Ah, Ravellon' thou art a and dog, and,
Ravellon would have seen that Dorothy |1 fear,"2 most unscrupulous ilbf;‘tl:g;
was o very plump, pretty and rosy- Verily, L know not what to say to ma,nd
checked girl of seventeen, or theregbouts,| A sofa stood in the passageTva}lr,d ”
7 sossing a pair of particularly 1]ogmsh upon this did the writer and (’i.w ae g*es
Mack eyes, whose glances were to a maid sit down. " Kisses and caves

’s passi i 16d to a|followed, in abundance ; and then thers
s pssions ke sperke fpp! eusued between the pair a conversation
of a very familiar and afféctionate char-
acter, but, as we didn’t happen to be
present, we cannot of course furmsi; any
of the particulars. ¥ * *

Ravellon, having ‘sufficiently amused
himself with the accommodating Doro-
thy, gomerously presented Der with
cnough money to purchase her o new
silkk dvess; and then, after telling hor to
be discrect and to lkeep a still tongue 1n
vegard 10 what had happened, he re-
quested her to conduct him  to the
apartment of her expectant mistress, al-
though, singular- to relate, he now felt
far less inclined to engage in an adven-
ture with Mrs. St. Croix, than he had
before his conversation with Miss Doro-
thy, who was a thorough adept in all
the mysteries-of intrigue, and whose so-
ciety for half an hour would have been
perfectly satisfactory to any man, even
though he were as insatiable with respect
to women.as king Solomon himself
Miss Dorothy of course firmly believ-
ed that she was dealing with Mr. Harry
Smallfry—and who was secretly sur-
prised and delighted at the excellent
capacity for gallantry which had been
displaged by our hero—manifested a
strong disposition to eontinue the agree-
able fete-a-tete in the dark, and evidently
wished to remew the interesting dia-
logue whieh had just been terminated.
Bgsides, she now considered the sup-
posed Mr. Smallfry to be, in 2 certain
sense, her propertys; ahe.felt jealous of
her mistress, who she imagined was
about to enjoy the socicty of a man
whose attentions belonged exclusively
to her; ond it was therefore with the
utmost reluctance that she conducted
Ravellon to the door of Mrs. 8t. Croix’a

magazine of powder. . \

« Glive me your hand, sir,” said Doro-
thy—*and I wili lead you up stairs o
the chamber of my mistress. I know
the way very well, oven in the dark.”

Raveilon stretched forth his hand 1o
order to take that of the maid. But in-
stead of touching her hand, he came In
contact—accidentally, of course with her
ripe and execedingly we_Ll-deveIOde
bust, which was entirely innoceut of
drapery, sho being attired in her night-
dress. This wecident considerably agi-
tated Ravellon, and, in his bewilder-
ment, he drew the unvesisting Dorothy
towards him and began to devour her
with kisses, which she returned with
compound interest, while her palpitating
bosom anpounccd that she ‘also was
greatly excited from some mysterious
dause which we really cannot explain,
for we arc |of course profoundly ignorant
of the peculiar sensations p}'oduced by
a rapid edchange of kisses in the dark,
between tiwo persons of opposite sexes.

«Read|!" thought Ravellon, as, like
an amorous epicure, he continued to
, banquet ipon the swects with which t‘he
lips of the pretty maid were laden—"a
bird in’ jbe hand is worth two in the
bush, and so I shall make sure of the
maid, because my success wWith the
mistress|is somewhat uncertain. By
Jove, this little witch is as ‘ardent‘apd
pussionaée a piece of feminine flesh as
ever decoyed a susceptible man from the
straight but sometimes d—d unpleasant
path of virtue! She is evidently used
to the game, and I dare say that the old
General has given her more than one
lesson. Tl be sworn she's pretty, for
such a fine bust, such satin-like skin
and such a redundancy of clustering

ourls, as she possesses, could no/ possibly

chamber, Having directed him to xap
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‘ lightly for admissi
on, sh " | wi
;:gi:z éler owjr;n ll'olal)m, and gofr‘xr,oélegsilfll o " o aid of
'ed a stealthy visit from the old
dG]f:;mra!, EVhO perfeetly consoled for her | Harry, an
di iigggm 1.1!1ient, while at' the same time H;r ¢
depriqulilm ed himself for the connuhial |so t?}l’ﬂt
ations inflicted upon him by his|but don’

inflexible young wife,

diately opened.
relief, he found that the room was

?;?;Eiiszln’irsz St. Croix either wishing
of night‘or efsl;a félushfgs b'eneath the veil | passionatd exel
and safe to e ceming it most prudent {her head 0(1:1'111

dark, on accougtogftge mf&lgée in the {whose w npéon' ﬁis
i v ot the old General’ ine o g
Jealously and disposition to play E:Ilmz flowing a o

part of a spy.
Ravellon stepped into the chambe

and
the door was carefully closed and |evening
o

fastened. ‘Th ]

_ . en a pair of plum

arms were thrown around Ii)lis ng’clrimzlfg
7

& pair of Juscious 1i
i ; 1ps were pre g
m g . _Pressed to his ¢ iy
long and burnmg kiss, causing : A trifti
(=]

thrill of delirio
of his hair, -

i« ‘
Dear Harry,” said Mrs. St. Croix

“What detained
: d you?
halfan hour behind the appointed time

“Forgive me, Lydi
coun y, Lydia, angel of i
ul,” whispered Ravellon, in imitat]i[gg gzleg:;d

gg SII):.BS;IJmI‘}fry’s rather bombastic style
5 C1—"my watch being out of }gr-
Britg I ;w:: Otli(el(ralew;d as to the time,
of ‘I’n})ar' hea&'t, am% f(?:;ligna?nd mistres

‘Yes, dear Harry,” peg
enamorq’d lady—-zr;ﬂ’t Ir.eosgzniﬁill e
an

Perhaps yvou 1
I ca.ndlie %(” would like to have me light
i B
Dy no means,” hastily ‘th
dlz;:mgf mposter—* it ig ybei?i;k%% fhe
he S;:tet }fgde, and a light in your char(::}
etécti(m is ngzgtrt: i];ur, might lead to our
cedtion. can as well enj
others society in the dark, ;?yl.;sgl

To his inexpressible [out restiaint

you will ¢

in | happiest hour of my I
. 0 y life "
With tP:s softly uttered but intensel
mation, the lady i‘cclineg.
(}::uldler 0{1 Ravellon,
\gers played wi
e dquu;wus tfessis ith her
I Nk f?’ Lydia,” said the pretended
| x: Smal Iy—who is that Mr, Ravel-
; whom you introduced me to thi
{ |cvening, E.lt the theatre ¢ ®
e nf_ 18 a newly-made acquaint-
of mine,” replied Mrs, St. Croix.

gh jother, and

§ we h

et to the very roots c_onsi&er ourselvez;v‘c‘flsnli};;:;}llg " ies
literary man, and although pt'mr, he is a

in a low voi .
voice full of tender reproach....’ gggiﬁg;?;osglblrth and eduecation. His °

You are full |and he is alto

He isa

powers are most brillian
t
) gether a very a ’
compamIon.; therefore, do I'h'keg rﬁf:ﬁt
At 18 a great pity that a polish-
ed shol:ﬁu%ctual_ b fike Mr. Rayel-
;on, sh e without fort
;;;teﬁeats me exceedingly, andugeinteﬂ 3
b z?d ?])]1; sgmehme?ns of placing him ll)qe
e reach of want. Po -
g;lt 'd with his refinement of I?lririlc%la::}i.
fa :i ‘;céllllsniess of taste, to be compelled
na i
brif}d and eheesg ?”rret wd BUbSISF' o
rs. St. Croix uttered
] ‘ thes.
;v‘:itl; a&nhenthumastie earnestn:sswglll'g:
o t;ie . er perfect sincerity. Ravellon
fely attered and pleased at the high
t aﬁ m:n which she had expressed of Iﬁs
fa :n 3 m"lf(il other good qualities. When
e stlgml ed h-er generous determina-
. to place him beyond the reach of

Love can illumine and warm the soul

R EIEY)

want, he was almost tempted to fall up-

-
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without 4 either lamps or cans

‘500{; 1t1not. S0, my queen otl"3 heari?: 'g’

% 1?28 done with compliments

, 1nd et us talk comman sense,
|down with me upon this sofa,

lve can converse at our ease ’

Squeeze my waist. go hard, or

Ravellon—not wj ak
p — / €a R
hensions a8 to th:g‘,}ho#t some appre- |the first $imo s‘ivsg my bren:th. This is
strange adventure 1_la result of this|ance that/we h e our brief acquaint-
—iknocked gently up- | ther Wheée Wei‘;ﬁ‘ l?dver been alone toge-
‘ uid exp

on the chambe .
r .
dOOI‘, which was imme- ress our recip-

rocal sentiments unobserved and with-
Ah, me! this is the

. lLic continued to personate Mr, Harry

I’ v f R
PO P T Sgren f 3 0
L or s L RO
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on Lis knees, and after confessing - !
jatse part which he had been playing.| sl

implore her pardon.

g the charmed and excit
"He now petfectly un
for rejecting him as
pecimen

bly.
But his contact| reasons
and the fra- zccepting such as

MARRIAGE.

with her divine person
; t mingled with | verdancy as, Smallry.

grance of her breath, 28 it
his, were temptations too great to be Te-
sisted, and he folt that he could pot she
suorifice the happiness which he now|deli

coufidently anticipab

. Smallfry. As

» You speak ver;l} highly of this Rav-{ night's triumph
-3 he-— Since you view | deception ¥
a light, and like| plove her forgiveness,
that you have not generosity will not p
in preference to| me, especially when
o man of bril-|’twasher ravishing beat
know, am but| less love for her, that
position.

ellon, Liydia,” 83
Lim in so favorable
him so well, I wonder
selected him as a lover,
me ;—Tor he, you say, 13
liant parts, while I, you
an ignorant,verdant and
-outh, with no powers
whatever.” ‘

«T will tell you, Harry,
lady,
for me, and I cannot rocel
capacity of a lover, because,
ence of 4 man s0 T
g0 thoroughly acquainted with the world,
1 should feel asiiamed to manifest the

unsophisticated
of conversation|on

" yoplied the|co

bilities of my nature, and { while- he press
ment. | bing breast an
ere I|kisses—Mrs.
must struggle against] tively to a strange an
i t d “ears had detected, and

ioh her quick ears
che fancied, proceeded from the

£ the house.

tender suscepti ‘
{he extreme warmth of my tempex

I foel that T could Jove Ravellon,

go disposed ; buk
the admission ©
heart.
1 am willing to 8
because 1 can afte
abashed, for I am your equal in intellect,
and, Dbesides, there is

articularly rec
the divine mysteries of love, you dear un-
gophisticated youth 3 for you have so sol-
emnly assured me that T am the first wo-

man with wijom you ever assoctated on
terms of tender intimacy 3 and, although

I myself am practically & stranger to the
joys of love, the theory is not ynknown
to me,and 1 feel confident of my ability
~ to ach towards you the part of an able in-

structress.” | - . 7
" These words, so characteristic of Mrs.

ed enjoying.  Solmeasure, an

« She shall

«Ravellon is too highly intellectual | vanity is
ive him in the| weakness of the sex.

in the pres-|sure to forgive me, an
entally superior and|in her love !’

f such a sentiment to my | whi
On the other hand, dear|Harry,} which,
acrifice myself o you,| lower portion o
swards meet you ub-|imagined

footsteps stealthily

fo me something| Becoming frighten
her with an abruptness

herche in initiating |you in{lgn away from

29

ed Ravellon inexpres-

derstood her
a lover, an
of unmitigated
Her praises ©

his talents, and her acknowledgment that

could love him, were she so disposed, \

soon as 1 have

A woman
t of ten,

commits folly, or P

nseque

ghted the enamored writer beyond

d he thought— :
love me, in spite of herself.

accompl%shed this

T'll acquaint her with the
hich T haveSpractised, and im-

which her natural
ormit her to refuse
T assure her that
ty, and my bound-
drove me to the im-
will, in nine cases

readily pardon & man who

erpetrates wrong, 11t

nce of his love for her—for her o
fattered, and vanity is the great i

Yes, Lydia will be
d I shall be happy -

While these thoughts wers passing

ihrough the mind of
ed the lady to his throb-

d literally banguetted on
gt Croix was listening atten-

that rather astoni

him.
« Be silent, H

this chamber,

should suspect
in my apartmen
door !

g, Croix’s peculiar disposition, were ut-
tered with a candor and an emphasis that

“ Calm yowrse

ghonld be the General !
is locked, and of course I will not ad-
mit him on any account.
the presence of a lover
t, and break open the

Ravellon—and even

1 suspicious noise

Soon she

that - she’ heard the gound of

ascending The stairs.
ed, she pushed Ravel-

shed and disconcerted

arry,” whispered the

lady, who Wwas 1OW deeply agitated—

“ gome one is coming up Sk.TS |
Good Heavens! if it

fowards

But the door
‘What if he

1f, Lydia." said Ravel

AT e
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lon, who was a man of the most un-|skulking b
- , eneath i i
daunted courage—“I will, at all risks, | said R:;:);velloflia__}5 {?1"{1;1. I;zd st a thich”
and under all eircumstances, protect|tion is at stake, and as ityoiul' reputar
you with my life. I am unarmed, but|quest, I shall obéy.” s your xer
ges%aae;:&mn will give me the strength of | ~ wip, these words the writ
; ET, Very re-
g luctantly, crawled beneath the ,bed,};;?i

“Dear Harry, I did not suppose you
to be so brave,” murmured the lady.

“ Hark,” said the writer—* I hear the
sound of a whispered conversation out-
stde the chamber door. It must be the

found himself in company with a mis-
cellaneous assortment of " articles, con-
sisting of Mys. St. Croixs’ casteoff slip-
pers—which were as diminutive in size
as the glass slipper of Qinderella—a

Ty R
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.you love me.”

G .

P‘,fr?g?koagfmﬁz ‘t)lﬁ'et‘]ilsofer%»g;ﬁls, Pre" number of costly bonnets, nearly new.
maid Dorothy have betrs ed us?” YOUr | bus out of fashion, silk and satin dresses
“By no means; she ywould‘not he dlttp,tpiles clf letters from female ac-

) ) uaintances 1 '
guilty of such treachers,” replied the | Slacks of spiey Boench novels o wooses
“Ther%’é' nc;t .'emm;lxe. nt to be 1 » g_uitar, a cracked opera glass ’any {im(;lf
8 1084\ tity of ruined fans and soiled gilovés
?

said the writer, as he hastil
\ y arose and : :
approached one of the chamber win- ﬁgto:}ail‘;;:n&gnother things, too numer

dows, which looked down upor the
P Mrs. St. Croix, who firmly believed

street— i
o ee:ese can L not escape this way, and | .\ her v bl i
preserve your reputation from dis- his " confi d:;lf-r? e ?quand’ aided by
lal walet, was about to

“ No, Harry, if you atterapt to lea
from the window you will pbe sm‘el}y) hastened'to get into bed, and pretended

killed, for it is a considerable height |*° be fast asleep. The whispering out-
from the ground, and, Lesides, you will side the door had now ceased ; and then
fall upon the sharp points of the iron| ' heard the sound of the key turning
railings below. Do not attempt it, if|™" the lock. = A pair of forceps had been

room. [This is an instrument used by
robbers in plundering houses : it enables
them, when a door is locked with the
key on the inside, to turn that key, and
enter the apartment.] 1

This appeal was not to be resisted-—
and, besides, Ravellon had no desire to
be impaled, or have his bones—perhaps
bis neck, broken in consequence of his
taingg a.ﬂ‘}&ing lga,p f‘rom a fourth-story Ny
window. Accordingly he resumed his r8. 8t Croix, trembling in «
seat on the sofa, saying— timb, kept her e,.‘IGS E]))igég al: i(f}'v:g

“ There's no kelp for it, and we must | Were in o profound sleep. ,Expectin
abide the result with all the philosophy)€very moment to hear the voice of he%
that we can muster to our aid. But!husband, her astonishment and affiioht
rest assured, dear Lydia, that whatever|may be imagined, when these W0§d8

happens, you shall be protected and re- | Were uttered in a gruff’ voice—

ceive no harm.”

“Bhow u glim, Dick, and let’s ses

“ A thought strikes me, Harry,” said | What there is in here.”

Mrs. St Croix, eagerly—* conceal your-

The tone in which these words were

gelf beneath the bed, and possibly your |spoken soun ili
plrlesence here may be undisqovered’.y At ﬁrs. 8t. Groiieingtﬁggglgefaﬁlégsr i
a uevents, it is worth the trial” . |cold with horror, for it recalled t Iiun
I would much pather meet the Gen- remembrance s fearful man who ‘ 1}?
eral face to face like a man, instead of |never could think of without a shurgtfere

used to effect an entrance into the

f

CHAPTER VIIL

now icomprehended that the intruders,
instehd bf' being the General and his
valet) were two burglars who had bro-

OR, THE PLATONIC MARRIAGE. ( 3

course have such finety. Before we
leave we'll ransack the house from tap
to bottom-—and, should any one happen
to pounce upon us, we've got our knives
and pistols, and know how to use
them.” ‘

« 'Phat 'ere’s a fact,” observed Dick,
who being x gentleman of limited pow-
ers of conversation, usually confined
himself to the mere making of brief

ken finth the house for the purpose of| responses to the remarks of kis inore

plunflerjng it; and, disagrecable as was
this jstate of affairs, they both felt that
it was fhr preferable to a visit from the
jealdus hisband. A midright robber is
sometimes less dangerous than an infu-
riated husband who diseovers a lover in
the |bed-chamber of his wife. A mad-
dening| thirst for vengeance is a much
more powerful Jinducement to commit
blogdy|deeds than the mere desire for
plunder. .

he|robber who had been requested
to 4show a glim, (display a light) drew
back the slide of the dark-lantern which
he garfied, and which now revealed the
fortas lof two ruffians of the most repui-
sivé appearance, whose countenances in-
dichtell the depravity of their charac-
, dnd announced them to be fully
capabje of committing the most atro-
cious primes. In these two horrid faces

fluent friend.

« Ah, Dick,” said the first speaker, as
he planted his muddy feet upon o dam-
asl-cushioned chair—* that was a Jucky
day for me when I gave up picking .
rags in the streets, and turned robber
—wasn’t 16 %"

« Prue enough, Mz. Braxley,” replied-
the taciturn Dick, |

The mention of the name Brazley
sent a thrill o ineffable horror through
the frame of Mrs. St..Croix, for, as the
reader may remempber, it was the name
of thk rufianly rag-picker who pretend-
ed to be her father, and from whom
she had escaped six years before, when
she was twelve years of age. Partially
opening her eyes, her worst fears were
confirmed, for she saw that the robber
was indeed the same rag-picking scoun-
drel who had been the terror of her

randed, as if with a red-hot iron, | childood, and whose presence 10w in-

spired her with as much fear as though

ords desperation, cruelty and mur-

he had been the most ferocious of wild

ell, Dick,” said the robber who|heasts. Having but little confidence

had [before spoken, and whose voice|in the pérsonal prowessof Mr. Small-
Mus. |St. Croix fancied she recognized|fry, whom she supposed to be hidden

—“ we've plenty of timg before us, so

under the bed, she felt that she was

sit dgwn upon this here ‘sofa while we | completely in the power of Braxley,

take a pull or {wo ab the brandy-flask.”

whom she knew to be capable of mur-

_ % Apreed,” replied the other; and|dering her in revenge for her having
seatihg himself beside his companion, |deserted him so unceremoniously. Re-

_he dew from his pocket a'flask. This
he applied to his Jips, and, having taken

signing herself to her fate, she closed
ber eyes and awaited her doom with all(

a lofg ‘pull’ he passed it to his com-|the fortitude of which she was mis-

rade] who, when he had sufficiently re- | tress.

{resked himself, remarked—

Dick, whose eyes had been wandering

«'his may turn out to be a good jéb, about the room in search of such port-

Dick, although we haven’t as yet com
acrgss much booty. I wonder wher

e|able articles as might be easily carried
e{off, now fixed his eyes upon the bed,
and for the first time noticed that it was

the |devil they keep their silver plate—

for a stylish crib like this must| of

|

4

occupied. Touching his companion’s
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elbow, he silontly pointed towards Mrs.
8t Croix. Broxley instantly arose
and taking up the lantern, approache(i
the bed. The lady lay motionless
with her eyes closed, and prescntecf
every appearance of heing fast asleep.
Braxley turned the glare of the lan-
tern full upon her countenance, which
he had ne sooner beheld than he started
back in astonishment, at the same time
uttering a frightful oath—for he jn-
stantly recognized, in the occupant of
the bed, the once miserable rag-picking
gitl of whom he claimed to be the
father, and whom he had been indus-
triously searching for. during the six
years which had clapsed since her es-
cape from him.

The phlegmatic Dick was astonished
at the agitation displayed by his associ-
:htzrzzzﬂcnme, and demanded the cause

“ This girl, Dick,” said Braxley, in
explanation of his conduet—*is the
same that I have so often told you
about, and that I have been searchine
for so.long. She ran away six yearbs
%‘??' I've found her at last and now
! :;'t}oglf:rli?’r’ d—n me if I don’t hold !

Dick excented a prolonged whistle, by
way of expressing, without words, but

et i i i i
yet in a forcible manner, his wonder ;! his trusty—follower had evidently i

and Braxsley continued—

‘£ " - . - - B -
Yes, Dick, this is the girl, and I'm |ment's reflection—

bound to make money out of her vet.

upon her night-dress and the sparkling

. et et . : AN A

1
.
]

“ Look hei‘o, Mr. Braxley,” said
Dick, who always treated his associate
with respect, as his superior in ranjc 'LLnd
who was urged by the importance o}"the
oceasion to ubter a speech of unusual
length for him— look here, sir. It
my advice not to carry off this ‘ere gal
no how.  Cause vy ? ‘She vould qcrﬁnm’
and holler out, upon vich tho hinmates
of the 'ouse and the hoflicers would b

jug vithout making no swag. Ve don’s
vant vimmen; theg're plenty enoluqh

any ; ;
yveres; ve|vant money and bo[ohv,

den’t ve 27 -
“But,” remarked Braxley—-" wel can
gag the girl, Land $0 prevent her 'ro‘m
sereaming or making the least nojse ”
“Vell," said Dick—Vot then? Nou
carry her to gur crib, and perhn‘p‘% ride
her away in the cellar all snue and afe
Vot use is she to you then ?” Nmfe' at

all—only a trouble. These here Iri
nobs that sheLlives with ain’ th:lo?nzl?c})
have her‘ Spiri| ed away vithout ma ri\ing
every eflort to find out her vercabouts
They vill offer big revards for her. and
the consckenge vill be, every s'pi fous
house in the |city vill be searclied) she
vill be found] and ‘el vill be pldyed
vith us both. There’s my sentimenté 1 »
Braxley, uTn whom the objections of

. ; v made
some impression, sald, after a f{ew|mo-

u . :
There is reason in what you |say,

- You see that she is as h ¢ i
. _ handsome as a|Dick. It :
I;]igtgfs- Quite Llille lady, too, I swear— | difficult, toﬁo oy aeous, sad pery
eping in a chamber like this, and|how shall I i
leepin, s § unish r dari '
living in grand style. Look at the lace | run away fI'OI}iJ mf: 2 ”her for durg t0

carry the girl off. [But

“Vy,” replied Dick, cooly—%if it

Tings . i
mo;r::] uggnfger ﬁugers, that one's a dlgz- was my case, I'd pht my knife thréurh
mo d;:vil's naTnenc:::i?;ig:Ee t]gut .liow, lﬂ her,heart vile she ."sleeps, and send hber
3 5irike BUC to eaven in Y ‘E'lqy and Co
as mforéable

& streak of luck as to become the inhab- way.” ‘

itant of a styiish erib like this—that's

“Good!” exclaimed Braxley, lwho

what puz

bt Pno s}‘eznlge.I };t;tvn:&miﬁer; s]iie’s wag well pleased [With this atrog¢ious

ine now, _may asg-well awaken |suggestion. Drawing from its sheath 4

e shi-n;f’ atnd give her to understand | long and sharp-poiﬂtaed knife, the ?'lll;;ila:

e huas‘ a:company me—Der fa-|prepared to murder Mrs. St Croix

ok . b .ft,eo 2 place where shewho, with that eﬁtraordinary eeurane
Joy quite 5o many luzuries as|and presence of mind which are spme

she does hera’ **

times produced; even in tunid perpons

i
{
1
!

H

after us, and Lve be took to the stime- -

v
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by ciroumstaﬁces of great peril, continu:
ed to feign slocp, and{awuited the dead-
ly stab with the forﬁ

had relinquished all lope.

Starting up in the bed, she exclaimed--

“Who are you, snd what do you

itude of one who!lere 1

« You shall know presently,” replied

Ravellon, beneath [tho bed, watched | Braxley—¢ but, in the firss place, I

every ovement

eagle eyes,“pnd prepared himself to|n

.of {the ruffians with| must warn you not to make the least

oise, for if you do, I shall be compelled

spring upon Braxley) in case thab des-| o give you a taste of this.”

perate villain shouk really attempt to

exeoute his murderous design. ‘
Draxley raised his weapon high

above the breast of Mrs. 8t. Croix; but,

Here the villain drew forth and dis-

played his knife, ab sight of whicll, Mrs.
St. Croix shuddered and turned pale.

« Do you know me, girl demandad

just as Ravellon was about to spring | Braxley.

upon him with the fury of an enraged

« Alas, yos—too well!” replied the

tiger, he returncd tlld mife to its sheath, unhappy lady, bursting into tears; for

and said, it a tone of decision—

the presence of that horrible man recall-

«T shall not Lill the girl—at allied to her mind the remembrance of the
ovents not here. Dl risk cverything,{miseries which she had suffered in her
and carry her off. You say, Dick, that|childhood.

a large Towaid will | be offered for her
Tecovery.

% (Some, no snivelling 1" cried Braxley,

That's the very thing I want. | brutally—¢ that sort of stuff won't do

As soon as the reward is offered—and | with me, and you know it. " Get up and

it's sure to be twol or three thousand

with these nobs to restore the girl upon
payment of the reward, dnd upon re-
ceiving good assurance that no harm
shall happen to me for having carried

repare t0 accompany me fo your old

home 1"

Not daring to disobey, yet shrinking

from the exposure of “her half-denuded
persom to the gaze of those two ruffians,
Mys, St. Croix arose and began to dress

her off.  Why, Dick, I can claim the | herself, while Braxley and his com-

girl, any how, and the law can’s take | p

ariion amused themselves by, making

her away from me unless I feel disposed | the most obscene allusions to the volup-
to part with her for a consideration, for [tuous form and symmetrical limbs of
T can got plenty of Witnesses t0 swear|the poongyoung lady, whose ears were

that she is my daughter. ‘Whether she

shocked by such indecent language, and

is or not makes no difference, so long as | whose face, recently pale with fear, now

I can purchase the services of good
swearers. Yes, Diel, my mind is made
up; we will carry the girl to our crib,
and, for lending me your assistance,
- you shall share in the profits of the en-
erprise ! "
Dick grumb'led out his thanks, and
declared himself in readiness to obey
the orders of his superior, Laying his
coarse hand upon the alabaster shoulder
of Mrs. St. Croix, Braxley rudely shook
her, at the same time holding his dis-
engaged hand in readiness to place upon
her mouth, in case she should affempt
to scream. _
The young lady pretended to awaken,
and affected the utmost astonishment at

glowed with mortifieation and shame,.

thought she— or he would rush forth
from his place of concealment and ea-
deavor to protect me from the mis
creants.”
“Yow're o nice one” said Braxley,
scornfully—« what d'ye mean by being
guilty of such imgratitude as to Tun
away from me, your father, after I had
fed and clothed you for so long & time,
and learned you s good, respectable
trade? How came you to live in such
a grand establishment as this—eh ¥’
Mzs. St. Croix made no answer, but
continued to dress herself with as mueh

rapidity as possible.

sight of the robbers in her chamber.

+ S0 you're obstinate, and wou't speak,

« Harry is o braggart and a coward,” .
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cht Well, when I get you home, I'll
soon cure you of thatf. A taste of the
rope’s end will bring you to your senses,
I'll swear.  You shall learn to respect
my authority as your father., D—n you,
in spite of all your lady-like acts, you
shall be stripped of your finery and
made to wear the coarse garments suit-
able to your lowly birth and humble
condition.  ¥es; I'll have you in the
streets picking rags again; and D'l take
devilish good care that you don’t give
me the slip the second time. So, you're
dressed, are you, and all ready to go
along with me quietly ¢ Well, now give
me all your jewels, for of course you
must have plenty of such trash.”

Mis. St. Croix submissively handed
_the scoundrel a small key, and pointed
t0 her dressing-case, which Braxley.im-
mediately opened. To his great satis-
faction he found, in addition to a large
assortment of valuable jewelry, a con-
siderable sum of money. These trea-
sures Lie of course transferred to his
pockets. ‘

Diclc now whispered a few. words in
the ear of Braxley, who nodded as if in
approval of a suggestion, and said to the
young lady—- ‘

“ Lydia] before we go, you must show
us where those rich nobs that you are
living with, Jeep their money and plate.
Come, be a good girl for once, and ren:
der me this little piece of service, for
the sake of old acquaintance.”

These words were uttered in a coax-
ing, wheedling tone, which wis so sick-
ening, so hypoeritical, and so|absurdly
unlike Braxley’s usual brutal and im-

erious manner of addressing her, that
Ire. St. Croix was filled Witl‘h disgust,
and she could not restrain her indigna-
tion,

% Do you think, wretch,” she demand-
ed, with a degree of spirit that both
astonished and enraged Braxley—*do
you think that I will become your ac-

complice in plundering the house ?

Never! When you were a rag-picker,
I detested you—but now that You are a
thief, you aré alone worthy of my con-
tempt. Take me, and do with me as

you will—starve me, beat me, %ill me it
you please. But'all the tortures that
you can inflict upén me, will not force
me to become yogr agsoeciate in erime.
Now you understand me, and further
talk is useless.”

“ Brave, heroic creature!™ thought
Ravellon, who was filled with admi-
ration at the courage of the woman
whom he adored, and whoni he resolved
to protect at the hazard of his life.

Braxley, enraged almost to madness
by the cutting words and| haughty tone
of the object of his persecytions, walked
savagely up to her and with his open
hand struck her a severe blow in the
face. Secarcely had he committed this
cowardly and brutal act,

seizing the scoundrel by
writer hurled him to the¢ floor with a
violence that nearly stunned him.

Mrs. 8t. Croix, who for|the first time
became aware that her amorous com-
panion in the dark had been Ravellon,
mstead of Mr. Harry 'Sm%allfi'y, was so
overwhelmed with astonjishment, that
she uttered a loud seream and fainted.

Dick, on seeing his comrade *floored,’
drew his knife and made a desperate
attack upon Ravellon, who with mar-
velous coolness, siezed the/robber by the
wrist and endeavored to gain possession
of the weapon. A desperate struggle
ensued betwecen the twol men. Dick
was the most powerful, l?ut he' was a
great lumbering lout of a fellow, having
but a very limited stock, of courage;
while Ravelion, on the contrary, was
brave, active, and an excellent pugilist.
It was like a combat befween a tiger
and an elephant. The|writer's con-
seiousness -that he was fighting in de-
fence of the woman whom |he loved, gave
him superhuman strength. At length
ke succeeded in wresting the Imife from
the grasp of\ the robber ; jand, the next
moment, the respectable Mr. Dick was
laying upon the floor and weltering in
his blood, his own weayon having been
plunged into his breast by the hand of
Ravellon, inflicting a mortal wound.

The brave writer now determined to

"),.e

-ter for the scoundrel, Braxley, to escape

o
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‘finish| the other ruffian; but, on turn- |assist me in my search, He probably
ing around in order to accomplish that|meant to intimate that Braxley’s den is
laudable purpose, he discovered that|in Commercial street—that beneath a
Mr. Braxley had vanished without going ['trap-door in his place is a dungeon, and
through with the ccremony of bidding !that in the dungeon will be eonfined the
him good bye. Rather shocked at this|objeet of my search.” I'll make a note
evidence of a want of politeness on the [of these things, although there is little
part of so awiable a gentleman as Mr. |danger of my forgetting them.”

Braxley, Ravellon approached the sofa

While Ravellon was engaged in

upon whieh Mrs. 8t. Croix had fallen, |writing a few words in his pocket-book,
when she swooned. But his consterna- | the door was thrown open and General

ed that the lady was gone!

-tion may be imagined when he discover- |St. Croix made his appearance, holding
in one hand a lighted candle, and in the

Having searched the chamber and an |other a pistol. The old gentleman had
adjoining closet wifhout success, Ravel- |been awakened from his voluptuous re-

lon was forced fo arrive at the painful

pose in the arms of the maid Dorothy,

conclusion that Braxley had taken ad-|by the tumultuous noises in the cham-
vantage of Mrs, St Croix’s insensible |ber of his wife; and, rightly judging

condition, to carry her off.

that robbers had broken into the house,

“Yes, exclaimed the writer, as he [he reluctantly tore himself away from

ground his teeth together with impotent the affectionate and ardent embraces of.

fury—*“poor Lydia being senseless, and |his plump and pretty companion, who
I being busily engaged with this fellow | was frightened almost out of her wits.
whom I have slain, it was an easy mat- | The General, who was a brave old fel-

low, notwithstanding his many ridicu-

from the house with his victim in his |lous traits of character, did not pauseto
arms. But, by heavens! I swear that |dress himself, but seizing the candle, he
I will know neither rest or peace until I |hurried to his own apartment, loaded a
have discovered the den of that villain }l){istol, and .made his appearance before

and rescue the object of my love from

avellon m the manner deseribed.

his power. Then will I terribly avenge | Peeping over the General's shoulder
the wrongs which he has inflicted upon | was the fair Dorothy, who, being appre-

my Lydia 1”

hensive with regard to her personal

Here a slight movement made by‘the safety, had closely followed her ancient
dying ¢Dick, arrested Ravellon’s atten- |admirer. She was very scantily attired

- tion ; he approached the poorwreteh and |in a single garment, which displayed ra-

bénding over him with a feeling of pity, | ther more than it concealed ; and, even
heard him gasp forth these disconneeted [t that critical time, Ravellon, who now

words—

saw Dorothy for the first time—for it

" Braxley—Commercial street—trap-|will be remembered that his interview

door—dungeon—search—I'm off ”

change came over Dick's countenance ;
and, in a few moments, he expired.

with her had taken place in the dark—

. During the utterance of these words, | Ravellon, we say, could not help admir -
ing her piquant countenance and het

plump beauties which were so charming

“The poor devil is dead,” thought|ly exhibited. The General,whonaturally
the writer—“and, by killing him—which { supposed Ravellon to be one of the rob
I was of course perfectly justified in bers, took a deliberate aim at him with

doing-—1I have cheated the hangman of

the pistol; and .the poor writer was

a'job at some future time. Well, in his |then in rather 2 dangerous predicament,
last moments he made all the atone-|for the old gentleman was a ‘dead shot,

ment in his power by trying to tell
me where Braxley might be found.

and could snuff a candle at thirty paces.
“My dear sir,” cried Ravellon, with

The little that he was able to say will |hurried politeness— you "will ~greatly

j 3
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oblige meby not pulling that trigger, for
such an act might result in my persona
damage. I am not what you take me
for—allow me to explain”——-

“THxplain " roared the old General,
with an oath—* scoundrel, you bretk in-
to a man’s house. and .even enter the
chamber of his wife, and then when you
are about to veceive the reward of your
villany, you have the cool effrontery to
talk of erplanation ! Wretch, you have
not one minute to live! "

Ravetlon, seeing the necessity of ma-
king a desperate effort 4o save his life,
saddenly sprang forward with such force
and vigor, that the General, taken com-
pletely by surprise, was precipitated to
the floor, as was also poer Dorothy, who
uttered a piercing seream.

In the rum-|thé drenching rain,

THE LADY'S GARTER ;
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street—a portion of the e¢ity which was
then, as it is now, mainly oecupied by
stores and other places of business, with'
herg and there an inferior looking dwel-
ling-house, tenanted by persons of the
lowest class, whose subsistence was prin-
cipaly derived from the neighboring
wharves, on which they gained a preca-
rious living, either by labor or by plunder
—the latler employment, we fear, being
the most prevalent.

Fortunately for Braxley the night was
dark and stormy, and le therefore ran
but little risk of being iutereepted in his
progress with his burden by the wateh-
nmen, who, with a commendable regard
for their precious healths, had retived to
various comfortable places of shelter from
Braxlev was a pow-

pus the pistol was accidentally discharg- | erful man, and carried the lady as easily
ed, for@nately without injuring any one. fas if’ she had been an infant. In abouta
Ravellon bounded down the stairs with | quarier of an Lour he arrived at the place

the agility of an antelope, and. opening | of his abode, which was situated in that -
part of Commercial strect that fronts on

the Yront door, gained the street in safety.

Congratulating  binjself upon his lucky [ihe river near Aunn street.

Descending a

escape, and overcome by the fatigue and long, steep flight of steps, the “villain
excitement which he had experienced, he|knocked in a peculiar manner upon a
repaired to & hotel, procured a chamber, |door, which being opencd, he eutered a
#nd sought the repose which he so much | ecllar of * considerable extent, which was

needed,

CHOATTER IX.

dimly lghted Ly a tallow candle that
burned upon a shelf over the five-place.
Having carefully re-fastened the door,
Braxley rudely threw the form of the stll
insensible Mrs. 8t. Croix upon a wretched
bed in oue corner, and exclaime®—

“ There she is, safe at last, and never

shali she go out of this crib alive, untit
she is redeemed by my receiving her

DESCRIBETH THE HOSPITABLE ABODE AND | weightin silver, atleast. D-n Ler, lugging
THE PLEASANT FRIEXDS OF MR. 6IMON |her such a distance has completely fugyged

BRAXLEY.

1me out.

Wonder what the devil hos

o o become of Dick, and how he made out
Eavivg General St Croix to-discover | with that fellow who appesred so myste-
that Lis wife had disappeared, and to find | Hously frum under the bed, and who, DIl

o ey ]
:nher chamber the deud body of Dick-—{be swern, hud hus hidden himself so as

. . . - .- . - - " [} . + -
Lol of which mysierious circumetances|to dhiave a pleasant litte Interview with

Nt SO S
filied the old chiefiain with the wimost!mv luov Lere.

No mattery Dick must

¢onsternation and astonishment—we will | take care of himself, 1lere, Peg!~—where
for the present follow Mrs. 8t. Croix and |the devil are vou, Peg? Show me the

fer abduetor. i

Ou reaching the street with his jnsen-

icht of vour Leantiful countenance !

* What do you want, Sion Braxley

xsﬂolerl burden,1 Braxley hastened witl ali{demanded tome invisible person, in a
Bpeet towards his den in Commercial' Loarse voice, which procceded from a
E
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. have been bestowed upon her in playful

|
|

dark and remole corner of the cellar,
and then, with shuffling footsteps, the
speaker enforged from the darkness, and
exhibited the form and face of a woman
who might have been in her forty-fifth
year. She was a creature whose appear-
nneo was caleulated to inspire disgust and
torror in the minds of all who looked
upon her. With her bloated form, cloth-
ed in rags that were filthy in the extreme,
she scomed an appropriatg inhabitant of
that squalid, subterrancan den, which
swarmed with rats and other foul vermin
that were engendered by the damp and
pestilential atmosphere. But it was the
woman's face that particularly horrified
every one who gazed upon her, A pro-
fusion of fiery red hair fell in coarse and
tangled masses over her eyes, which ex-
pressed as much cruelty and ferocity as
those of the hyena, that robs the grave
and makes its loathsome meal upon the
bodies of the dead. From her mouth
projected her black and rotten teeth, be-
tween which was now stuck an equall

black and dilapidated pipe, the rank
smoke of which, mingling with her fou]
and diseased breath, created an odor
sufficiently abominable to nauseate any
hog possessing the slightest claims to re-
spectability. This lady’s personal attrae-
tions wére not increased by the circum-
stance of her being destitute of that
convenient and useful feature, a nose—
she having been deprived of hers by the
ravages of disease. This loss was the
cause of her speaking in a hoarse and
snuflling tone of voice, which completed
the extensive catalogue of her charms
and graces. She rejoiced in the elegant
cognomen of ¢ Peg Pickles,! which may

allusion to the sourness of her disposi-
tion; and she occupied the honorable,
but not very lucrative, position of house-
keeper (and occasional mistress /) to Mr
Simon Braxley and such gentlemen ashe
saw fit to receive into his confidence, and
associate with in matters of business.

« What do you want §” again demand-
ed this amiable lady, as'she gazed first at
her partner in crime and then at poor
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able bed, her garments saturated with
the rain, and ber wet hair flowing in dis-
ordér all over her pallid face and snow-
white shoulders,

“ First get mo some brandy, Pe%,” re-
plied Braxley, shaking himself like a
Newfoundland dog that has just come
out of tho water—“and then try and
bring that girl to her senses, Don’t stop
to ask me who shé is ; you shall know all
about her soon, Come, bustle about and
do-as I bid you” ‘

Peg grumbled out some unintelligible
words, and having produced the brandy
bottle—to which Mr. Braxley applied
himself with praiseworthy zeal—she bu-
sied herself with endeavors fo restore
Mrs, St. Croix to a state 5f consciousness.
Some brandy was poured down the throat
of the unfortunate young lady, who soon
began to manifest symptoms of returning
sensibility. At last she opened her
ayes, and gazed with terror upon the
hideous ecountenance of Peg Pickles, who
bent over her, and whose foul breath
sickened her almost to death.

“Where am I?” demanded the poor,
bewildered lady, faintly. '

Braxley advanced to the bed-side, and
Mrs. 8t. Croix felt that his presence was
a sufficient answer to her question.
Shuddering, she reclosed her eyes so as
to shut'out his hated image from her
sight, She knew too well that she was now
completely'in the power of that dreadful
man, although she was of course un-
conscious of everything that had occur-
red since the moment when the unexpect-
ed and startling appearance of Ravellon
in the chamber, had caused her to swoon.

“T tell you where you are,” growled
Braxley, as he'seated himself upon the
side of the bed, and laid his heavy hand
upon the breast of Mrs, St. Croix, prob-
ably by way of enfoscing his remarks and
giving them additional emphasis—* you
are in the humble but snug erib of your
affectionate .father; whose tender heart
you nearly broke by cruelly deserting
him, six years ago, y#t who is now willing
to give you a home.: The circumstances
that restored you to me, Lydia, were

Mrs. St Croix, who lay upon the miser-

strange and most forjunate. Now, it de-
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pends altogether upon your rich friends
whether you remain with me, or return
to them. If they think it worth their
while to come down handsomely—sar,
with two or three thousand—they chn
have you ; otherwise, you stay here and
keep company with Peg Pickles, who, al-
though she is immoderately fond of
brandy and tobacco, takes no snuff, hav-
ng lost the receptacle for the same—ha !

V'S GARTER:

about him whatever, and suggested that
he must have been some villain who had
thus secreted himself for the purpose of
committing robbery, or outrage. This
suggestion was received by Braxley with
a smile of ineredulity, for he firmly be-
lieved that the man who had attacked Lim
and his comradg was a lover of Lydia’s,
H(_)wever, be. did*not care to dispute the
point; but, having made the young lady

gk o e e

- draughts of brain-maddening brandy?
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OR, THE PLATONIC MARRIAGE.

transpired; and, if her soul sickened
within her at the obscene language that
was used, how must she have been) hor-
rified when she beheld those hideous
women and those frightful meu inldu]g-
ing in the most loathsome actions that|ed
could be prompted by unbridled | lust,ior
when stimulated by copious and- fiery

Yes, unrestrained by each other's pres-
ence, those wretches perpetrated atroci-

several of the crew lay
berths. .

could lay my hands on,’
drel-—* [ set fire to the cibin and decamp-

39
asleep in their

the booty that T

“ Having secured all
gaid the stoun-

. iThe whole party was either burned
suffocated to death, and the newspapers

came out and said that the firo must have
been the result of their own gross caveless-
pess, D—d good joke, wasn't it "

These interesting reminiscences, and

others of a similar character, were warmly

ties which we dare not describe. The
applauded by the company, every,member

1 ha b i i ; ;
ha! hal—and who is a very nice, agree- give him the General's diamond’ ring

-

able lady, as her looks indicate. She
will be a sort of step-mother to you,
Lydia.” '

Oh!™ cried Mrs. 8t. Croix, eagerly—
“T entreat you to go or send immediately
to my hus——that is to my friends, and
I am sure that ihleyr will instantly pay

from her finger, he ‘told her to sleep, if
shie could, adding, that she should not be
disturbed. Mz, Braxley then retired to a
distant corner of the room with Miss Peg
Pickles; -and, the amiable and well-
matched couple proceeded to eat, drink,

elegant education which Mrs. St. Croix
had received, and the refinement which
had been imparted to her mind and
tastes, by associating with the most ele-
vated eircles of society during the pre-
ceding six years, poorly qualified her to
contemplate such a peculiarly horrible

of which was fully eapable of appreciating
any narrative involying crime.” The ladies,
too, contributed their mite towards the
general entertainment ; but as their anec-
dotes and personal recollections partook:
largely of the objectionable ingredient of

; o wha and smoke with a relish that was inspired 4 '
! %heywamte;:;xzef;n rgﬁuarﬁgyg%::: nd bjil their affectionate regamd for each v scene as was presented to her gaze in the | obscenity, we shall be obliged to omit
,;! of no consequence to them compar d y-t]}f other, and by the agreeable prospect of cellar of Simon Braxley, Closing her|them.
iy my safety, for the have becogie ¢ re‘ztl gﬁk}“g a good speculation out of poor oyes, she shut out the awful spectacle| Mr. Simon Braxley being loudly called
i attached to mo nd will 2o to f‘;l ex}f i?’dm, who, _nOththStaﬂdH}g the horrors from her vision : but she could not close{upon to relate some of his personal ads.
? pense in order to lecover mg” 7 01 hf[:)r situation, soon fell into an uueasy her ears to the blasphemy, the villanous| ventures, told the following story, to
E “Don’t be in such & hurry to lea slumber, which was visited by the most flash songs, and the shockingly obscene | which Mirs, St. Croix listened with the
4 your doting father” said B XI ive | frightful drea}ns. - language that seemed to render the at-|most breathless interest.

: the most g;ovo];i . Sm] ra.\f{, with{  After sleeping for the space of about mosphere even of that vile place more '
: walt un tilpa e g 9?3 B_ESS—E must| half an hour she was iw:akened by the foul and pestilential than it otherwise

your recover '—Et‘ E.W&]-H bls g e r'ed for) sounds of boisterous mefriment and roars would have been. These monsters of in- —_—

me to go fgr’war nw('; ﬁ? ¢ f time for of laughter. = Opening Lier eyes, she saw, - iquity, whose trades were robbery and

° ng; ) forkarg and offer to restorein a remote part of the cellar, a large murder, serupled mot to boast openly of '

Chi eny you must make up)company of men and women surround- ty their exploits in both departments of CHAPTER X.

your mind to stay here, and be as con-
tented as possible And now tell me
how you happenefl to ring én among
these rich nobs; |and also explain the
reason of that fellow’s being hidden un-

ing a great round table, and engaged in
drinking and smoking.| The men were
all ruffians of the lowest and most des-
perate class; while the(women were fil-
thy and repulsive looking creatures, ev-

fheir ¢ business) ~One scoundrel told of a
poor, halfintoxicated sailor whom he
met one dark night upon a wharf, and
who had that day been paid his hard-
earned wages.

MRS, 8T, OROIX MAKES 4?&' APPALLING DI

COVERY.

« SixrEEN years ago,” began the res-

pectable Mr. Braxley, who, being some-
what elevated with liquor,"was disposed
to be communicative— I stole an arti¢le
which 'the owners would not have sold for
a hundred thousand dollars—and yet
many poor people, who possess articles of
precisely the same deseription, would
gladly give them away if they could find
anybody to take them. Now, ladies and
gentlemen, what think you that article

“ He was going to his vessel,” said the
ruffian, whose piratical, blood-thirsty looks
would have appalled the stoutest heart—
“he was more than half-seas over, and I
knew that he had plenty of. dlunt about
him, for I had been drinking with him all
day. Well, T gave him a rap on the head
with my slung-shot, which laid him out;
then I rified his peckets and tumbled his
carcass into the rivert When the body

idently of ‘the most abandoned charac-

der your bed. Comme, begin!”
ter. l

Mrs, 8t. Croix, ashamed to confess that
- she was the wife of a man old enough to
- 1. be her grandfather| did not informl Brax-

These wretches were the associates
of Braxley and Peg Pickles; and, bhaving
finished their night's work of robbery,
dock-thieving and 16w prostitution, they
had, as was their custom, come to make
merry in the den of Braxley, who kept a
sort .of tavern for theill(accommodation,

loy of the fact of her being marrjed, al-
though she knew that in all probability
ke would eventual!y become acquainted
She merely re-
lated to him, that havieg found a valu-

gl and who took good
able ring in the strget, she had restored it who took good care to make them

pay for the vile liquors and other ‘re-

to its owner, an old/ gentleman, who, in-
terested by her appearance, had kindly
taken her under his protection, educated
her, and provided Ler with a comfortable
and luxurious homle. In relation to the
man who had been concealed under the

with that circums}nce.

freshments’ with which lle supplied them,
As the corner in which Mrs. St. Croix
lay was enveloped in dprkness, none of
the company could see! her; and none,
with the exception of Braxley and Peg
Pickles, knew of her| presence. She,

bed, she protested that she knew nothing

however, could distinctly see all* that

e i 40

"

was discovered, a coroner’s inguest was
held over it, and the verdict was, ¢ found
drowned. Ha, ha, ha!” '

Another villain related the cireumstance
of his once having stealthily entered tke
gabin of a vessel in which the captain and

.
3 panbis ¥ el Lt O & i W
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Not one of the company could guess;

and Mr. Braxley, with a smile of pity at

their stupidity, proceeded to explain i—
“ Tt was a child that I stole—a girl just

about two years old, a beawtiful little

) ihirimes
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creature belongqu to oné of the vichest

and most aristoeratic families in Boston.

I was then nothing but a miserable rag-

picker, although you all know that I have
‘had a good education. How I became
reduced to the rag-picking profession has
nothing to do with my story. Thank
heaven! I am no longer a degraded
gatherer of street rubbish, but a respect-
able thief. Well, I'll tell you how I came
to steal the child. I was one day pursu-
ing my rag-collecting occupation in a
street where none but wealthy people
dwell. ~Seeing the door of a handsome
house standing invitingly open, with no
person in sight, I slipped in, for even at
that time I occasionally did a little in the
pilfering line, and never missed a good
chance to make 5 Aaul. Noiselessly en-
tering a splendid parlor, I looked hastily
around, but saw nothing that I could con-
veniently carry off, with the exception of
the miniature of a child, set in gold, which
lay upon the table. Thrusting this minia-
ture into my pocket, I turned to leave, as
¥ was fearful of being detected ; when for
the first time I saw, Iying fast asteep upon
a sofa, a little girl whom I instantly knew
to be the original of the portrait whieh I
had taken. The child was surpassingly
beautiful, and it’ occurred to me that by
taking possession of her I might contrive
to extort a handsome sum of money from
her parents or friends, upon condition of
restoring her to them. No sooner thought,
than done. Taking the child geutly up
in my arms, so as not to awaken her, I
wrapped my old canvass bag around lrer

[ rag-picker of her, and kept her with me
until she reached the age of twelve, when
she contrived to give me the stip, just as
I was beginning to think about dressing
her up and selling her to any rich and
amorous old eodger who would have given
a high price for so beantiful a young girl
as she was.”

“I remember the gal well,” remarked
an ancient dock-thief with giay hair and
a wooden leg—* and I recoilect, Simon,
how you raved and swore when you found
that she had run away. But telf us wh ¥
you didn' sell her back to her parents
and poeket a good round sum by the op-

stole the child.”

“Tll tell you," replied Braxley, after
indulging in'a copious draught of brandy.
“_ Having the child securely in my posses-
sion, I immediately began to make in-
quiries concerning her relatives ; and, as
these inquiries wers mado through “an-
other persom, whom I employed as a kind
of agent to act for me, no suspicion was
directed towards me. I coutrived to learn
this much: that the child’s name was
Lydia—but this I knew before, as that
name was engraved upon the back of tha
minfature which I had stolen, and which
I Lave carefully preserved, for it may be
of use to me some day. I also ascertain-
ed that the child’s father was dead, and
that her mother was lying at the point of
death ; her health had always been rather
feeble, and the mysterious abduction of
her little daughter so completely pros-
trated her that the physicians pronounced

tiny form, for the purpose of sereening her | her recovery hopeless, A large reward

from observation. This done, I stepped

was offered in the newspapers for the lost

out with all possible haste, and hurried to | child; but my trusty agent, in whom I
my erib with my prize, who was still! could place thie most implicit confidence,
asleep when I yeached hiome. ‘Well, ladies | warned me. not to go forward to restore
and gentlemen, to make 2 long story|the child and claim the reward—s for,
short, I reared the giyl, and tried to make ) said he, ‘T am satisfied that if you were
her think that T was her father;—but, | to do 50, you would be immediately taken
devil take Ler, I don't think she ever be- into custody, and your only reward would
lieved me, for she doubtless felt the aris-| be a residence of several years within the
tocratic blood that flowed in her veins, | walls of the State Prison at Charlestown.!
and perhaps that mysterions thing called | I took the int, and kept shady, Soon I
tnstinct told her that no relationship ex-|learned that the childs mother had died);

isted between us.
M

b

3

However, I made a'she was then an orphan, and I came to

™

eration, as you intended to do wher you:

Y

* keep him, he said, from becoming 2 beg-

OR, THE PLATONIC MARRIAGE.

the conclusion that there was no one left

: ily secrets.
who cared sufficlently for her to pay any f:‘:l?; E{qe old Geeneral

iy ~
ly to care a curse for his grand-daughter,
she being the fruit of his son’s marriage,

considerable sum for her restoration! even
had it been safe to step forward in the

Out of revenge he

41

You now understanu

revealed all.these
Jould not he like-

matter, which it certainly was not. Finally she belng the B terly opposed.”

I determinad to bring up the child as my

« H{aven't you been able to find any

Oun, Rl e o Bt she traces of the whereabout of this girl—

said, to some wealthy libertine. Dut she
upset toat caleulation by running away at
the age of twelve.”

this Lydia, since she ran away from

" asked one of the company. .
% N o,z"’sgeplied Braxley, who did not

. . s " .
 Hagn v she got any rolations living ! choose to state the fact that Liydia wasg

ked the gentleman with a wooden leg.
" Yes,” tgeplied Braxtey—* she has a
grandfather, a rich old General named
St. Croix, who lives somewhere here in
the ocity, but I do not know what strect
he resides in. I dom’t believe that je
cares a straw for the girl. You see, the
General many years ago was presented
with a son by a young lady whom he
had seduced, and who died in giving
the infant birth. Well, the General
brought up the boy carefully, as if he
had been the legitimate offspring of an
honorable marriage, bestowing upon him
his own name of Arthur, and sparing
neither pains nor expense to educate
and make a finished gentleman of him.
When young, Arthur reached the age of
manhood, he fell in love with and mar-
ried a beautiful but poor girl, who had
nothing to recommend her bub ,her
loveliness and her virtue. There’s a
fine moral sentiment for you, ladies and
gentlemen | The General was strong-
Iy opposed to this marriage, and, when
he heard of it, he grew desperataly an-
gry, as all rich fathers do when their
sons marry young ladies without for-
tunes. The General sent for his son,
and gave him a large sum of money to

ar; he then drove the young man from
%is presence, saying— Let me never

Aoal ' wvife,
gsec you again, nor your pauper wile, g

f the brats that may springita
nor any o Frox?x 3
that day the father and son were stran-
gers toyeach other. All these particu-
fars were derived from a servant “‘rho
had long been in the St. Croix's family,

from your disgraceful union.’

in his possession—¢ I have never heard
from tlﬁa girl, and never expect to. Well,
let her go to the devil—I shall not
bother myself any more about heri
Come, lads and lasses, take & drink a}
round at my expense, and then let’s
‘have a song.”

This proposition was received With

the most tumultuous applause; and then

the gentleman with the wooden leg pro-
céeded to enliven the company by ma-
king a vocal effort which contained about
as much melody as would be produced
by the filing of a saw, combined with the
howling of an insane mastiff

Vain would it be for us to attempt to
deseribe the emotions created within the
breast of Mrs. St. Croix, while listening
to Braxley's narrative, which filled her
with consternation, astonishment a_nd
horror; and no wonder—for the un-
happy young lady had become aware of
the appalling fact that she had marrried
her grandfather! The contemplation of
such a monstrous and unnatural connec-
tion bewildered and stupefied her, and
her reason threatened to give way be-
neath the crushing blow. No longer
did she hear the obscene songs, the ri-
bald jests, the horrid oaths, the boister-
ous laughter of the abandoned wretch-
os who were assembled in tbe cellar—
for her mind and soul were entirely
n up with the dreadful reflection
her husband was her grandfather.
ut one ray of comfort partially dis-
pelléd the darkness that prevailed with-
in her breast, when she remembered
that her marriage with General Bt

tha

and who had at last been diseharged on
aocount of having committed a theft.

i 5 f form
Croix had been a meré matter o .
and that her connection with the old
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gentleman had always been strictly Pla-
fonte. This reflection, we say, some-
what cheered her even in that place
and under those circumstances; and
most fervently and sincerely did she
thank Heaven for having been preser-
ved from the perpetration of a erime the
most shocking and unnatural that can

" possibly be conceived.

The drunken and obscene orgies of
Braxley and his guests were protracted

. until day-light, whick, feebly struggling

down into the cellar through a small
hole and dirty window, revealed a most
disgusting scene. Stupefied by drink,
and worn out by the mad excitement in
which they had all participated, the fil-
thy revellers, both male and female, lay
scattered about the floor Iike so many
swine, their red bloated and villanous
countenances, and their unclean, ragged
and foulsmelling garments, forming a
spectacle which few people could have
gazed at without experiencing a nau-
seating feeling of sickness, something
similar to that which would be produced
oy the contemplation of a charnel house
illed with decaying corpses.

MF. Simon Braxley was the first one
to awalken from his unhallowed slum-
bers. 'The proceedings of this gentle-
man were peeculiar, and semewhat sus-
picious. Having shaken himself and
removed the cobswebs from his throat by
a prolonged application to the brandy
bottle, he began a playful and yet a
thoroughly business-like investigation
of the contents of his guests’ pockets.
Having seized upon-and confiscated all
the money and valuables which he could
find—and which didn't quite amount to
the fortunes of the Rothschilds—Mr.
Braxley procured a bucket of rather
dubious water and soused it over the
sleeping ladies and gentlemen, who, as
they started up rubbing their eyes,
grumbled and swearing, were greeted
by the worthy landlord with the follow-
ing salutary advice :—

“ Come, gentlemen of the wharves and
ladies of the pave, don't snooze there all
day, but go out and look for your honest

|
living. Come, tramp—right about face
—march !”

CHAPTER XIL
THE DUKGEON BENEATH THE CELLAK.

Tuxs guests of Mr, Braxley having re
luctautly taken their departure, that
worthy gentleman and the amiable Peg
Pickles sat down to their morning re.
past, which chiefly consisted of red he
rings and raw brandy. During the qr -
gress of the feast, Simon and Peg delib-
erated as to what was best to be done
with Lydia St. Croix; and it was socljn
concluded to place her for safe keepinig
in the dungeon beneath the cellar. |

 She will there be snug and out
sight,” remarked Mr. Braxley— anc
should the officers of justice, or any
other persons, come here to search after
her, the will be unable to find the
place of her concealment. Besides, 'tis
not by any means desirable that our
customers who come here every night
should see the girl or know of her pres-
ence, for, in cast of a reward being of-
fered for her, some of them might go
forward and betray me, securing the re-
ward for themselves, while I would be
ruined. Yes, the girl must become the
occupant of the dungeon, there to re-
main until T ecan dispose of her to good
advantage.”

“ That's right,”” souffled out .Peg
Pickles, approvingly—-* but what in the
world can have become of Dick, your
pal? Very likely the poor devil has
Jbeen taken and gagged. I hope he
won't betray you.”

“ He has got into some kind of
trouble, that's certain,” said Braxley—
“ or else he would have been here, long
before this, I was obliged to leave him
in rather a dangerous predicament, and
the probability is that he has either
been killed or taken prisomer, At all

events, [ don't think that he would dare

¥
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1
to betray me, for he knows (very well
that in cage he did so, I would cut his
throat at the very first opportunity.”

Mus. St. Croix overheard tliis eonver-
sation, and shuddered at the #ention of
the dungeon; but, knowing fhe impos-
sibility of turning the villain Braxley
from his purpose by entreatids or pray-
ors, she determined to meet her fate
with firmness, trusting that death would
soon terminate her sufferings and release
her from a world, of which she had re-
cently grown very weary.

Having sufficiently refreshed himsell,
Mr. Braxley gave some directions to
Peg in a low tone of voice)and then
went out for a morning walk, leaving
Lydia alone with that frightful woman,
who naturally inspived her with the
utmost horror and aversion, Peg light-
ed her pipe, and seating herself close to
the bed-side of Lydia, abapdoned herself
to the soothing influence of the weed,
fixing, meanwhile, her reptile-like eyes
upon the beautiful but sorrowful orbs of
the young lady, who soon felt like the
charmed bird when it is under the dead-
ly fascination of the serpent’s gaze. In
vain did poor Lydia try to avert her
looks ‘or close her eyes; the steady
glare of that loathsome woman's opties
seemed to rehder her perfectly power-
less. Peg, inwardly chuckled at the ef~
feet which her continued stare was evi-
déntly producing upon the sensitive
creature who lay helpless before her,
smoked away with such surprising vigor
that her hideous head was enveloped in
a thick cloud, through which, however,
gleamed her malignant eyes like two
balls of fire shining through an almost
impenetrable fog.  Peg, at last, grew
musical ; and, in her snufling tones—
we cannot really find or invent any
other word to apply to her voicc—she
began to warble, with all the grace and
expression ‘of a vocal bull-frog, a song

cqumencing thus:—

# 1 know that I am beaatiful,
1 know that I am fiir-~
That Grecian is my wellk-formed nove,

and irresistibly ludicrous when sung by
a lady with red hair and no nose, that
Mrs. St. Croix, despite her situation,
could scarcely refrain from laughing—
Peg noticed that the young lady had
considerable difficulty in suppressing
her merriment—and the horrible woman
frowned frightfully, as she muttered
something about making some folks
laugh on the wrong side of their mouths,
before long.

Having smoked her fill, Peg now
manifested a desire to engage in conver-
sation, :
“ Young woman,” said she—* I s'pose
you think that you are very handsome.”

Lydin, anxious to propitiate the wo-
man if possible, meekly replied—

“T have not the vanity to consider
nyself any better looking than the aver-
age of females.” .

u Have you had many lovers ¢’ de-
manded Peg. - ‘

“ Not one, I assure you,” replied -

Lydia, with an assumed air of candor.

“ That is strange,” quoth the noseless
interrogator— for, after all, you are far
from being bad-looking. Nay, some
amorously inelined men might even be
tempted to call you decidedly pretty. I
used to be very handsome myself, once;
my hair was auturn, instead of red, my
complexion was fresh and fair, my
cheekks were rosy, and my teeth were
white and even; my nose, too, which
has since been injured by an dccident,
was then straight and well-formed. I
had Jovers in abundance—sweet fellows,
too, with delectable persons and pockets
lined with yellow gold—bright, glitter-
ing gold, that clinked so merrily as it
fell into my outstretched hand. Oh,
those were the times, when I dressed in
silks, and satins, and fine linen, and
slept on a soft bed, and lived on dain-
ties, and drank rich wines out of a silver

cup! Every night I went to a ball, or -

the theatre, with some one of my lovers,
who were all jealous of each other on my
account, and could have ‘torn each
other’s hearts out! Well, well; those

T et e e ey aon it
]

And ravén is my haic.” . i
' bright days have passed and gone for k
These words became so particularlylevér, and I am now the companion of a '
.
v
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thief and the inhabitant of a dirty cellar,
I know that I have grown very ugly, but.
my passions remain as strong as ever,
and brandy is the idol of my worship,
for, while I am under its dreamy influ-
ence, I can fancy that L am once more
handsome, and gay, and surrounded by
fawning lovers, who-would kiss my feet
to obtain from mc a favor, or. even a
smile, But my heart )yhus become as
hard as a reck, and sueh silly senti-
ments as pity and mergy, can find no
place within it, so fiercety do I hate the
whole human race "

If it was detestable to hear that old
hag boast of her former beauty and ber
nrany lovers, it was perfectly frightful to
avitness the fierce energy with which she
declared her hatred townrds all man-
kind, and proclaimed the stony hard-
ness of her heart.

Miss Pickles now beeame inquisitive,
and asked Lydia how she eame {0 be so
fortunaté as to secure the affcctionate
regard of the wealthy people among
whom slie had been living—who those
people were, and what were their names
—how much money they were worth,
and what amount they generally kept in
the house—and a hundred other ques-
tions wliich female curiosity could aloné
have sullrgested; for Peg was a woman,
after all, although sve admit that she
was rather a hard specimen of her sex.
Mrs, St{ Croix, however, purposely an-
swered [all these inquiries in a very
vague gnd unsatisfactory manner, so
that Miss Pickles was' very little the
wiser onfaccount of what information she
received. This somewhat enraged the
good lady ; and, with an cath, she com-
manded| Liydia to get up and prepare to
be accommodated with quarters which
were less comfortable than those sh
then ocgupied. e

“ Tl soon cure you of your obs‘inacy,”
said the| hag—*your fine, stuck-up airs
won't do here, I promise you, A few
weeks passed in darkness, on a bed of
straw, and a diet of bread and water,
will brﬂng you to your senses, and teach
'you to feturn proper answers to such rea-

tonalile| questions as may be addressed to
A

ir
'

you. DBesides, I have my man’s orders
to place you in the dungeon. So get

for I warn you that I am more savage
than a wild-cat when my blood is.up !

Poor Lydia, seeing the folly of at~
tempting to resist that abominable wo-
man, who was as physically powerful as
she was personally hideous, submissively
obeyed, and avose from the wretched bed
with difficulty, for she felt both weak and
ill.  Still, howevey, she retained within
her breast a feeling of pride, which kept
her from humbling herself before the
hag by vainly imploring for merey. Deg
Pickles now compelled her to take off
the elegant garments in which she was
attired, and then made her clothe her-
self in a mean, coarse garb, The wretch
next took possession of the young lady's
ear-rings, which were of great value,
and which had escaped the notice of Mr.
Simon Braxley. . '

“ Now, your ladyship,” said Peg, with
mock polileness, as she lighted a candle—
“if you will do me the honor te follow
e, I will conduct you to your future
abode. You can inspect its convenient
arrangements, and take immediate pos-
session, if it suits you; but not for the
world would I compel you to hire the
place against your will—Oh, no! Your
rent will be very reasonable, and your
unpretending but wholesome meals will
be regularly furnished you at a mod-
erate rate. Do not fear that you will be
lonesome in your new home ; for I assure
you that you will have plenty of com-
pany, as the apartment swarms with cer-
tain playful little animals which you vul-

you tuin pale —and well you may, obsti-
nate hussey that you are, for you are
about to become the inmate of a dun-
geon a thousand times more gloomy and
terrible than was ever depicted in.a ro-
mance. Come, follow me, or I will drag
you along by the hair of your head!”
In the centre of the cellar was a trap-
door, so artfully constructed in the floor
that, unless a very successful search wers
made, it would have escaped the notica

of any person unacquainted with its ex-

up, and do not oblige me to use violenee, .

gar people call rats, Ah!you shudder— ..
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istence. Tog raised this trap-door with
some difficulty ; and the unhappy Lydia
shuddered as she looked down into a
dark pit which reminded her of the fan-
cied entraneo to the infernal regions, and
whicﬂ suggested thoughts of  horror,
starvation, and a Jingering, miserable

-death. The bottom of this vault, or dun-

geon, was reached by means of a ladder,
which Peg compelled the shiinking and
trembling Lydia to deseend, while she
fullowed, bearing the light. Ilaving
with great dificulty arrived at the bot-
tom of the ladder, Lydia stepped upon
the damp ground, which yielded beneath
her feet, like the mud of the streets. This
excessive dampness was caused by the
close vicinity of the river. The vault
corresponded in extent with th? cellar
above ; its rough stone walls wefe green
and slimy, and the air was foul and pes-
tiferous in the extreme—so much so, in-
deed, that the flame of the candle which
Peg held flickered, and seemed about to
become extinguished.

“Follow me, your ladyship,” said the
hag, in the same jeering tone which she
had before spoken—“ and I will conduct
you to your voluptuous couch, on which
you may repose in luxurious indolence as
often as you choose, Oh, you will have

. grand times here, my lady, surrounded

by darkness, solitude and a legion of
rats!” .
With these words, the heartless mon-
ster, and foul libel upon the sacred name
of woman, conducted her sobbing vie-
tim to a corner of the dungeon where was

piled up a heap of old boards and other

. rubbish, forming a rude sort of platform,

on which had been placed a quantity of
not particutarly clean straw,

* There's your bed, and youw’d better
scramble into it while the light is here,
for you won't be able to reach it in the
darkness,” said Peg, dismissing all her
mock civility, and speaking in a basty,
impatient tone, for she felt anxious to get
out of that horrible place, the rank, pu-
trid atmosphere of ‘which oppressed and
nauseated even her, accustomed as she

“'was to the combination of abominable

odors that prevailed in the cellar above.

I will ie me down there to die)
murmured Lydia; and having mounted
the platform  with difficuity, she threw
*herself upon the straw and covered her
weeping eyes with her hands. :

“You can die or live, just as you see
fit; it makes no difference to me;” and
with these words Peg Pickles ascended
the ladder, which she drew up after her,
in order to render Lydia's escape impos-
sible. The trap-door was’then closed,
and the ill-fated young lady was left
alone with the darkness, the solitude,

and her own despairing thoughts.

She coutd not help contrasting the -

overwhelming miséries of her situation
with the comforts and luxuries which she
had so recently enjdyed, and from which
sho had so crueily been torn, Then she
thought of Philip Ravellon, who had, in
the darkness, 8o successfully personated
the simpleton, Smallfry, and who came
0 very near actomplishing a triumph
over her, What would Ravellon think
of her, after thus becoming acquainted
with her frailty? And how had he ob-
tained a knowledge of her appointment
with Smallfry, which had enabled him
(Ravellon) to visit her in place of the
unsophisticated youth ? What had De-
come of Philip? Perhapshis daring ad-
venture had involved him in trouble,
from which he might find it diflicult to
extricate himself. But, if he, had es-
caped in safety from the General's house,
would he got make every effort to dis-
cover the place of his friend Lydia's con-
cealment, and rescue her from the power
of Braxley, and from the dreadful place
in which she was imprisoned

These thoughts passed through the
mind of Lydia, and served in some de-
gree to draw her attention away from the
horrors that surrounded her. A faint but
genial ray of hope began to dawn upon
her dark and despairing soul ; for she felt
within her a mysterious presentiment
that Ravellon was destined to become her
deliverer. Not only 'did she forgive him
for the imposition which he had practised

upon her on the preceding night—and -

which- had come so very mnear being
crowned with complete success——but she

[
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admired the daring and romantic nature
of the a}venture, which was in such ex-

act accordance with her own wild and ey-
ratie disposition. .

“Philip must love me very dearly,”
thought |Lydia—* te dare so much in.
order to; achieve over me an amdrous
conquesi! Ah! why did those odious
robbers !come to interrupt our bliss!
The line was passed—the climax once
attained| I feel that I could have aban-
doned myself with Philip to all the de-
lirious joys of love. I now despise and
detest that Smallfry, and wonder at my
folly in|conceiving even a temporary
passion for him. How superior to him
is Philip! How deeply and thought-
fully expressive are his eyes! What a
strange,jirresistible fascination there is
in his hdlf-melancholy, yet tender smile |
How brilliant is his conversation, and
how gricefnl are all his movements.
True, his countenance is not what the
world would call handsome, but in my
eyes it Js beautiful, for it indicates the
nobility| of his soul and the sterling
quality bf his intellect. Dear Ravellon,
my acguaintance with him has been
very short, and yet I feel that he has
already become very dear to me. Yes
—it is useless to conceal or deny the
revelations of my own heart, which tell
me that I love Philip=dearly, devoted-
ly love'him! Ah! I could dwell con-
tentedly, happily in this dreadful place,
during the remainder of my life, if
Philip were only here to support me
with his encircling arm and to breathe
into my ear words of tenderness and
love! Something tells me that e will
ere long release me, and that his elo-
quent lips will be the first to weleome
me back to the bright sun-shine, the
free air, and happiness. Yes, L shall be
happy again—happy with Philip; for
my unnatural union with General St,
Croix—my grandfather—can casily be
dissolved, and then there will be no ob-
stacle in the way of my bestowing my
hand upon Ravellon. Courage, Lydia!
thy woes will soon be terminated, and
then, united to the man of thy choice,
thou shalt enter upon a career of unal-

cold with fright,

loyed bliss which the rocollection of
these dark hours will immeasurably en-
hance " ‘ .

These cheering thoughts fell upon
Lydia’s bruised and wounded heart like
healing balm ; and she continued to 1n-
dulge in them until she fell into a sweet
sleep and dreamed of happiness and—
Ravellon,

When she awoke, her tender limbs,
which for six years had been aceustom-
ed to repose every night upon a couch
of down, ached painfully on account of
the hardness of her bed of straw. The
dampness of the vauli, too, caused her
to shiver with the cold, while the un-
wholesame air sickened her drcadfully.
In vain did she now strive to forget her
sufferings by summoning up such pleas-
ant thoughts as had cheered her, prior
to her slumbers; those thoughts refused
to come at her bidding, and she could not
escape from the awful realities of her
situation. A new horror, of the most
appaling description, soon presented it-
self, causing the blood of Lydia to run
_ It was not without
good reuson that Peg Pickles had spo-
ken of her victim's being obliged to
keep company with a legion of rats.
Vast numbers of those loathsome ani-
mals, driven up from the neighboring
docks by the rising of the tide, now en-
tered the vault through the erevices in
the walls, making their presence known
by their pattering noise and their horri
ble squeaking. These creatures were
of enormous size, and hunger made them
as ferocious and almost as fermidable
and dangerous as a pack of famished
wolves. Lydia séreamed with horror
and affright, when a number of them
leaped upon her person, and she felt
their damp 4nd loathsome bodies pass-
ing over her face. Endowed with the
courage of desperation, she siezed a
stiek which fortunately lay near her,
and with it drove away the vermin.
For hours was she compelled to battle
with the hideous intruders, which rc-
newed their attack as often as they were
driven off, seeming 'determined to de-

vour her alive. At length, however,
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when she was completely exhausted and
about to abandon herself to the sharp
teeth of her voracious antagonists as the
easicst means of escaping from her mise-
ries, the falling off of the tide caused
the rats to withdraw from the vault, in
order to banguet upon sueh offal as was
left by the receding waters. Thus was
she relieved, for a time at Jeast, from a
danger that would have appalled the
stoutest heart.

In that abode of eternal darkness,
Liydia was of course uneonscious of the
progress made by time in it8 unceasing
flight. She bad no means of ascertain-
ing whether day or night reigned in the
world beyend the confines of her gloomy
prison; but, when ghe heard the sounds
of singing and laughter made by Mr.
Braxley's patrans overhead, she natural-
Iy supposed that the hour of midnight
had passed. ‘

After a while, Peg Pickles descended
into the dungeon, bearing a light and a
small quantity of bread and water.
Having placed the provisions upon the
platform, the infamous hag was about to
retire without uttering a single word,
when poor Liydia, in a feeble tone, beg-
ged that the light might be left with
her, as it might proteet her from the
horrible vermin with which the vault
was infested. Miss Pickles thereupon
endeavored to throw into her battered
visage an expression of lofty and ineffa-
ble scorn; but the atterapt was a de-
cided failure, it being difficult if not im-
possible for an individual whose counte-
nance is not ornamented with a nose, to
nxpress the emotion of contempt with
any degree of melo-dramatic effect. Peg
was therefore obliged to content herself
with bestowing upon her hapless victim
2 shower of foul curses and vile epithets,

@ cheek " and, having exhausted her vo-
cabulary of choice phrases, she withdrew,
and the unfortunate young lady was
again alone. »

OHAPTER XII.
THE GRAYE IN THE GARDEN,

Arrer Ravellon had so narrowly es-
caped being killed by the pistol of Gen-
eral St. Croix, in the manner related by
us in a former chapter, the venerable
old chieftain approached the bed of his
wife, expecting to find her there in a
state of great alarm, for he firmly be-
lieved Ravellon to be a robber-—proba-
bly the same one who had, on.a former
oceasion, been hidden in the chimney.
The old gentleman had not the faintest
suspicion that our hero was a lover, in-
stead of a midnight marander. He would
have regarded ihe lover as a far more
dangerous enemy than the burglar.

.The General, on finding the bed emp-

den herself, and accordingly, aided by
Dorothy, {who, it will be remembered,
had followed her ancient admirer to the
chamber,) he began a careful search for
the missing lady. This search was of
course unsuceessful.

“ I understand it all," said the Gen-
cral, in accents of grief—%one of the
robbers, for there must have been seve-

Lydia, and I shall probably never be-
hold her again. Good God! what have
we here ¢ :

This exclamation was caused by the
General's nearly stumbling over the dead
body of Dick, the corirade of Braxley,—
Dorothy set up a scream, and throwing
herself into a chair, proceeded with great
deliberation and industry to work herself
up into a fit of hysterics, after the manner
of more fashionable ladies than herself,
when they wish to ‘make themselves ob-
jects of extraordinary interest and atten-
tion,

“Silence, woman ! cried the General,
sternly—* this is neither the time nor the
place for any such scene as you are trying
t0 enact.  Calm yourself; this man here
cannot harm you, for Ire is as dead as a

herring.. Heis a most diabolieal looking
fellow 1"

ty, imagined that Lydia must have hid- -

ral of them, has carried off my poor .
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«He must have been one of the rob-yriety which I am most anxious to avoid,

bers, sir ; but how came he to be killed

and which would not by any means assist

asked Dorpthy, who, as if by a miracle,{us in regaining possession of Lydia, for

had already recovered from her hysterical

symptoms.
y“Jrudging from the nature of the

the scoundrel who abducted her, frighten-
ed at the tremendous excitement that
would ‘be sure to prevail, would convey

wound in the man's breast,” said  the{the poor girl to some place of conceal-
General, as hio bent over the corpse and | ment where she could never be found, or
examined it carefully—*T am led to be-|else kill her at once, so as to avoid the

lieve' that he was slain by the hand of
Lydia herself, for she always kept a dag-|

consequerices of his villany, Besides, I
do not wish to have it publicly known

ger near her, and was as savage as the|that my wife killed a man, even though

very devil when once aroused. Yes, it
must have been my heroic little wife who
slew this scoundrel, one of whose comrades

the circumstances of the case justified the
deed. My mind is made up, Dorothy.—
I shall dig a grave in the garden, and

afterwards carried her off, while the other [ bury this body.”

remained here to complete the work of

“But wouldn’t that look suspicious,

plunder; that was the villain who justisir?’ demanded the thoughtful maid.

now made his escape in time to avoid
being shot.  The brief view I had of him
enabled me to see that he was a well-
dressed, gentlemanly looking man, far
superior in appearance to this fellow here
he was probably the leader of the despe-
rate gang, Poor Lydia! what will become
of her? The desperado who carried her
off will shamefully abuse and perhaps
murder her, in revenge for her having
killed his partner in crime. I must make
every possible effort to find her; and,
meanwhile, I shall offer a large reward to
any person who will farnish such infor-
mation as may lead to her recovery.”

“ But, sir,” suggested Dorothy—** what
is.best to be done with this dead body #”

“That's a very sensible question, my
good girl,” said the General—“and 1t
does credit to your prudence. Now, as I
wish to keep this whole affair as quiet as
possible, I will not go before the authori-
ties, for then a devil of a row would be
kicked up, the gaping rabble would sur-
round this house out of idle euriosity, the
greedy and excited public would form un-

ments, the newspapers, many of which
live and fatten upon slander, that com-
modity being as necessary to their exist-
ence as the air is essential to the continu-
ance-of a man's life—the newspapers, I
say, would dish up the matter with all

“ Nobody will know anything about it
excepting you and I, and Simpson my
valet, whom I shall eall to my assistance,
and in whose silence and fidelity I have
every confidence,” was the reply of the
General—* and I think, my dear git,
that I can trust you.”
Dorothy, who felt exceedingly delight-
ed and flattered on account of being call-
ed a ‘dear girl’ by so rich and great a
man as General St. Croix, protested in the
most solemn manner that she should ever
preserve a profound silence with reference
to the affair which her antiquated lover
wag 50 very anxious to keep secret.
“Very well,” rejoined 'the General, ap-
provingly—* be disereet, and you shall be
well rewarded. Now go and knock at
the door-of Simpson’s chamber, and tefl
him to get up and dress himself immedi-
ately, as I want him very particularly.—
Meanwhile, I will go to my own apart-
ment'and make some necessary addition
to my toilet.” :
Dorothy departed upon her errand, and
the old gentleman repaired to his own
room. Having completed his prepara-
tions for the strange task which he was
about to perform, by imbibing nearly half
a pint of cogniae, he sat down to await
the arrival of his valet, reflecting mean-
while as follows :

wh-

sorts of ridiculous exaggerations, and, in
short, I should attain an unpleasant noto-

“ This is a bad business—¢ amngd bad |
My wife carried off, God snly} knows
where, and a dead man left on 1y hands!
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If Lydia were an old, or;even a middle-
aged woman, whose embrace had grown
stale to me, I shouldn’t care 8 curse on
account of being deprived of her. , Most
married men would be devilish glad to
get rid of their wives so easily. Byt then
Lydia is so young—so fresh, and full of
girlish vivacity. and grace—so strangely
beautiful—that to lose her in this manner,
without ever having enjoyed the surpass-
ing charins which she so abundantly pos-
sesses—chatms, too, which ‘I had an un-
doubted religious, legal and moral right
to enjoy—why, the very thought almgst
drives me to madness '—Well, I must at
all events dispase of the corpse of the
robber, and the world will know nothing
concerning the bloody deed, for I:have
confidenee in the discretion and faithful-
ness of the two servants, Dorothy and
Stmpson, and there s no fear of the dead
man’s comrades coming forward to malke
known the matter, for they would only
thereby get themselves into trouble. The
reward which I shall offer for Lydia, must
be very large; and I will so word the ad-
vertisement as to make it appear that she
simply wandered from ber home in a fit
of mental aberration.  Thus will the ca-
pacious maw of the voracious public be
deprived of a rich and savory budget of
wonders, which it would have, devoured
so greedily. But here ecomes Simpson;
another bumper of cogniac, and then I
sball be in readiness to attend the funeral
of the dead robber!”

Simpson now made his appearance in
the chamber of his master, followed by
Dorothy, who had improved the opportus
nity by dressing herself, and therefore her
mowy and voluptuous charms, which Ra-
vellon had so much admired, and to which
neither the general nor his- valel were
strangers—those charms, we say, were
ow veiled beneath the meat and coquet-
tish attire appropriate to her station, and
at the same time worthy of her beauty,—
Both she and the valet looked very inno-
cent and melancholy, as they appeared
before the General; and they exhibited
no indications of the amorous toyings, and
other naughty actiond, in which they had
indulged in the apartment of Mr, Simp-

: .

L]

son, when the fair but frail Dorothy went
to summon that gentleman to ‘appear in
his master’s presence, :

Mr. Apollo Simpson, the confidential
valet and body servant of General St.
Croix, was a little, erooked, dried-up speci-
men of humanity, in age someihere
about forty years, Ie "was an Huglish
cockney, and had begn long in tho Gen-
eral's service. A freckled face, pug nose
and goggle eyes, together with a mouth
of immoderate width, did not tend te
make him a particularly handsome in-
dividual, and it is to us a matter of aston-
ishment that Dorothy should have conde-
scended to bestow her fayors upon such a
deformed pigmy. DBut it is very possible
that Mr. ‘Simpson may have possessed
qualities, not visible to a superficial ob-
server, which especially recommended him
to the favorable consideration of the ar-
dent and not over fastidious lady's maid,
who, adol;)ting the maxim, ‘like master,
like man,” always treated the walet as well
as she did the General himself. Mr,
Simpson, as the. personal attendant of a
wealthy aristocrat, was always dressed
with the most scrupulous eare ; and, from
the frequency with which he consulted
his looking-glass, it is fair to presume that
he labored under the harmless but out.
rageously absurd delusion that he was
handsome, He perfumed his hair, and
occagionally had it cwrled by a tonsorial
friend and countryman of his, with whom
he often, of an evening when his master
was absent from home, indulged in 2 pot
or two of 'alf and 'alf at the ‘Bell in
| Hand ’ tavern, which was not far distant.
When we add that Mr, Apollo Simpson
extragted nasal refreshment from a real
gold snuff-box, without any humbug at
all about it, and that in the street he al-
ways wore real kid gloves, some idea may
be formed of his vast importance, his ex-
quisite eleganve, and the very elevated
opinion which-he entertained of the deity
whom he idolized—meaning Aimself.

‘The walet saluted his master with a
most obsequious bow; and the General
hastily explained to him the circumstan-
ces off the case, Simpson listened with:
out Detraying any emotion; sad, when
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| : speaking . .
 the old gentleman had ceased spea ' | re-entered the house, quite fatigued- and.

50

ke said, with another low b?w-—- ,

«J hunderstand heverything, yer’oner.
We Henglishmen are hup to hall’ these
sort o' dodges ; butthis here hadventure
of to-night s a perfect stunnery and no
mistake. Yes, yer ’onor, I will bury the
stiff wn in the garden, and you may de-
pend that Tt always be as mute habout
‘the business as Barnum's Fejee mer-

PR . _
m(}‘l%ou’m a good fellow, Simpson,” said
the General, who was much pleased at
the readiness with which his valet agreed
to perform a rather delicate task, which
was not exactly among the legitimate
duties of his station—“you're a good
fellow, and T shall not forget to reward
you liberally. We had better go to work
without any delay. Follow me, both of
you, and make as little noise as pos-
sible.” _
Having reached the chamber in which

the luckless Dick lay, f%}lone ,m‘hls
glory, the General and Simpson raised
the corpse between them ; and, })receQed
by Dorothy bearing a light, they carried
the cold and ghastly remains of the rob-
ber down the stairs and out into the
garden at the rear of the house.

The General now directed Dorothy to
extinguish the light, fearing that it might
enable the occupants of the adjoining
houses to watch the interment. Besides,
rain was falling quite rapidly, and 1t
would have been rather a difficult mat-

- ter to have kept the light burning.

Having placed the body upon the
cold, wet sod, the General and Simpson
provided themselves with spades from
the gardiner's tool-hotse, and then began
to dig the grave in a remote corner of
the garden. The labor was compara-
tively easy, the soil being soft; and the
two amateur grave-diggers, wno were
fortunately enabled to see by the aid of a
light which streamed from one of the
upper windows of {he mext house, had

goon made an excavation of suﬂ'lciel}t
depth to answer their purpose. Into this
ave they unceremoniously threw the

' THE LADY'S GARTER:

—".\ﬁ‘lg General -and the two servanis now

drenched with the rain,  The old gentle-
man, however, was so'well pleased with
the idea of having got rid of the corpse
of the robber, that he invited his assie-
tants to refresh themselves with brandy,
which invitation they were not slow to
accept, and Miss Dorothy, as well as My,
Simpson, disposed of a bumper of the
exhijarating fluid, with.a facility which
betokened that she rather liked it than
otherwise. The old chieftain lnm§elf
took a hearty dram,’and then, havirg
affain cautioned the servants against
naking the slightest allusion to the burial
in the garden under any crrcumstances,
lie dismissed them, telling them to retire
to their respective rooms. Simpson and
Dorothy thereupon withd‘r.ew from their
master’s presence ; but,‘mstead of part-
ing and repairing to their separate cham-

the snug and neatly-furnished quarters of
the Jady’s maid herself, where they were
soon buried in Dlissful unconsciousness of
everything, excepting the high degree of
satisfaction which they experienced in
each other’s society.

Dorothy and Simpson, having exhaust-
ed themselves by a protracted conversa-
tion, of which we cannot give the details,
were about to fall into voluptuous slum-
bers, when they were aroused by a knock-
ing upon the door of the chamber. The

out of bed, telling the trembling valet to
remain perfectly still, while she ascer-
tained who the person was that had dis
turbed them. In answer to her inquiry

St. Croix was heard, saying—

%You know very well who is here—
let me in. You might have known tha
I interided to finish the night with you.”

“«J don’t understand you, Simpson
what in the world do you want?" de
manded the artful Dorothy, who was de-
termined not to admit the G:eneral, as
she did not by any means desire that he
should become acquainted with her inti-

body of Dick, after which they replaced jmacy with Simpson ; for she well knew

the earth, and the work was completed.
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that the high-tempered old warrior would
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bers, they both mstinetively proceeded to

lady’s maid, somewhat agitated, leaped -

as to who was there, the voice of Genera®
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not endure the indignity of having a
rival in his valel. L

“ I'm not Bimpson,” growled the Gep-
eral-~* and you know damned well what
I want.  Come, none of your nonsense,
girl—don't presume upon my familiarity
with you to trifle with me.” You know
‘e, and that’s enough, Open the door.”

“ Oh, but you are Simpson!” cried
the imperturbable Dorothy, in a tone of
virtuous severity— you try to imitate the
General's voice and way of speaking ;
but I now that you are Simpson. Now,
Mr. Simpson, why do yon try to practise
such a cruel deception, so as to got into
my chamber and ruin me—boo—oo-00
—o0 ! |
ilero Dorothy, pretending to be hor-
rified at the supposed attempt which was
being made upon- her virtue, wept; sob-
bed and bellowed in a style that woi
have reflected credit upon the W
ers of a cow.

“Damn it!” roared the Genefal, in a
perfect phrenzy of rage, as he danced up
and down outside the doo}i' and tore his
hair, after the manner of the baffled ty-
rant in some heavy melo-dtama—*T teli
you that T am not Simpson ; I swear to
you that T am your lady’s husband, Gen-
eral St. Croix. What in the devil’s name
do you mean by this masquerading?
Heretofore, you" have always been very
eager to have mé visit you; and now you |
suddenly affect to think that I am Simp-
son. I am ineclined to suspect, Dorothy,
that you are playing some deep game
with me.”

“QOh, go away, Simpsen!” cried Dor-
oshy—* you are a good mimic, but you
can’t impose on me. The General don’t
usa such wicked language as you just
now spoke. I will inform him to-morrow
of your condugt, and he will discharge you
from his serv'%;:e. He is a nice man, and

handsome, too, if he ¢ rather elderly;
while you are a monster of ugliness,
Simpson, and! T would net let you touch
nie on any account—ugh!”

“Egad!” thought the General, who

was . greatly mollified by this artful

Sho honestly believes me to bo Simpaon,
and her firm refusal to admit the sup-
posced Valet is a gratified evidence of her
fidelity to me. I am now fully ¢onvin-
ced that I alone am the recipient of her
favors. But how comes sholto fall into
'such a singular error as to mistake me
for my servant? Ab, the strange events
of this night have frightened and con-

fused her. That’s quite natural. But
I must make another effort to obtain

admission, for the brandy has warmed
me up, and I feel cursedly inclined to

Lenjoy s little playful dalliance with the

fair, plamp and dark-eyed Dorothy.

My dear girl," said the General, aloud—

“you are laboring under a.great mis-

take, but I forgive you; I am not inthe
slightest degrec angry, Now just open

the door a very little, and convince

yourself that it is General St. Croix

ing to you."

son,” gaid Dorothy, who being anxious
to rejoin her hosom friend, the Valet
was very impatient'to get rid of the old
gentleman—* you only want a chance
to force your way into the room. You
pretend to be the General, but I can tell
you that e would’nt be guilty of trying
to seduce and ruin a poor young girl
whose only wealth is her character. I
now tell you solemnly, and for the last
time, Simpson, that you sjall not enter
this room ; and, if you stand there all
right, I shan’t speak ahother word -to
you, for I am now going to bed, Good
night, Simpson."” ‘ .
The disappointed General now heard
the obstinate damsel leap into bed witha
vigor inspired by her youth, high health,
clasticity of limbs and eager desire to
enfold once more the form of Simpson
in her warm and ardent embrace. But
the General did not hear the sound of
the kissing that immediately ook place
between his valet and.the lady’s maid.
If he had, he might have ‘smelt a rat', .
and done something desperate.

‘The gatlant military commander
groaned in anguish of spirit on account

specch—* she is a girl of sense, after all.
4 ‘

of being cheated of the enjoyment which

“I shan’t do any such thing, Simp- _
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he had so confidently anticipated ; and,
as he crawled towards his own apart-
ment, he muttered—

. Just like the first night of my Pla-
tonic marriage! Well, the pretty Doro-
thy is true to me, and ‘that same is some
comtort, any how, as the condemned
eriminal philosophieally remarked when
the hangman greascd the rope. Well,
I must be eontent to pass the rest of
the night in virinous solitude. To-mor-
row, 1 will convince Dorothy of her
error, and adopt some private signal
that will prevent the occurrence of such
disagreeable mistakes in future.”

Thus connnuning with himself, Gen-
eral St. Croix redired to his couch and
dreamed that he was leading an army
of troops against a fortress, gnarded only
by two Amazons. Those female war-
riors were Lydia and her maid Dorothy,
and the General, dreamed that they
put his whole army to flight, took him
prisoner, and, by the aid of a powerful
magician, enclosed him in a vast iccberg
and condemned him to float throughout
all eternity on the immense Polar scas
of the extreme North.

While thus the General dreamed, and
shivered in unconscions sympathy with
his frigid dream—and while the amor-
ous lady's maid and the equally suscep-
vible valet, lay upon the couch of guilty
pleasure enfolded in each other's arms—
thie rain outside continued to descend in
torrents, beating down the flowers and
shvubbery in the garden, and saturating

the sod that eovered the ghastly remains
of the robber, Dick.

CHAPTER XIIL
THE INVALID.

Wuex General St Croix dwoke from
his‘dream-haunted slumbers, the morn-
. ing was far advanced. On opening his
eyes, he saw Simpson standing at his

“You seem to e werry unvell, sir,
said the cockney valet—* your face is-
as vite a8 a sheet, and yer 'onor shivers
as with the cold, although the veather
has cleared hoff and it is werry warm,
and although I have just put two hextra
thick comforters on yer ‘onor's bed.”

“[ am indeed dreadfully ill, Simpson,”
said ' the General, faintly, as his tecth
chattered like those of a man who is
exposed to the keenest blasts of mid-
winter—* my last night's exposure to’
the rain, in the garden, has played the,
very, devil with me. I fear that I am
going to have a scrious and perhaps
dangerous spell of sickness. How terri-
bly eold it 1s! I shall positively frecze
to death !”

. And the General shivered and shook
morg violently than ever, although the
war{m rays of the summer’s noon-day
sun were strenming in upon him through
the: closed windows of his chamber.

“See that a fire is lighted in my room,

Simpson.” said the old gentleman—* and
when it is ready, come and assist me to
dvess. I shall feel more comfortable sit-
ting up than lying here” .

Half an hour afterwards the General
was seated in his spacious and well-stock®
ed library, before a roaring fire, and-en,
veloped in  his .thick winter dressing
gown. Ilis illness seemed to inerease,
and it was deemed advisable to send for a
physician. The man of medicine came,
secretly delighted with the idea of having
a rich patient. Iaving felt the General’s
pulse, and inquired into the state of his

4 feclings, Doctor Smuggins sighed, shook

his head, looked profound, took snuff
contemplatively, wrote a preseription
elaborately, bowed obsequiously, and then
took his departure loftily, remarking that
Le would look in again that evening
The General now dismissed his walef,
sayiny that he desired to be.alone for an
hour or twe; but, scarcely had he entered
upon a irain of reflections that were
naturally suggested by his situation aud
tite circumstances which surrounded him,
when Dorothy softly entered the iibrary

bed-side, wearing upon his grotesque
countenance & Jook of deep concer.

apd stood belore the sulfering chieftain,

l -
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" detected the imposition which he was

‘his conduct. He 'swore and went on

e
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who eaid, in a voice so feeble as to be
hardly audible— ' ‘

‘Ahl my good girl, is it you! Well
what do you want? You must not ox.
pect me to talk much, for T am too weak.
State your business in as few words as
possible.”’

“T havo come, sir, to make a secrious
complaint against Mr. Simpson,” sgid the
artful Dorothy, whio was desirous of *fix-
ing everything right' conceriiing her re-
fusal to admit the General into her cham-
ber on the preceding night, She of
course wished to make the old gentleman
firmly believe that she really mistook him
for the valet when be tried to induce her
to open the door.

“Well, what has Simpson been doing ¢*
demanded thes General, who well knew
what was coming, and who, sick as he
was, felt inclined to smile at the supposed
error of the girl in accusing the poor
valet wrongfully. '

“He came to the door of my chamber
last night,” replied Dorothy, with well-
assumed . indignation—*and, imitating
your voice and mammer as well as he
could, he commanded me to let him in,
declaring himself to be my lady’s hus-
band, General 8t. Croix, But, although
his imitations were very cleverly done, .J

trying to play off upon me; and 1 of
course refused to open th door,}or you,
dear General, are the only man who has
or ever shall he received bir me as/a Jover,
Besides, I actually hate the sjght of
Simpson, and the bare idea of [having
him approach me in.a certain way, fairly
makes my flesh creep. So I told|him to
go away, and threatened to infornﬁ you of

terribly, but, as that did no good, he tried
coaxing. . Finally, he went off jgrumb-
Iing; and now, sir, don’t you think that
he Ceserves to be punished for| having
taken your name so as to ruin me, if he
ecowld ¥ ' -

“ Has Simpson ever before made im-

. ’OR, THE PLATONIC MARRIAGE. 53‘

. A look of satisfaction passed over the

sick man’s face op hearing this snswer;
and he said— :

“Listen to me attentively, my dear
gitl.  You do poor Simpson great in-
Justice, for he is innocent, You made a
strange mistake last night, for it was J
whom vou refused to admit into your
chamber, as you supposed me to be
Simpson.”

Dorothy ‘affected the utmost astonish-
ment, and declared that the Geners]
must be jesting ; but when he assured her
upon his honor, that the fact was as he
had stated, the shrewd girl pretended to
be sorely gtieved at the enormous offence
which she had’ committed in repulsin
the only man she had ever loved, anﬁ
with whom she had ever gone astray
from the path of viriue—meaning, of
course, Gteneral 8t. Croix,

“To think,” sobbed Dorothy, holding
a corner of her apron to her eyes—¢to
think of my mistaking & gentleman like
you for such an ape s Simpson—to
think of my refusing to open my door
to you, when af the same time I was
dying to receive = visit from you—dear
General, can you ever forgive my stupid
blunder ?” N

“Bay no more aboutit; all is.forgiven

and forgotten, my dear girl,” gaid the

old man, as a faint flush suffused his pal-
lid face and his icy blood became a little

warmer, for Dorothy looked particularly .
charming that day, dressed as she was,

somewhat in the fashion of a Parisian

grisette, a style of costume that admi-

rably- harmonized with her .arch, capti-

vating face and plump, yet graceful -
form,

“In order to avoid such mistakes in

future,” continued the (eneral, as his

eyes wandered admiringly over the en-

ticing properties of the pretty damsel

who stood before him in all the splendor

of her youthful and distracting charms—

“whenever I wish fo enter your apart-

ment, I will rap three times upon the

proper proposals to you?!” asked the{door, and cough twice. You may then

General.

open the door with'perfect confidence;

“No, sir—never!” was the jprompt|you understand,”

sud emphatic reply of Dorothy.

Dorothy protested that she not only
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rectly understood the arrangement
gfzt was delighted with it,

“«Youre a good girl” said the old
man, approvingly—* unlock yonder des_k,
and bring me the purse which you will
find in it.” -

% Dorothy dbeyed this order with alac-
rity. The General, among whose prom-
inent traits meanness certainly had no
place, for he was generous almost {0 a
fault, took from the pumse several gold
pleces, and presented them to the-deligh-
ted damsel, saying— .

“Accept this trifle as a token of my
regard for you and appreciation of your
fidelity, as well as a reward for your aid
last mght in disposing of the body of the
body of the robber. You may tell Simp-
son that it is my intention to reward Lim,
also. By the way, none of the servants,
excepting you and my valet, know aught
concerning the occurrence of last mght,
do they 1"

“ Not one, sir,” was the emphatic reply.

“That is well. Ab, Dorothy, had it
not been for your awkward mistake last
night—had you received me in your warm
embrace, instead of compelling me to
sleep alome—it iz very probable that I
should not now be afilicted with these
horrible chills.  But let that pass, Come
tloser to me, my dear, and- give me a
kiss,

Dorothy approached the old libertine,
who, although he was upon the verge of
the grave, still retained in a great degree
that passionate .ardor of temperament
which had eminently characterized him
since his earliest youth. When he fek
the young girl’s ripe and luseious lips
come in delicious contact with his cold
cheel, that cheek, until then so pale, sud-
denly became flushed and warm; and
winding his arms around Dorothy’s yield-
ing form, he strained her to his breasf and
with his withered bands explored the
snow-white regions of her luxuriant and
abundantly-developed bust, to which the
fair damsel’s low-necked dress gave him

easy access, Dut we cannot dwell longer
upon & scene s0 disgusting as was afforded

'THE LADY'S GARTER;

wanton young girl of sevenieen, whose
raging and insatiable passions not only
made her willing to submit {0 such fool-
erics, but also compelled her to manifest
an eager desire 1o have them continued,
and eventually brought Lo a nameless con-
smmation. a

Becoming wearied, at last, and abso-
lutely incapable of responding to the H--
centious promptings of his soul, General
St Croix gently pushed the disappointed
Dorothy away from him, saying—

* A, my child, I fear that I am unable
to play the part of a lover to-day.  But
to-morrow I shall be well—quite well, and
then we can enjoy ourselves as usual.——
Poor Lydia! what can have become of
her? By the way, my dear, draw that
table towards me, and then retive: this
evening yvou may pay me another visit.”
Dorothy obeyed, and thien left the
room. Taking up a pen, the General
with great difficuity managed to serawl
the following advertisemout, which he
caused to be imserted in the evening
papers i— '

“PE0 THOTSAND DOLLARS REWARD”

“Whereas, my wife, Mrs, Lydia St.
Croix, has, in a fit of temporary derange-
ment, left my house in Square,
and it is feared that some evil may befall
her unless she be speedily returned to her
anxious friends, this is to give notice that
I will pay the above reward-to any per-
son who shall furnish me with such infor-
mation as may lead to the recovery of the
missing ladv, who is about eighteen years
of age, and of great personal beauty. No'
questions will be asked the person who
brings the information; and the money

ment that the lady is restored to her
family and friends, It is carnestly hoped,
that whoever knows anything concerning

Mrs, St. Croix, will instantly come for-
ward and relieve her afflicted husband

from a terrible weight of suspense. Every
daily newspaper in the city is requested
to copy this advertisement, and send in to
the undersigned for payment,

' “ Aprpug Sr. Crox.™

by this spectacle of 2 dying man, aged
and worn out, amorously trfling with a

Within the space of one hour after thia

will be faithfully paid over the very mo-
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advm%ltisoment wag writton, it had been
réad

of pgople in all quarters of the city, nnd
erontfud considerable seuantion, for (Joneral
Arthfte 8t Croix, of P Squaro, was
woll known as n military man, & promi-
nont folitician, a high oflicial functionnry,
a mftlionsire nnd an aristocrat.  The
gonegulity of people, howover, had been
1 ighoranco of his having boon marriod
to o yoyng girl, undil they snw in this ad-
vertigoment” tho allusion to his wife, aged
-nboup dightesn yoars; for the Cloneral
had flwiays kopt the fact of his ill-nssorted
margagh ns private as possible, and very
fow peoplo heyond the circlo of his own
persanal friends, were aware of it,

The next day all the morning papers
appeare(l with the advertissment conspicu-
ously displayed in their colummns, ‘The
importapit notice finally fell under the
cyes of Mr, Simon Braxley, as he iwas re-
galing himsolf with a glass and a pipo at
a low public-house known as the * Dock
' Retreat m Ann street.- Mr
Braxley| read the advertis ement through
with trembling cagerness, thrust the paper
into hig pocket, finished his grog, threw
away hig pipe—for he respected the ad-
mirable)law which prohibits smoking in
the streets of Boston—and, having paid
his reckoning at the bar, he sallied forth
ried with all possible haste to-
Square, muttering as he

=3

“Twh thousand dollars reward, and no
questions asked ! Thunder and lightning !
my forfune’s made, sure/ DBut then i
seems that Lydia is married—and the
man who calls her his wife signs himself
Arthur St. Croix. Why, the old Gener-
al, her grandfather, js the only person of

. that name I know of. The affair is mys-

terious, and I don’t understand it at all,
No matter—éwo thousand dollars—that's
enough—Simon Braxley, thou arl 2 made
man 1”

— T

ind commonted upon by thousands

)
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CITAPTER XIV,
A REVEREND GENTLEMAN,

Tint Génoral was too il to arise from
his beil, having grown much worse, 1lig
sickness was now of tho most alarming
character, and the learned Dr, Smugging
shoole his head more solomnly than ever,
and camo to the private conclusion that
his friend Mr. Dismal, the funeral undor-
taker, would soon have a profitable job,

*A clergyman, well known in religious
eireles as the Reverend Helphire ITowler,
hearing of the old General's datjgerous
illness, pnid him = friendly visit for the
purpose of instructing him how to floo
from the wrath to come.  Seating himself
at the side of the bed, the reverend gen-
tieman blew his rather red and brandy-
suggesting nose with pious fervor, and
then proceeded to perform his holy labors
of love. -

“You have been a great sinner, my
brother,? said Mr. Howler, with a stronp
nasal twang, as he raised his oyes.
ceiling and seemed to be fooking t
it into that world beyond the skier .
he, Howler, supposed that he had
his treasures beyond the reach of 1
thieves.

The General groaned, and shifted his
position in a manner indicating that he
waas ill at ease.

“ My brother,” resumed Mr. Howler, ag
he complacently crossed his hands upon
his beef-fed stomach and indolently
stretched out the pillars of his tabernacle
| -—that is to say, his legs—* my brother,
it is gaid that you have been a Juster after
the flesh, and have conversed carnally
with many women. Snner! the bottom-
less pit is yawning for you, even as the
jaws of a hungry man yawn for that
worldly vanity known as an -apple dump-
ling ;—transgressor! the devil is waiting
for your soul, even as a jackass waiteth
for his allowance of corr ;—worker of ini-
quity ! the fira is kindled which shall
roast thee through all eternity, even as
the ordinary potato is roasted in an oven.

Repent | arouse | awake ! Be born again,
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and have your name booked for Heaven.
Let us pray.” .

Here Mr. Howler began to struggle
through a long and heavy prayer, in
which he thanked Providence for having
made him a ¢ vessel of holiness,’ while he
deplored the wickedness of his ‘brother
8t. Croix.! The good man then went on
to request that a comfortable place might
be reserved for him in the ‘new Jerusa-
lem, so that he should find everything
ready for his reception above, when he
should ¢slip his wind' here below. He
conciuded the prayer by ealling the Gen-
eral a great many hard names, and by
promising to ‘ wrestle’ with him until he
should consent to be ‘ landed on the other
side of Jordan.” Finally, Mr. Iowler ob-
served ‘amen,’ got up, brushed the dust
from his knees, blew his nose thrice, and
resumed both his seat and his remarks.

“ My hell-bound friend,” said he, as he
rolled up his eyes until the whites alone
were visible, an optical performance which
caused him to resemble a domestic barn-
yard fowl in the act of contemplating im-

aginary thunder—* my poor, lost and:

fire-doomed Dbrother, let us mingle our
tears fogether, It is both comfortable and
refreshing to know that you wont iive
twenty-four hours, and that you are sure
to be cast info eternal torment, where
there shall be whipping, and wheling, and
smashing of tecth—for all these things
show the existence of divine justice.  On
onder table there standeth a decanter;
what doth it contain, my brother
‘lBrandy,” gasped the poor General,
who was trying to invent some means of
getting rid of his pious but troublesome
visitor. ,
“ Brandy ! eried Mr. Howler, starting
with holy horror, as he arose and ap-
proached the table— brandy is one of
the devices of Satan, It exciteth the
brain, warmeth the blood, provoketh
Iust, and 'maketh men drugk. Yea,
verizly, it is the devil’s heverage, and
allureth mankind to destruction. My
brother, for drinking this, art thou ac-
cursed. Yet it hath a pleasant smell,
.and I marvel not that men should
oecagionally be tempted to take what

the ungodly call a ‘snifter’. How tasteth
it, my brother?! Is it like millk and
honey to the palate, and goeth it down
the gullet with an agreeable sensation "

“TPry it,” said the General, grafly—-
‘I'm damned certain that you are no
stranger to the taste of good brandy, or
else that Bardolphian nose of yours lics
most infernally. Go in, old Mawworm!”

Mr. Howler sighed mournfully, and
forgave the uncharitable insinuations of
the unhardenkd invalid. The reverend
gentleman sorrowfully poured a liberal
quantity of he potent liquor into. a
tumbler, which he thoughtfully raised
to his lips.
with an air jof absent-mindedness, he
suddenly smgcked his lips with great
gusto, for he Biscovered that the ‘budge’
wae prime old stuff, which was ndt io
be wondered at, for it had reposed amid
the dust and cobwebs of the General's
well-stocked cellar during many years.
Mr. Howler, being now fully satisfied of
the excellent quality of the ‘temptation,’
disposed of the remainder of the liquor
which he had poured out, without much
difficulty. Filled with a holy exhjlera-
tion, the reverend gentleman now began
to assail the invalid with every deserip-
tion of pious abuse, calling him a ‘“hard-
ened reprobate,” a’ “moral leper,” a
“ corrupt worm of the dust” a “/dam.-
nation-deserving wretch,” and various
otlier uncompiimentary names, which at
last raised the ire of the choleric old
General to the highest pitch; but, con-
cealing his wrath, he quietly desired
Mr. .Howler to hand him a pitcher
which stood upun the table. The holy
man obeyed, whereupon the invalid
raised himself up in the bed, and bran-
dishing the pitcher ih a threatening
manner, thus addressed the astonished
and terror-siricken expounder of the
gospel i~

* You damned, white‘eravated, black-
coated, long-visaged, red-nosed, frog-
mouthed,
spindle-shanked,crtub-footed,oni_on-smell-
ing, brandy-sucking, psalm-singing, sanc-
fimonious old hypocrite!  You abomwi-

uable disgrace to a saered profession,
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which notwithstanding my many ac-
knowledged faults, I have always ro-
spected | Now listen| to me. If you
are not out of this reom in less than
twenty-sceonds, I swear that T'l hurl
this pitcher at your jlead, and knoclk
you so far that if your ¢lothes were made
of soleleather, you'd be ragged before
you could run back again!”

The reverend Helphire Howler made
a dive for the door, but, before he could
make his escape, the pitcher had come

" in contact with his head, breaking it

(the pitcher, not the head) into # thous-
and pieces, Uttering a wild yell of
agony, Mr. Howler burst madly out of
the door and rushed down stairs, upset-
ing Dr. Smugging and Dorothy, who
were slanding in rather questionable
proximity with each other, and breaking
his shins and ‘barking’ his nose, by an
unsucoessful attempt to accomplish
flying leap over a table and two chairs
that stood in the hall. Finally, the

. luckless parson managed to get into

thestreet; and, being without a hat and
eovered with blood, he presented rather

& sorry appearance.
“If ever 1 again try to convert one

of the ungodly who boasteth of the title
of General, may I be damned !” quoth

t. Kowler to himself, as he wended
his way homewards.

OHAPTER XV.
THE INTERVIEW.

Mz, Simon Braxley soon
#he residence of General St.
rang the door-bell with a vigor,/inspired
by the consciousness that his i
was of the very highest importance, A
gervant opened the door and surveyed
him with a look of suspicion—for %Ir.
Braxley's appearance was not in his
favor, neither were his garments exactly
of that description which would have
secured his admission into fashionable

cireles, Besides, having that morning
been involved in a fight, he had received
a blaek eyc which did not enkance his
personal beauty, nor add to the natural
amiability of his temper.

“What do you want, follow!" de-
manded” the 1nsolent and pempored
lackoy, who was arrayed in costly livery.
—' If you ure a beggar, you must go to
the kitchon door, and they will give you
some vold victuals.” \

“You d—-d impertinent flunkey!
exclaimed Braxley, as he stepped into
the hall and gazed at the servany with a
borrible frown, that caused the poor
devil to tremble and twrn white with
fear—* is'it thus you address a gentle-
man who comes to pay a visit to your
muster upon a matter of the very great-
est moment? You miserable eur, that
licks the feet of aristocracy and raises
its puny bark against every man who
has not a broadc’fyoth coat upon his back,
I've more than half a mind to tear out
your sauey tongueo |”

“1 beg your pardon, sir—I—~I—real
y! ” stummeretr the terrified servant,
whose attempted apology was speedily
interrupted by Braxley's exclaiming, in a
tone of thunder— :

“4 Conduet me into the presence of your
master, you milk-faced monkey! I bring
intelligence of Lydia 8t. Croix.”

The last sentence produced an almost
magical change in the appearance and
manner of the servant, who was an hon-

{est fellow at heart, and who had iheen

sorely grieved at the mysterious disap-
pearance of his young mistress. His
countenance brightened, he rubbed his
hands together in.the excess of His joy,
and bowed almost to the floor as he
said—

“Forgive me, sir, for my rudeness,
You are as welcome as if you had come
in a coach and four. Thank God! we
shall now know something about the poor
young lady. Is she safe and well ¢ Will
she be brought back at onee ! ButIwon't
detain, you, sir. My master is very ill,
but I,am sure that the news which you
have to impart, will cure him. Have the
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goodness, sir, to follow me to his cham-
ber. This way, sir—this way.”

And continuing to bow and serape
with as much ceremony as if My, Braxley
had been a mnewly-imported foreign
prince, the servant led the way to the
apartment of the Generhl, who had
scarcely recovered from the fit of rage
into which he had been thrown by the
Rev. Mr. Howler. ,

“Here, sir,” sald the servant, as he
ushered Draxley into the room—*is a
gentleman who brings news of my young
mistress.”

On hearing these words, the counte-
nance of the invalid assumed a look of the
greatest joy, and, having directed the
servant to retire, but to remain outside,
within call, he requested Braxley to be
seated, an intimation which that gentle-
man accepted without ceremony.

“TIn the first place, my friend,” said the
General, who seemed {to have Dbeen sud-
denly endowed with mew life—* help
yourself to a glass of brandy, and then
speak without fear. Whatever may be
the nature of your disclosures, you shali
, not be harmed, provided that my wife is
restored to me.” '

“ Your wife,” cried PBraxley, in un-
affected astonishment, as he nearly filled
a tumbler with brandy and gulped it

down at a single draught—* your wife!|

‘Thunder and lightning! Do you mean
what you say, old man? Is the missing
lady, eighteen years of age, who is al-
luded to in the advertisement which ap-
peared this morning in all the newspapers
—i8 she your wife ¥ 7 ]

“ Certainly she is” said the [General,
who was somewhat surprised in !{)is turn-—
“I have been married to her about two

ears. - I admit that the union is rather
an ill-assorted one; but then such un-
equal matches are not unfrequent among
the aristocracy.. I was old and rather
infirm, 4nd needed a young wife to take
care of, and comfort me.”

" Pray, sit,” said Braxley, who had re-
covered his usual calmness—* excuse the
seeming impertinence of the question

s

able that we should understand each
other at once. Who areyon 2"

“T am General Arthur St. Croix |

“You cnce had a son ¥

“J had—he was an illegitimate child.
When he became of age, he murried
contrary-to my wishes, and I cast him off,
having first written him a check upon
my banker for a large sum of money.
But why these questions?”

“Have patience, and you shall know
soon.  Your son died, leaving a wife and
ona infant child—a girl. Am7T right$"

“Yes,” replied the General—“and I
heard that the child was stolen. Its
mother died shortly afterwards. But
what'the devil has all this to do with my
little wife, and her bDeing restored to
me ¢V :

“Softly, my déar General,” laid Brax-
ley—*this is an intricate web, and we
must disentangle it by slow degrees.
Here, sir,is a portrait of your grand-
daughter, who was stolen,”

With these words Braxley drew from
a secret pocket in his clothes, the minia-
ture which he had stolen with the child,
The General examined the picture for
some time with the closest attention,
turning it over and over in hjs hand, and
wondering how his uncouth| but smooth-
spoken visitor became possesyed ofEt.

“ Yes,"” said the invalid, at last-—this
is indeed the likeness of my son’s) child,
for init I can trace a faint but certain
resemblance to him, partisjlarly jin the
expression of the eyes, Desides, the
‘name ‘ Lydia’ is engraved ypon this por-
trait, and I.understand that Lydia was
the name of this grand-daughter of mine.
'"Tis a curious coincidence {that Lydia is
also the name of my wife] How came
you by this 1"

“T stole it at the same time that I stole
the original of it,” veplied the ruffian,
coolly—* for, old -man, ’twas I who car-
rvied off your son’s ehild—your grand-
daughter.”

“Indeed,!” said the General—* then
you must be a villain, and your looks do
not belie you, Whatevér became of the
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“In the first place, great General,” re-
marked Braxley, with a sneer—* don't
call me hard nanes ; for villain, as I hon-
estly confess myself to be, I have that to
tell you which will caunse you to envy me,
and make you wish that you were in my
place instead of your own. You ask
me what ever became of the/girl—your
graud-daughter. I will tell you I
rearcd her until she was twelve years of
age, and made ker follow my'own hum-
ble but honest profession ; I was a rag-
picker.  Well, at the age of twelve, she
tound o valuable diamond ring in the
street, ran away from me, and restored
the ring to its owner, who <was, I helieve,

. a certain General St. Croix; and the

grateful old gentleman, it seems, after-
wards made her his wife. If I am not
mistaken, that same diamond ring is
now in my possession.—lere it is, Gen-
eral.”!

As ‘he spoke, Braxley displayed the
ring which he had compelled Lydia to
give him after he had carried her to his
den in Commercial street.

"¢ Enough—enough I” cried the Gen-
eral, whose countenance plainly indies-
ted the intensity of his mental agony—-
“ Great God ! when I induced that
young girl to marry me, I little thought
that she was ——" :

“ Your own grand-daughter I” ex-
clatmed Braxley, laying a crucl emphasis
upon the words—* yes, old man, you are
right ; you are the husband of your own
grand-daughter.  Mighty queer union,
wn't it? Had you been blessed with
offspring, they would have been your
own childven, and your great-grand-chil-
dren, at one and the same time. Ha,
hay ha " »

Here Mr. Braxley, in the innocent
pleasantry of his lionest heart, langhed
long and loudly.

¢ Seoundrel I -eried the afflicted old
man, who found it diffieult to realize the
ho#rille fact with which Braxley had
made him acquainted—“ do not torture
mée with your ill-timed mirth. My load
of |sorrows is sufficiently heavy without
your adding to the burden, Ah! Iam

ing, at my advanced age, a young girl—
amere child. I am also justly rewarded
for my heartlessness in casting off and
disowning my son ; for, had I forgiven
him, and received his wife and child
with kindness and affection, this horrible
and unnatural marriage of mine would
never have taken place. But I have
one thing to be thankful for—one cir-
camstance 1o comfort me in this, dark
hour,  Thank Heaven ! the relations
which have existed between her whom 1
have, considered -as my wife, and myself,
have always been rigialy Plafonic "

“Ah!" exclaimed Braxley, with an
air of disappointed surprise—* this was
a Plalonic marriage, then? Well, in
that case, the affair isn't so bad after all.
I suppose that you were just like old
King David, who, being well stricken in
years, wanted a virgin for no other pur-
pose than merely to keep him warm,—
But come, let us talk about business. I
presume that you are jUSt as 'rlﬂXiOU.S as
ever {o have . Lydia restored fo you.
Afier you get her baclk, you can consid-
er her as your wife, or as your grand-
child, just as you may feel inclined. For
my part, if I were in your place, I should
prefer to regard her as my wife.  Well,
she is now safe in my possession; pay |
me the two thousand dollars which you
have offered for her recovery, and this
very day—yes, within this very hour—
she shail be given up to you.”

“ Angwer me one or two questions
first,” said the Greneral.: © }_{our name
18 ” .

“ Simon Braxley, at your service.”

“ And it was you who, night before-
last, carried off Liydia from this house ?”

“ Just so. I and a comrade broke in-
to the house, for the purpose of plunder-
ing it. We neither of us knew wbo
lived here.”

“ State all the particulars of the bur-
glary,” said the General

“ Well, sir, listen.  Night before last,
T and a comrade named Dick-——both of
us being rather short of funds—deter-
mined to crack some c¢rib, and thus re-
plenish our exhausted finances. So we
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.1t to be a sleeping apartment, and think-
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This house attracted our attention, for its
appedrance indicated that its oceupants
were persons of wealth, and besides, no
lights could be seen in any of the win-
dows, which showed pretty clearly that
all the inmates had retired to rest. We
of course had all our Zools with us; and,
there being no inquisitive watchmen
around, we soon effected an entrance in-
to the house through 2 window*in the

den by picking the lock of the gate
that leads to it. 'We explored and ran-
sacked all the lower apartments without
finding any booty of consequence, al-
though we took devilish good care to
help ourselves liberally to the choice
wines and liquors which we found in the
cellar, and the’ delicacies that abounded
in thekitchen. Somewhat disappointed
in not having found any money or plate,
we pursued our investigations, and final-
Iy came to a room, the door of which
was locked, the key being on the inside.
We resolved to enter that room, judging

ing that it must contain either money,
Jewels, or something of value worth car-
rying off. After a while, we succeeded
in turning the key in the lock by means
of forceps, With which we were provided.
We eatered the room, which seemed to
be the chamber of a lady, for female
garments were scattered around, and all
the arrangements exhibited a delicate

conversing together on various matters
and things, and solacing ourselves with
the contents of a brandy-flask. Al of
a sudden, Dick pointed towards the bed,
and then, straining my eyes through the
gloom, I indistinetly saw the form of a
sleeping lady. = Taking up my datk-lan-
tern, I approached the bed, and examin-
ed the occupant of 'it.  You may judge
of my surprise when I almost instantly
recognized my former profege—the girl
who, six years before, had deserted me
and her honest rag-picking trade. At
fixst, T was inclined to kill her upon the
spot; but I alteréd my mind, and deter-
mined to carry heér to my erib, there to
keep her in close custody until a suitable
reward should be offered for her recovery.
Well, to make a long story short, |
awakened her ; she knew me at once, and
did not, as you may suppose, evince any
great amount of joy at sight of me. 1
made her dress herself, and, as a punish-
ment for some saucy remark which she
made, I found it necessary to bestow up-
on her a slight chastisement, merely to
remind her that I was still her guardian
and protector—-in fact, her father pro tem,
Scarcely had my hand touched her, when
out from beneath the bed there rushed a
man who, taking me completely by sur-
prise, dashed me to the floor with a
violence that stunned me for the space of
a minute or two. When I recovered, I
found Dick and the'stranger engaged in

and tasteful elegance which is seldom|a desperate conﬂict:i my comrade being
Been in thé apartment of a man, Con-|provided with a knife, while his antago-

. gratulating ourselves upon the fortdnate | nist seemed to he unarmed. Lydia, over-

circumstance that we should only lhave|come with fright, had .swooned, and was

to contend with a woman, who, in |case
she awoke and made any resistance,
could be easily silenced, we made our-
selves perfectly at home, and sat down
3o converse and rest ourselves after our
arduous labors, The bed was in a dis-
tant part of the rodm, and was nearly
in darkness ; and so profound
was the silence which reigned, tha} I
began to imagine the room to be unoc-
cupied, although the fact of the key
being on the inside of the door, would
seem to discourage that belief,

shroud

My

lying inensible. ‘Now is my time,’
thought I—* Dick must take care of him-
self.” I arose, took the unconseious form
of Lydia in my arms, left the chamber,
descended the stairs, passed out into the
street, and, with my interesting burden,
arrived in safety at my humble but seours
place of abode, where Lydia now is, sub-
Ject to your orders, and impatiently wait-
ing to be released, which she ghall be, as
soon as you have forked over a cool two
thousand, according to the stipulations of
your advertisement.”

comrade Dick and I sat for some time,
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« Ah, I see that you arc a man of true

. % he in- ‘ ‘
1“? here do you live " asked fhe * courage, and that you are not to be trifled
valid. )

i i reward at

| that won't do, General; I am|with. You shall receive your
an“ofl’-h’;)i:}c;qa:(rlonnot to be caugi:t with | once. Be kind enough to.reach éﬂe that
chaﬁ‘u No information do you get out|box of %Olﬁ’l:l,ed ebony that stands upon

> until I have fingered the dimes.” |yonder shelf. |
o ‘l‘n?'(;lunz:re a shrewcfrascal," remarked I“ b}Tlo yIc;u tlalk reasl(]):,’;(::l;ng:}l‘;f;i :1113

: -1delighted Braxley, as

the General—“and your style of lan-1delig as ho look down anc
- you have been well | handed the General the box, .
%&l':gf?tegho“is cﬁ:z};t )know about paying | about one foot in length, and profusely
roul ;his iarge sum of money, for I shall |ornamented with plates of gold. _
{)e awarding a premium to crime. It The Geneléal ﬂ'ioul():hedﬂa secretesg;]xirzlgg,

on i i -} and the lid of the box flew up, rev
have a great mind to detain you and de-jan o e ot and gold ’
i to the officers of justice, un-|{—not the piles o i
%lver )L?lu t‘;{)l me where you have "con- | coins that Braxley expected to see b&lt
essl}é oor Lydia.” ' a pair of double-barrelled pistols, ready .
ce%‘%?olc))h e Zried' Braxley, snapping his | cocked, and fully prepared to respond, TA b
fingers in a manner implying unqualified | tones of thunder, to, the slightest touch

Taking up these weapons, and pointing
them towards Braxley with & deadly aim,

the General exclaimed— :
«&tir but an inch, villain, and you are -

will, old man, and you will soon have a
ample of the strength and desperation

of Simon Braxlef‘} Detain me, indeed ! ¥
« Bap, said the' General—* my servant

is outside, within call ; I have but to or-
der kim to summon all my male servants,
who number about a dozen stout, able-
bodied men, and who could soon over-
power you and make you a prisoner.
¢ Tt them come I cried the despera-
do, recklessly—* they will find that they
lave no child to deal with for, although
I have no weapons with me but my two
hands, I am not afraid of a dozen of your
flunkies, They should ot capture me
alive; and, were I to be killed,. how
would you ever bedab;g to find out the
reabouts of Lydia
Wh“‘3Y011 are unayrmed, then i said the
General, with a penetrating look.
“Yes,” was the reply—*1 generally
carry a knife, but I lost it this morning
during the fight in which T was engaged.
No'matter; I am as strong and as fierce

as 3 lion when once aroused, and, eve by

without weapons, I have no fear of your
being able to defain me, most valian
General—neither you, mor your whole
tribe of fawning flunkies I” *

P

These words were spoken with an air
of cool, and swaggering insolence that
brought the hot blood of anger fo the

a dead man, for I swear that I will shoot T
you as readily as if  you were a dog. 1
cannot detain you, eh? You perceive
that I do not need the aid of my flunkies,
as you call them. Now is it not strange
that I, a poor, weak, old man, and an in-
valid to boot, can make you, a strong, ro-
bust fellow, but little past Tthe prime of
life, trembie before me !~ You have de-
clared yourself to Dbe unarmed ; wha}1
then, is there to wnt‘ me from termi-
pating your caree erime by shooting
you through the head? Basides, you
have used insolent language towardf‘ we,
and I am inclined to punish you forit—
You are evidently & villain of the blackest

-
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The law will

dye, and are unfit to hive.

ill rid the world of a pest by killing
;vcl)u ;r and your 1garcass shall be buried
along with that of your comrade, in my

n )
B S Dick s dead, then ¥ remarked
the terrified and trembling Braxley, in a
subdued tone—* then he must have been
slain by his antagonist/who appeared. so
mysteriously from beneath the bed.. By
the wiy¥ who could that stranger have
been, and how came he &ecreted under

pale face of the General, who, hoiwever
restrained himself, and said, mildly

the lady’s couch ¥

justify me in taking your life:” Yes, I'

P At ™ S

D e

e A L

¥

STt

s o s e A

I T L T 1 I KT P B T ML Tl O B o A e e



T,

-

et s ety DA, HESA WL AL T IRT R C R SR . SR

L e

JR—— .
B e W

R

T T

Tl

s

4
i
¥
1
3
¥
i
i
3
i
I
i
i
"
I

R T

e .

A o s

[
-

Lk e e

82 THE LADY’S GARTER;

“ He was a lover of Lydia’s, I suppose,”
said the General, musingly, as if he was
communing with himself instead of ad-
dressing Braxley, towards whom the four
barrels of the two pistols were still pointed
with a steady aim. “Poor gitl 1" con-
tinued the old man, sadly—“I cannot
sincerely blame her for encouraging the
secret visits of a lover, considering the
circumstances of the case. I am glad
that I did not kill the young man, as I
meant to do, for I supposed him to be
one of the robbers. Yes, it must have
been Ais hand that slew your comrade,
who now lies, cold and stiff; in a grave in
my garden, to which you will shortly fol-
low him.”

“But sir,” implored Braxley—if you
kill. me, you will never discover the
place where your wife—I mean, your
grand-daughter is conecealed. She is
confined in a vault, or dungeon, a horrj-
ble place, dark and damp; if she is not
released 1n twenty-four hours, she must
certainly perish, for no human being
could long exist in that awful den.”

“ Eternal curses light upon you!”
cried the infuriated old man—*how
dared you place that|fair, delicate crea-
ture in such a place as you havs de-
seribed? I am now, ten-times more
than ever, determined to send your
polluted soul to the regions of eternal
torment. I shallsdideover the place of
Lydia’s concealm ithout the aid of
any information from you; for I will
employ a thousand men, if necessary, to
ransack every hole and corner of the
city, until she is fdund. Scoundrel,
you are my evil genius. Why did you
enter this house and steal away my
poor Lydia? and why have you now
come to horrify me with the appalling
intelligence that she is my son’s daugh,
ter? Why did you not mercifully leavs!
me in blissful ignorgnce of the fact ?
The knowledge of that unnatural and
almost incestuous mdrriage is a thou-
sand times more painful to me than an
eternal geparation frdm Lydia, and en-
tire ignorance of hen fate ceuld have
been. Without that hateful knowledge,

my days on eerth are numbered,

ere I die, T shall do an act of justiceBII)l;
punishing a most atrocious misereant
who is far more dangerous to societj;
than a tiger let loose from its cage.”

“ But, sin,” remonstratdd the very
uncomfortable Mr. Braxley, who did
not at all admire the rather critical posi-
{,101’1 in which he found himself placed—
‘1 came here in perfectly good faith
thinking, of course, that no harm would
befall me, You offered a reward for
certain ifformation concerning 2 missing
lady, and T came here for the purpose of
furnishing you with that information.
At the very beginning of our inter-
view, you told me to speak withous fear ;
and_you assured me that, whatever
might be the nature of my disclosures
I should not be harmed. T quote yom3
own words, sir. And what says your
advertisement?  Suffer me to read an
extract from it, for I have in my pocket
a newspaper containing it }—* Mo ques-
tions will be asked the persolt who brings
the information.” These words, General
are printed in dtalics, o] give them
greater emphasis. The advertisement
goes on to say—¢The money will be
faithfully paid over the very moment
that the lady is restored to her family
and friends. It is earnestly hoped that
whoever knows: anything coneerning
Mrs. St. Croix, will mstantly come for-
ward and relieve her afficted husband
from a terrible weight of suspense.’
Now, in regard to ‘no quéstions being
asked,’ you have catechised me thorougﬁa—
ly, and I have answeréd you fairly and
truly, although L might with perfect pro-
priety have refised to reply to a single
question,
you from a terrible weight of suspense ;
but, instead of making arrangements to
receive the lady and pay mé the monoy,
you producea pair of pistols, and threat-
en me with instant death. |Pardon me,
General, but I must say, that you are
not acting like 2 man of honor in this
business. You are breaking your pledg-*
ed word, which you should regard as sa-
cred underany and . every circumstance.

I might have died in peace, for I feel that

Fulfil the terms of your advertisement,-
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I came forwan% to ‘relieve

ot So b b e it

L S,

T .'_ Lot
DR RN (e Y 4 AR AT
¥ RIS L o SR

B e L i O DS

" and a recklessness both of speech and

OR, THE PLATONIC MARRIAGE. .68

receive back your Lydia, and let me de-
part in peace.”

“ I believe,” said the General—“that
a man is justified in forfeiting his word
of honor, when he discovers that the
party with whom he is dealing, is utter-
ly unworthy of his consideration. You
came here with the air of a bravo; you
manifest no penitence for your crimes,
but on the contrary, seem to glory in
them ; you coolly confess yourself to be
a thief, a child stealer, a burglar, and a
monster of cruelty, for you acknowledge
that you have placed Lydia in 2 dun-
geon where she cannot exist tweuty-four
hours, What faith is to be kept with
such a diabolical villain as yourself?
What claim have you upon my merey
or forbearance? Had you come with
the air of 4 man who regrets the crimes
of his past life and earnestly desires to
reform and enter upon a future career
of honesty and respectability—had you
come thus, you would have been entitled
to some consideration, and I certainly
would have paid you the reward, But
you have conducted yourself in my
presence with a swaggering insolence

manney, that show you to be incapable
of reformation and fully determined
to persist in your villanous courses.
Therefore, not one cent of my money
shall you receive; for I am not going
to furnish you with the means of begin-
ning a career of debauchery on a grand
scale and enlarging the sphere of your
eriminal operations. No, scoundrel ! you
will find that this last speculation of
yours is not likely to be quite as profit-
able as you had expected.”*

“ Well, then,” said Braxley, with an
air of desperation, as he folded his arms
and savagely surveyed the General,
whose pistols were still pointed towards
the misereant-—* well, then, as you are
determined not to treat me with fair-
ness and, a3 I am in your power, [ sub-
mit, and you may do with me as you
please. If you kill me, you will never
have Lrydia restored to you,for she s

\

devil himself eould not find her, anless
I conducted him to her. If you deliver
me up to the officers of justice, this
whole affair will of course be made pub-
lic, and the world will know the not
very redi table fact that General Arthur
St. Croix, at the age of seventy, did, in
his extreme anxiety to get a young wife
to eomfort him in his old age, marr

his own grand-daughter. Nobody will
believe that the marriage was Plafonic,
for, General, you enjoy the enviable rep-
utation of being an excessively amor-
ous old gentleman; comsequently, you
will be universally execrated as having
been guilty of a most atrocious and un-
natural erime. All your family secrets
will be blazoned to the world, which
eagerly seizes upon and devowrs with
the utmost avidity such matters. Will
it be worth your while to undergo all
this, merely for the sake of saving two
thousand dollars, and gratifying your
pigue against me? You say that the
money will enable me to ‘enlarge the
sphere of my eriminal operations; In
reply to that remark, permit me to ve-
mind you, that you will not be' held
responsible for whatever sins I may
commit. I am no hypoerite, Gencral
8t. Croix, 1 did not present mysclf to
you with a long visage and a sanctimo-
nious aspect—I did not pretend to be
deeply afflicted in view of my past

determination to reform, and such hum-
bug. No, scorning the disguise of
hypocrisy, which I might easily have

ter, 1 never sail under false colors, but
always openly display the blood-red flag
of the pirate. Do I not deserve some
little credit for my candor "

b You'1 deserve hanging,” said the Gen-
eral, sternly. “It is strange that 3 man
of your:superior education should have
been first a rag-picker, and then a robber.
You are ten times more culpable than an
ignorant person, for your intelligence
should have taught you better. = Yous

logic is admirable, but it is lost upon me,

concealed in a place so secure, that the

What do I care for the opinions and com

offences, meither did I whine about a

assumed, I came in my own true charae- |
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ments of society, into which I shall never
again enter, for I am positive that I am
now upon my death-bed ! Let the world
assail my reputation ith its arrows of
malignant slander after I am dead; I
shall then be beyond the reach of those
venom-pointed missiles. Braxley, you
cannot change my resolution to bri'ng you
to condign punishment, for I believe you
to be a stupendous villain, far beyond the
possibility of reformation.” '

“ And do you prate to me of reforma-

THE LADY’S GARTER

hear none of your coarse and ill-timed
Jests. It is time that this interview should
termninate, for it has lasted too long al-
ready, and your presence annoys me and
Increases my illness. I have a proposal
to make to you, and you ean accept or
reject it, Just as you may think proper.—
Two of my male servants ghall accompany
you to your place of abode, wherever it
may be. When they arrive there, you
shall instantly place Lydia in their pos-
session.—You may then return with them

. . ’ b a
tion #” eried the ruffian, who, seeing that|to this house, and if I find that the poor

the General was determined to tréat him |girl has sustained no materal

"injury

with the most unrelenting severity, no|either in mi

longer attempted to concgal or reﬁrain bestow u?égdyc?; lioc:grége:;;gllrproba(}bly
the intense rage that was consuming his[say two or three hundred dolia?r‘:a—r _5
heart—“ you, & hoary-headed veteran in!then suffer you to depart unmolesigzl:d
the service of Satan ; you, who, although giving you full liberty to travel towards
tottering upon the verge of the grave,|the gallows as fast as you can.” -

still retain all the beastly propensities that

“ What if I do not choose to accept this

distinguished you in the days of your proposal #* demanded Braxley

youth and robust manhood! = ¥owu, who

“In that case,” replied Gemeral St.

have seduced and ruined more w T :

than you have numbered years! Ig;?:: Croix, with an air of decision that was not

mation, indeed | Pl the beam out of |0 Lbo" 1is hearer—<I shall place you

your own eye, old man, and never mind In charge of the authorities, and you are

the mote thes ks in the o 30¢ ,“L too experienced a rascal not to know that
© ey® ol your neigh-1, residence of several years within the

bor. It is for you to reform, and that
too, in double quick time, for I,agree with lﬁ]:,-nogof)}: nS tate Frison, will be your

you in the opinion that your stay on earth
will be very short. You know that you
hgve always been a most heartless, un-
scrupuilous and notorious libertine, Now,
are you not as much in need of repent-
ance as [ am? And can you consistently
lecture me upon the enormity of my :
crimes, when you yourself have been
guilty of the most atrocious and criminal
actions ¥

“Your reproaches are just,” said Gen-

i

“ Will you solemnly promise to pay me

three hundred dollars as soon as the gir]

s restored to you 1" asked Braxley,
“1 shall promise nothing,” replied the

old man—*come, choose between your

iberty, and a long imprisonment. Which

do you prefer? Will you conduct my
servants to the place of Lydia’s confine-
ment, or shall I send for the officers #

“ Well,” said Braxley, sulkily— I sup-

eral 8t. Croix, sorrowfully—* I have been [pose there's no help for it, and that I
a great sinner; and I'tremble as I ap-|must show your flunkies the way to my
proach the verge of an unknown and mys- crib, and place Lydia into their hands,
terious eternity, 1If there és a world be-| Without any certainty of being paid for
yond the grave, and if there is a hell to | 1Y trouble. You have treated me very
which the wicked are consigned, there to|Scurvily, General, and I tell you candidly|
suffer eternal torments—then I am Jost 1" | that the weapons which you point towards

“Upon my soul, General, you would | e, are the ouly considerations that have

bave made a capital- Methodist parson,”
remarked Braxley, with a sneer.
“ Bilence, scoundrel,” exclaimed the old

k » -
b:gt!”me from strangling you in your

“Y haven't the least doubt of it," ob-

man, with newly-awakened fury—*let me ! served th(e,ﬁmma], drily—" and yet you

H
H
1
1

¢ of a head that would have filled a bushel
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yourself placed these pistols in my hands.
Then you accept my proposal 1

“Yes,” growled Braxley, as he ground
his teeth together with disappointment
and rage. It was especially galling to
one of his obstinate and bul}fing spirit, to
be dictated to by a feeble old man, whom,
but for the pistols, he could have crushed
as easily as a worm beneath his feet.

“Very well,” said the General, and

This formality being finished, Mike ‘stood
at ease, and regarded Braxley with a
stave that seemed to ask—* And who the

divil are you, ye black-muzzled thafe ¥ .
“Qimpson and Mike,” said the General

—~% attend to me. This man here knowa

where your.young mistress is concealed,
I wish you to go with him wherever he
may conduct you; and on fo account
whatever must you lose sight of him, even

then, raising his voice, he called to the for a single insiont, until the young lady

servant wno remained outside, and who
instantly made his appearance in obedi-

ence to the summons of his master,
“James,” said the old man— tell

Simpson my valt, and Mike the coach-
man to come to me immediately.”

James bowed and vanished, and in a
few minutes the valet and the coachman
entered the apartment, With the personal
attributes of Mr. Simpson the reader has
already been made acquainted.  Mr.
Michael O’Hara, the General’s coachman,
was & great, strapping Irishman, exactly,
six feet four inches In height, and stout in
proportion. He rejoiced in the possession

basket, a neck like that of a bull, and a
pair of fists like sledge-hammers. He
was, upon the whole, a rough and dan-
gerous-looking customer, and as excellent
a specimen of a ‘fine Tiish lad’ as ever
performed prodigies of valor at Donney-
brook fair, armed with a blackthorn cud-

el. His brogue was of the broadest and
richest kind ; and his face, while it indi-
cated a brave and determined spirit, was
expressive of much good-humor and
genuine drollery. He was dressed in the
respectable garments appropriate to his
station as coachman to a gentleman of
wealth and aristoeratic tastes.

Braxley smiled contemptwously when
he saw Simpson ; but his eountenance as-
sumed a’look of neasineds as he surveyed
the gigantie form and stalivart proportions
of Mike, who was far his superior in
strength and actlvity, am%f who, on enter-
ing the ehamber, saluted his master by
scraping the carpet with his right foot, at
the same time pulling his head forward,
vigorously grasping the tuft of red hair

is placed, alive and well, in your posses-
sion. Keep your eyes upon him, and upbn
every movement of his, constantly ; and
fail not to exercise the utmost vigilance,
s0 as to prevent him from playing any
trick. I warn you that he is a most art-
ful, desperate and murderous villain; so
Jook out for him, If he attempts to play
you false, shoot him down, and 1 will jtake
all the responsibility. Do you perfectly
understand me, both of you "’ ‘

Mr. Simpson placed his finger upon his
nose in a manner to intimate that he was
awake, and ‘up to souff;’ while Mike,
disdaining mere pantomime, delivered
himself as follows :— ‘

“Be the howly mackerel, Gineral, and
that's. a good oath, I understhand ye like -
a book, and if this murthering spalpeen
thries to come any of his thavish thricks
over me, be the powers of mud! I'll sind
him to a place below where cowld weather
is unknown, and where the divil pays a
high pramium for the sowls of such d~d
dirty thaves of the worruld as me frind
kere, bad cess to him !”

The General declared himself perfectly
satisfied with the pantomimic and verbal
assurances of his two retainers, to whom
he presented his pistols, saying—

% Do not hesitate to use those weapons,
should this fellow exhibit the slightest
sign of treachery.  Go now, and see that
you safely bring me back your ycung
mistress, May success crown your enter-
prise!”

“ Come along, Judas Iscariot!” ex-
claimed Mr. Simpson, pompousty—*1I
will lead the van; let the prisoner follow
next, and Mike, do you bring up theyesar.
Now, forward—march I”

that overshadowed his mirthful eyes.—

T
1

The two servants, with the scowling
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66 | THE LADY'S GARTER ;

Mr. Biaxley in their custody, left the
General's chamber and marched out of
the house with a military precision of step

that would have reflected credit upon the|

well-diseiplined army of Napoleon him-

- selfl

. CHAPTER XVIL

A PUGILISTIC EXCOUKTER, AKD AN OLD
FRIEND IN DISGUISE.

Mz. Simon Braxley, who found himself
placed in a most embarrassing and annoy-
ing position, walked on in silence, closely
hemmed in by the two servants, who
guarded him with a vigilance that could
not have been surpassed by the members
of the famous French police. Braxley,
instead of proeeeding towards Commercial
street, where his den was located, con-
ducted his ‘friends’ in an entirely differ-
ent direction, hoping that they would get
tired out and leave im; and trusting, at
all events, that a chance might be afford-
ed him to give them the slip in the crowd-
ed streets. On, on went the ruffian and
his guards, far along the road to Roxbury.
Soon they diverged into a cross road, and
began to travel backwards and forwards
in such an erratic manner, often traversing
the same ground twice over, that Mike's
suspicions were aroused, and ordering a
‘halt,” he thus addressed the prisoner i—

“ Misther Black-muzzle, I'm spakin’ to
ve for yer good ; d’ye mind ?  It’s hum-
buggin’ us that ye are ; ye want to blar-
ney us around until night comes on,"and
then thry to lave us without cirimony.—
Ye don’t live up in this direction at all, at
all.  Such thaves as yerself always live in
Ann sthreet, or some murtherin’ hole like
it.  Now, be Jases, me frind, if ye don't
lade us in the right coorse, and that
mighty quick, 'm d—d but Tll bate ye
within an inch of yer life—d’ye mind "

“You Irish, bog-trotting hound!" ex-

. elamed Braxley, foaming with rage—

“there are two of you to one man, and

If wo were equa,, you dw=—d Paddy, F'd
soon feach you a lesson which you would
not soon forget 1" '
“ Whoop I cried Mike, as he leaped
into the air and then threw himself into
a pugilistic attitude—% Ye talk like a
raysonable man, now. Be the big book,
I hike yo for yer spunk. Will ye fight,
kick shins, wrestle, or box ?
meself your agual, mo frind, and ye
shall have fair play. Here, Simpson,
take me pistol—now T'm unarmed.
Now, Simpson, walk away to the distance
of ahout quarter of a mile, and don’t
interfere wid us, any way. If I'm kil
or bate, let Black-muzzle go ; but, be the
powers, I think there's small danger of
that same,
hungry afther a fight, and its mighty
well playzed that I am to be so soon
accommodated. Now, Black-muzzle, if
ye conquer Mike O'Hara, I'll tell a d—
lie and call ye a gintleman !” -

Simpson, having full confidence in the
prowess of his comrade, walked off to &
considerable distance from the scene of
the approaching conflict. It wasa quiet,
lonely spot, no houses being near, and
the roads: in the vicinity being entirely
free from vehicles and pedestrians.

“ You promise,” said Braxley, ¢ that, in
case I
counter, I shall be set free, and neither

further, Is that so?” _ :

“Yis, me frind—and I niver broke
me word,” replied Mike,

“ And you also solemnly declare that
you have no weapons of any kind about
you i ‘

“ None but me two fists, and they're
not small ones.” ‘

The men now stripped ofl their coats
and prepared for the fight. Braxley was
an unecommonly powerful man, and his
long familiarity with scenes of riot and
violence, in which he was always a prom-
inent actor, rendered him an experi-
enced and formidable antagonist in such
an affray as was now about to take place.
But he was a mere cypher, compared
with Mjke, whose long, muscular limbs

besides, you are armed while I am not.
|

L ha i b vt et o e e s o Bnham

and hartiness of flesh gave him a decided

Tll make

Whoop! be Jases I was’

get the best of you in thisen-

you nor your comrade will follow me any -

' Nothingkbut these considerations would

¢ cool as n eucumber.
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&

OR,|THE PLATONIC MARRIAGE. a7

advaniage, which would haye been imme-
diately apparent to the mast eareless ob-
sarver, Besides, the Irish ¢oachman had
for many years lived a temperate and
regular life, while Braxley had oreatly
injured himself, and diminished his nat-
ural vigor, by a free indulgence in the
lowest and most pemicious vices. Mike,
therefore, was as fresh'and as strong as
if he had undergone two' months of re-
gutlar ¢ training ;7 whild his opponent was
stale and fagoed out, like a horse which
had bden over-driven, |

“ Now,"” thought Braxley, as he rolled
up his shirt-sleeves and tightened the belt
around his waist—“If I flog this fellow,
I shall not only thereby gain my free-
dom—ifor I think he’ll keep his word—
but T shall also have the satisfaction of
punishing him for his d—-—d insolence.

~ever induce me to fight such a giant of a
‘fellow  But perhaps after all, he is only
.a mere braggart.who wishes to frighten
rma by the display of his tremendous
proportions. T'll soon find out whether
he is a cowardly ecur, or not. But what
muscle the fellow has! He's like a
]Roman gladiator, Well, well, Tll try
him at all events. Thunder and light-
ning, if T had but my knife with me,
how soon I would make him bite the
dust "

“Come, Misther Black-muzzle, ara yo
réady ¥ demanded Mike, who was im-
patient to begin the fight.

“ Yes, you d——d Irish, sheep-stealing
\potato-guzzling vagabond !” replied Brax-
ley, who desired, if possible, to throw
Mike off his guard by rendering him
furious with anger, In this design, how-
ever, the ruffian was frustrated, for Mr.
O’Hara merely grinned, and remained

The combatants now ecautiously ap-
proached each other, and both of them,
were evidently bent on mischief. They
both possessed considerable pugilistic
‘science, and had any, admirers of gthe
“manly art of scifidefence’ been present,
they would have enjoyed the *sport’
After some fancy sparting, Mike *led off
with his right,’ and planted a tremendous

s =5, g

blow upon the ‘snuffmill’ of Braxley,
who spouted the claret, ¢ First blood’
for Mike, who followed up the advantage
which he Had gained by bestowing upon
his “friend ’ a punch on his' brain-pan’
thaf laid him sprawling in the dust. As
he slowly arose to his feet, Mr. O’Hara
obsérved to him— .

“Take it asy Black-muzsle ; recover
yer wind, me boy, and thin perhaps ye'll
have betther luck nixt time. But strike
out bowldly, man, and don't be afther-
Jettin® me have jall the fun to meself—
do ye mind ? ‘

Cursing his 'evil luck, and almost
frantic with rage, Braxley rushed upon
Mike with the utmost fury, and closing
with him, endeavored {o throw him.
Mike, however, like many of his country-
men, 'was an cxcellent wrestler; and
soon Mr. Braxley resumed his place in
the dust, painfully bruised snd almost
crushed to death by the heavy form or
his foe, who fell upon him with the force
of o blacksmith’s anvil :

Miice, scorning to strilke an enemy
while down, arose and good-naturedly
assisted Braxley to his feet. The latter
gentlemar, groaning ‘with pain, and
deeply mortified in view of his inglo-
rious defeat, declared with anoath that
he could fight no more, -

“Ye have enough, thin?" demanded
the victorious Mike—¢ spake the word,
or be jabers I'll knock ye so far, thatif ye
have any good money in yer pocket, it'll
be undurrent before ye can thravel back
again "

“Yes, I've had enough, and too
much,” groaned Braxley, as he put on
his coat, & task of some difficulty with
him, just then, for a]l his limbs were as
stiff and as sore as if he had been hitch-
ed to a railroad train and dragged for
many miles over a rough surface of
ground.

Mike also put on his coab, and with
his conguered fos, rejoined Simpson

who was overjoyed at the result of the -

conflict, 1
“1 knew werry vell” said he—" that

you could vip the rascal, Mike, Von't

the General be tickled ven ke ’ears of

‘L i
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this? Bloody my heyes if I don’t think
I could vip the fellow myself, little as T

be 3

With th:se words the valiant cockney
resumed his military stru, an"d the party
moved on tojvards Boston,

“ Now, Blick-muzzle,” said Mike, im-

pressively—§
yer place af
humbuggin’
this moment

ye'd betther take us to
once. without any more
We'll niver lave ye from
till the day of judgment,

until our young misthress is put safely
: in our hands|; aud if T cateh ye in any

more of yer
the wrong w

losateful thricks, lading us
1y, be the great toe of the

Pope, and thiat's no thrifle of an oath,

I'll bate ye

to a jelly and sell ye for

soap fat! Djye mind "
After walkling on for some time in

silence. Bray
been decply o

ley, who had apparently
eflecting, abruptly said—

other., There's no need of our quarrel-

% Come, frir}nds, let us understand each

ing or fighti

g I see that I'am no

mateh for yoy, and therefore I submit

quietly to ‘m
wished to mi
‘scher sccond
trouucing wh
have convined
better act ho
will conduet y
abode in Cor
the young |
Theu T will

y fate. I confess that I
slead you, at first; but
thought, and the severe
ch I have just received,
ed me that I had much
porably in this matter, I
ou directly to my place of
hmereial street, and place
dy in your possession.
e back with you to Gean-

eral 8t. Croix) and perhaps, in his satis-

, faction, he m

vy bestow upon me 2 re-

ward, which!
tine and
wounds.

ill pay me for my lost

ditinish the pain of .my
plaster of bank-notes is a

sovereign rempdy for u bruised body.”
“ Now ye Jt_a k raysonable,” Tid Mike,

approvingly only do the dac

nt thing,

Misther Blagkimuzzle, and it's ourselves
that will trafel ye decently in return

\ Relapsing into silence, and walking
as briskly ad tlie infirm condition of Mr.
Bﬂ'@xlcy would admit of, the party soon

p re‘entered  the

way toward

city and wended their
Commercial street.  As

they were trayersing that rather filthy
and decidedly unsalubrious 'and tar-

. P R L A ey s
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smelling' thoroughfare, thiy passed a
wretched looking man who seemed to
be carefully searching, from door to
door, for some particular person or piace,
He was clothed in rags, and a profusion
of coarse, tangled hair well nigh cover-
ed his dark-colored countenance, which
wore a look of deep dejection and pro-
found melancholy. This man.on seeing
Braxley, uttered a subdued excluma-
tion of joy, and muttered—

“ Thatishe!/ I cannot be' mistaken.
But who are those two respectable-look-
ing mon that accompany him? No
matter. I have at last obtained a clue,
I shall of course follow; but I must be
cautious ” :

Braxley and the two servants of Gen-
eral St. Croix passed on, followed at a
short distance by the strange, squalid-
looking man whom we have deseribed,
and who now moved with ap activity
which he had not before displayed.

“ Here is my* home, gemtlemen,” suid
Braxley, as he paussed before the en-
trance of the cellar which he inhabited,
and looked carefully around tosee that no
one was watching him, The ragged
stranger had hidden himself behind a
huge pile of chains, and was therefore
invisible.

“Tollow me, gentlemen,” continued
Braxley, as he descended the steps lead-
ing to the cellar, and rapped in a pecu-
liar manner upon the door, which was
instantly opened by that lovely and in-
terestng lady, Peg Pickles, at sight of
whom Mike started back, exciaiming—

“ Howly Moscs ! is this a caravan of '
wild dastes that ye'r takin’ us into 7 If
s0, what might be the name of this
sthrange animal that bears a fuint re-
simblance to & faymale woman widout
a nose T QOch, murther! but she’s {le
divil's pup, intirely! Arrah, Misther
Black-muzzle, ye'll make yer fortunc on
this quare cratur, any way."

Braxiey laughed, but Miss Pickies
frowned horribly, for <he did not by any
mefns relish the uncomplimentary re
marks of Mike, who now boldly enterea
the ceilar, followed by Mr. Simpson,

I
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As soon as the door was securely
fastened, the ragged stranger emerged
from his place of concealment behind the
pile of chains, and carefully scrntiqized
the exterior of Mr. Bravley's subterranean
abode.

“ Well, thank Heaven! I have found
the place at last, muttered the stranger,
“ Shall I now go and demand the assist-
ance of the authorities? No; for 1 wish
to have all the credit of this business to
myself, Ske will then-be grateful to me
alone, and her gratitude may soon change
into love, by an casy, natural and irre-
sistible transition. But-how shall I gain
admission to Braxtey's den? I mast try
and devise some means of accomplishing
that object, and, meanwhile, I shall loiter
around this spot, taking care to.watch
narrowly the entrance of the cellar.
Ab, Lydia! Did’st thou but know thas
Ravellon was near thee, determined to
rescue thee or perish, percliance that
knowledge might cheer and comfort
thee, even amtdst the horrors of thy
dungeon [ _

The disguised Ravellon stationed him.
self near the eellar, and was soon lost in
thought. '

|

'

OHAPI;‘ER XVIL

I}

MIKE O'lIARA AND APOLLO SIMPSON QET
INCQ A BAD PREDICAMENT.

% Be seated, gentlemen, I beg of you,”
sald Mr. Braxiey, addressing Simpson and
Mike with the most ceremonious polite-
ness, and biinging forward a couple of
chairs, which, being troubled with weak-
ness in the legs, annoutced their suffer-
ings by discordant screeches whenevef
they were sat upon. )

“Thank ye, Misther Black-muazle,”
said Mike, as he and his comrade seated
tHemselves—* if its all the same to you,
we'll be afther transacting this little busi-
ness widout any delay. Give us the
young misthress, or show us vhore she is,

‘ 69
“Oh, don’t be in a hurry,” said Brax-
ley, blandty—* I just wang to have a lit-
tle necessary conversation with my—my
—awife here, and then I'll be entirely #t
your s ervice. Perbaps, meanwhile, if you
would like to taste a drop of brandy;
I've got some real good old. stuft, and—"
* We don’t wantany, wid many thanks
to ye for yer kind offer; liquor might
make us slapy, and we want to keep
wide awalke just now,” interrupted Mike,
who was induced to decline the hospita-
ble invitation of Mr. Braxley on account
of bis fears that an attempt might be
made to poison or drug Simpson and
himself, by thie private introduction into
the brandy of some foreign ingredient
not-necessary to constitute it a desirable
or wholesome beverage,

Braxley's face expressed disappoint-
ment, as he led Peg Pickies to a distant

holding with her the *necessary conver-
sation’ to which ke had alluded,

“1 say, owld Dlack-muzzle,” oried
Mike, “ make yer discoorse wid yer wifs
a8 brafe as possible, for meself and me
frind here are mighty anxious to get out

which is sthrong enough to kill 4 hog.
Och, the murtherin’ villain, to bring me
poor young misthress to such a skunk's
howl as this! May the divil ly away
wid kim for the same!”
v Let us listen to the conversation which
took place Dbetween DBraxley and Peg
Pickles, and which was conducted in
whispered tones that were entirely inau-
dible to Simpson and Mike. ! :
In the first place, Braxley communi-
cated, to lris atmable partner all the parti-
culars of his interview with General St.

course repeat, as the reader is already
acquainted with them/ The narration
being finished, Peg asked—

“ And now, lkow do you intend to dis-
pose of these two funfres, as you call
them

41 scarcely know,”! replied Braxley,
with an air of perplexity—*I had strong

and we'll depart in paee.”

hopes of teing able t‘.oi administer some
of our .sieeping powdens to them, which

L

corner of the cellar, for the purpose of |

of this thrap, by rayson of the i}:mell,-

Croix. These particulars we need not of *
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would kave rendered them insensible, and
then, you know, we could have cut their
throats and buried their bodies in the
callar without any difficalty  Bub that
d——d Irishinan is too shrewd for me,
and will not partake of 4ny liquor.”

“ Let us atfack and overpower them,”
said Peg savggely—“I can easily handle
the smallest ifellow, while you certainly
ought to be, 4 match for the Irishman.”

“ No, thank you,” vesponded Braxley,
as he rubbeqd his bruised limbs with »
rueful visage—— I've had enough of that
Irish gentlempn, I assure you. He is the
very devil fo fight. Never before did I
receive such premendous punishment as
he inflicted upon me to-day. No, Peg,
we are no match for them, and besides,
they are armed with pisols.”

“Then," said Pag, reflectively—* you
had perhaps | better give up the girl to
them, and rigk the chance of receiving
some reward from the old’ General, who,
you say, is her husband as well as her
grand-father.” _

“That wonlt do, either,” said Braxley.
“In the first place, the girl must by this
time be in a terrible plight. When did
you see her last "

‘I earried her down some food and
drink two or three hours ago,”[ replied
Peg. “She has not eaten anything since
her imprisonment ; and has become re-
duced to mere skin and Dbone. Her
cheeks, which were so fresh and blooming
when she was first brought here, are now
pale and sunken like those of 2 corpse.
She seems to breathe with difficulty,
which I don't wonder at, as the air of the
place is so damp and thick that it almost
siifles me.  She can't live but a few hours
longer, Simon ; I wonder that the rats
have not devoured her before this.”

“Well,” said Braxley—* suppose that
I'should restore the girl to the Gieneral
in this miserable condition. Why, in-
stead of rewarding me, I am positive that
he would cause my instant arvest, and I
should then be in a devil 'of ascrape.
No, no, I am not going to place myself
in the iron grasp of justice, which would
crush me, Let the girl die in the dun-

unprofitable speculation after all, The
rats will soon consume her remains, and
then all traces of her will be lost forever.
Oh, that I had these two funkies in the
dungeon, particularly that Irishman, so
that I might gratify my thirst for ven-
geance by killing him by inches! Peg
those two men smust nof leave this place
alive, for if they do, we are ruined. Be-
sides, they will not leave until the girl is
deltvered up to them, whick I am deter-
mined she shall not be. And yet Fdread
to announce that determination to them,
for that infernal, hot-headed Irishman
will either shoot us or call in the officers

with the fellows

“I have it!” eried Pég, joyfully; and
then she whispered a few sentences in
‘the ear of .her partner, whose face sud-
denly assumed a look of intense satisfac-
tion, as he sald—

“That's .a capital plan, Peg, and it's
so simple that I wonder 7 did not think
of it. Ah, it takes & woman to scheme
out a thing of this kind, You are a mest
invaluable partner in business, Peg, and
your ingenuity more than atones for your
lack of beauty. Come, let us do this
little job at once, for the sooner it is over
the better; and then I shall feel easy in
my mind.”

Braxley and Peg now broke up their
conference, and the former approached
Simpson and Mike, saying—

. “Excuse me, gentlemen, for keeping
you waiting so long, but I was obliged to
coax my wife a good deal in order to ob-
tain her consent to the young lady’s being

'given up to you without any positive cer-

tainty of my receiving any reward. You

look sharply after the dollars and cents.
Well, she has consented at last, and now
nothing remains to be done, but to place
the young lady in your possession. This
way, gentlemen, if you please.”

Mike and Simpson arose and followed
Braxley to that part of the cellar where
was situated the trap-door leading fo the
dungeon below. We will here remark
that the ladder, by which access was

geon ; she has turced out to be a yery

gained to the dungeon, had always beer

of justice. Damnation ! what shall we do

know that women are generally apt to’
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aach of her visits to Poor Lydia. Conse-
quently, it was almost, if not quita impos-
sible for any person who mightibave the
misfortune to be imprisoned in that hor-
rible place (Which was of great depth) to
effect an escape, unless assisted by friends
who should discover the trap-door and
lower down the ladder.

Mr. Braxley, aided by the officious Peg
Pickles, raised the trap-door, which creak-
ed horribly upon its rusty hinges. Mike
and Simpson shuddered as they looked
down into the dark and awful chasm, and
they sickened as they inhaled thie foul air
that ascended from the vault, |

“ Do yo mane to say,” demanded Mike,
indignantly, as he leaned over . the black
and yawr{xing pit, and vainly tried to look
through the thick darkness that prevailed
—*“do ye mane to say that ye had the
heart to put the poor young lady in such
a devil’'s den as this§ 'Why, ye murtherin’
old thafe, she can’t surely be alive afther
livin’ down there.” ;

“Go to her, and seel” exclaimed
Braxley, as he suddenly gave the unsis-
necting Mike a vigorous push that sent
him headlong down into the vault. Mr.
Simpson instantly followed, he having
been hurled down by Peg Pickles. Ere
the coachman and the valet could regain
their feet, the trap-door was closed above
their hoads, and they found themselves
securely imprisoned, and surrounded by
impenetrable darkoess. Their abrupt
descent into the vault had injured them
considerably ; and the  comfort of their

osition was not materially increased by
the loud peals of triumphant laughter in
which they heard Braxley and Peg
Pickles indulging, in the cellar over their

heads. _

“ Arrah, Simpson, me honey,” said

Mike, after a long pause. ‘
“ Vot is it, Mike ¥” responded tho poor
valet, in a doleful voice. ,
“Its my opinion that we are enthrap-

3{1-” ‘

« Not the least douds of it. Oh, my
heyes ! Vot vill become of us¥"

“ And its also my opinion, Misther
Simpson, that we have been dacently

removed by the careful Peg P{klés after

thricked, and that the pair of us are
nather more nor less than d d fools !

eral think when we don’t bring kim home
the young misthress ¢ Well, be me sowl,
Simpson, ['m thinking we’d betther say
our prayers and get ready for kicking the
bucket fair and asy, for sorra the one of
us will ever get out of this place alive.
Be the big toe of Shaint Pathric! if I
only had Misther Black-muzzle down here
wid me, I'd be contint " -

“ Oh, dear!" cried the cockney valet,
as he sat down upon the damp ground
and began to weep most piteously—* Oh,
dear ! Have I got to die in this'ere ‘orrid
‘olo? Shall I never again see my dear

tDorothy! Am I never to drink any

more ‘elf-and-alf at the Bellin Hand?
Must I starve, vither and die like a rose
wvich is nipped by a hearly frost? Apollo
Simpson, who vould ever ha' thought of

my hambitious haspirations —Vot a—
murder | what's this "

 Arrah, mwon alive, what the dev’ ~
yo ¥’ demanded Mike. '

“Murder " repeated the terrifi
Simpson—* there’s a snake, or
crawling up my leg, while snotl
got me by the seat of my pantuw..
Oh, X shall be devoured, I know I shall,
Mur——der!” .

“ Howld yer whist, and drive off the

like a cow. Here, where the devil are
yo! Ts it sittin’ down that ye are?
Sthand up:ion yer feet, me frind, and
let's see what's best to be done. If we

this place, and see if there’s any chance
at all to get out of it. I'm thinkin, af-
ther all, that Black-muzzle/lied when he
gave us to understand that the young
misthress was down here. O, if we only
had a light :

“ How lucky ! exclaimed Mr. Simpson,
who had succeeded in driving away the
troublesome vermin which had attacked
him—* how lucky! I ’appen to ’ave in my
pocket a box of friction matehes and 'alf
a wax candle. I don't mind telling you

now, Mike, that I put the matches and

L 2 P

. —— —

Och, murther! what will the owld Gin-

your coming to this! Vot a hend to hall -

bastes like a man, and don’t be bellowin’ -

only had a light, now, we could explore .
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72 THE LADY’S
the eandle in my pocket vith the hinten-
tion of paying a private visit to the Gen-
eral’s wine-cellar, for the purpose of treat-
ing Dorothy and myself to a bottle of
wine afther dinner. You von't kerpose
me, vill you, Mike " :

“Divil a chance will I ever have to do
that same, Simpson dear,” said Mike—
“I don't wondher now that the owld Gin-
cral swore that his wine walked off mighty
fast, for he had a great dale of private as-
sistance in the dhrinkin’ of it. But
sthrike a light, me friend, and let’s be
afther bewolding our new place of abode
—worse Inek "

Mr. Simpson ignited =& match and
lighted the candle, which Lurned feebly
in the damp and unwholesome atmo-
sphere, but which, however, partially re-
vealed the horrors of the place.

Our two unlucky adventurers now be-
gan to explore the dungeon in whiech
they had been 8o unceremoniously incar-
ceraled. This examination only tended
to destroy every hope which they had
previously entertained, of being able to
break out of their gloomy prison, which
was originally constructed as a place of
deposit for stolen goods. At one time the
vault had been used as a work-shop by
a gang of counterfeiters, who were soon,
however, compelled to abandon it on ac-
count of its extreme unwholesomeness.
It was situated far beneath the level of
the street outside, and there was no prob-
ability of breaking through its walls;
for beyond those walls, on every side, was
a solid and impenetrable barrier of earth,
while it was impossible to reach the floor
of the cellar overhead.

The courageous Mike, and the trem-
bling Simpson shuddered as they centem-
plated the gloomy features of the im
den. Its green, damp walls—its poison-
ous air—its darkness, which the feebiet
light of their candle could only partly
diminish—the multitude of loathsome
reptiles that clust:red in every corner—
all these things, 16 say nothing of their
firm belief that they were doomed to drag
out a miserable existence, and finally ex-
pire in that place, filled their souls with

ineffablée horror.
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“ Whist " suddenly exclaimed Mike, as
he assumed a listening attitude—* may
I niver again behowld the blue sky or the
blessed sun if T did’nt hear a groan I

«T heard it, too " said Simpson, * per-
haps it was huttered by our poor young
mistress !” |

In afew moments the gromn was re
peated, and the men hastened Htowards
that part of the vault from which it had
seemed to proceced. Soon they nearly
stumbled over a pile of rubbisl, upon the
top of which they mdistinetly discerned
the form of a human being.

“Who has come to visit the dying Ly-
dia " asked a feeble voice, which the two
servants instantly knew to be thn?» of their
young mistress—*is it the frightful wo-
man who brings me the loathsqine food
which I ecannot eat, and the fohl water
which I dare not drink? Go away, hor-
rible creature, and let me die in peace.”

“We are friends, and have come to
share your imprisonment,” said Mike,
eagerly, “ Look up, misthress dear, and
ye'll know us both; I am Mike, the owld
Gineral's coachman—sure ye remimber
me very.well, for ’tis often I have driven
ye around the city when e were so beau-
tiful that be me sowlI was proud of yel
And here, too is Misther .Simpson, the
Gineral’sown man. The'spalpeen is ery-
ing like a gossoon, and be the powers of
mud, Pm erying too "

The poor fellows, forgetting their own
troubles, wept bitterly as they contem-
plated-the deplorable condition of . their
young mistress, who had frequently be-
stowed upon them both, presents and
words of kindness, and whom they regard-
ed with that respectful affection which is
often cherished by the humble dependent
towards the considerate master or the gen-
tle, benevolent mistress,

Lydia, whose mind was evidently wan-
dering, now said in the same feeble voice
in which she liad before spoken—

“ Oh, if you are friends you ars wel-
coune, But do not speak.of the General ;
I db not wish to have his naine mentioned.
I must never see him again. It would
not be right for us to meet after the terri-
ble mistake which has happened. The
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“and the fresh, pure air, laden with the

- When [ am gone, tell Raveilon that 1
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General is iy grand-father. "Tis a strange
story, and I'll'tell it to you some time;
but nct now. I want to go to sieep now,
and dream of sunny skies and green fields,

breath of flowers. Hark! I hear the
birds singing—far, far away—amid the
leafy branches of the trees.”

+Slie’s lost her sinses intirely,” whis-
ered Mike to his compahion—¥ Oh,
murther | but it’s Tard to sthand here and
witness her sufterin’s, and not be able to
relave ier, Poor creature! she'll soon be
in a betther world, and ’tis meself that

hopes, Simpson dear, that we'll soon be  pect.

afther followin' her there.”

“I'm glad ‘thai you have brought a
light with you,” murmured Lydia—*"it
may serve to keep awny the rats, which
have been gnawing my flesh with their
sharp teeth, Pray, do not let them come
near me again. -I want to die in peace.

loved him dearly—that assurance may
comfort him, for I know that he will feel
sorry when he learns that I am dead,
Now draw the curtains close around my
bed ; closer—closer "

She ceased. Her pale yet exquisitely
beautiful face shone out from the sur-
rounding gloom like a lovely countenance
sketched by the paintet’s glorious art upon
a dark ground. ‘ ”

“ She'’s gone ; may the Heaven’s be her
bed, and may bright angels welcome her
sowl wid music,” whispered Mike; and
then the two humble men knelt down by
the side of that rough bed, and in their
own simple way fervently prayed. * ¥
* * # * E R
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CHAPTER XVIIL
A PLEABANT AND CONVIVIAL PARTY.

Pamue Raveinow, disguised i the
squalid rags which extreme poverty usu-

OR, THE PLATONIC MARRIAGE. 43

|

near the cellar of Braxley, until long after
night had * thrown her sable mantle o’er
the earth.)” Weary of watching, and anx-
ious to be relieved of his suspense con-
corning the fate of Lydia, hé was about
to knock at the door of the cellar and to
try to procure admission under some pre-
tence or other, when ten or a dozen half-
drunken, vagabond-looking men and wo-
men approached, and surrounded him
with looks that were expressive of hos-
tility.

“Who be you?” demanded one of the
gang, a dirty ruffian of most ferocious as-

“ And wot are you doin’ here §” in-
quired another, whose appearance was
equally repulsive.

“Are you on the lay for plunder "
asked a woman, whose personal attrae-
tions were almost equal to those of Miss
Peg Pickles, of pleasant memory.
“Tdon’t know what you mean,” said
Ravellon, whe, remembering his disguise
and assumed character, spoke in the gruff
manner peculiar to veryignorant and bar-
barous people. ,
“Don’t know what we mean, eh "
sne red the ruffian who had first spoken
— you pretend to be d——d green, bul
itsmy opinion that your trying to play
*possum.  You don’t belong around these
wharves; you're not one of us. , We
don’t want any new thieves around here,
to lessen our business, which is bad enough
already., Come, give an account of your-
self, or we'll murder you and throw your
body into the drink " ‘

“Search him, and see if he's got any
money about him,” suggested oneof the
women.

“Wot's the use o' that? He ain't
got a cent—look abt his ragged har-
ness |7 said another. ¢ He’s some
foreign dock-thief that wants to graze
on our pasture, and the best thing we
can do is to throw him into the river !"

to defend himself in case any of the
gang dttacked him. Concealed beneath
his rags were a pair of pistols and a
Bowie-knife of excellent slaughtering

ally wears, remained fatiently at his post

capaciby ;. and it is therefore highly

Ravellon, meanwhile stood prepared
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probable that bad the ruffians attempted
to treat him with vielence, they would
have been repulsed in 2 manner that
might haye astonished them and sent
some of their number into eternity.

Ravellon, however, wished if possible,
to coneiliate the wrétches, and avoid a
personal encounter which might result
unfavorably to the accomplishment of
his object with reference to Lydia. Ac-
eordingly, he addressed them in a mild
tone, saying—

¢ Friends, you are mistaken. It is
true that Iam a stranger to you, and
it 1s also true that I am on a thieving
loy. But I don’t intend to make these
wharves around here my places of busi-
ness. I just come down here to night
out of mere curiosity, to see how things
Jook; I've hgen absent from this city a
great while.”

“Oh, ho I" exclaimed one of the party

—and the speaker was a gentleman
whose journey through life was per-
formed with the assistance of a wooden
leg——* Oh, ho! I begin to smell a rat.
I understand you, stranger; you have
just come out of prison, and you are
cruising around so as to take the fresh
air after a long eonfinement,”

“ That’s just it,” said Ravellon, who
willingly accepted the construction which
the gentleman with the wooden leg had
placed upon his words.

“ Well, that being the case,” said one
of the men, who seemed to be the leader
of the party, and who now took Ravel-
lon’s hand and shook it heartily-— you
are welcome to join us, if you like, pro-
vided that you have the means to treat
us to some grog.”’

“1 have a small trifle of money with
me,” said our hero, cautiously~<1it is
but very little, yet 'tis enough to get
~us two or three horns a-piece; where
shall we go, comrades ?”

“Oh, was the reply—“well go|
down into Braxley's ¢rib ; there’s where
we spend the most of our money and
leisure time. Here it is, down in this
cellar.  Come along, my hearties.”

“ How singunlarly fortunate [” said

of ghese wretches, who imagine me to
be as degraded and abandoned as them-
selves, I shall now be enabled to gain
admission to this place, which, of all
others in the world, I am most anxi-
ous to enter. The enterprise in which
I am engaged is a most desperate

seoundrels to discover that I am not
what I profess to be, they would surely
murder me. éut I am well armed, and
will gell my life dearly.”

Mzr. Braxley himself opened the door
and admitted the party. He regarded
Ravellon with'a look of suspicion, and
demanded—

“ Who is this stranger ? I don’t know
him—never saw him before. 'We want
no strangers here, until we have satis-
fied ourselves beyond a doubt that they
are of the right kind-—bold, true, able
to make money, and willing to spend it.”

“J'1l answer for this chap, Simon,”
sald the leader of the party-—*“he's
just come out of quod, and secms to be
one of the right sort. IHe’s going to
treat the company, and join our honor-
able brotherhood.”

“(Oh, that alters the case,” remarked
My. Braxley, as the sullen look which
his villanous face had worn, vanished,
and gave place to an expression of satis-
faction~—“he is heartily welcome. His
honest rags recommend him to my favor-
able consideration; and his form and
countenance both bear the true mark of
a genuine dock-thief.”

Ravellon Dbriefly returned his thanks

that he'd endeavor to deserve them, He
remarked that he had frequently heard
Mr. Braxley spoken of in terms of un-
qualified praise, by various gentlemnen of
the dock-thieving professfon who had
from time to time, takpf up their abode
in the stone-mansion ffom which he (Ra-
vellon) had just gradpated. He was, he
said, proud and happy to make Mr. Brax-
ley’s acquaintance ; and he hoped to prove
himself worthy of Mr. Braxley’s confi-
dence, and deserving of the friendship
of the ladies and gentlemen with whom

Ravellon to himself—*in the company

he now, for the fixst time, sat down to

and hazardous one—for were these - -

i ; g !
for these flattering compliments, and said ~as drunk las auy jof the company—he

the social board, He would not koast
of hiz abilities as a dock-thief; but he
would soon, with pleasure, show his
frien:ds that he could enter and rob the
cabin of a vessel, or take a boat-load of
pork or fleur from a wharf in 2 workman-
tike and creditable manner. He con-
eluded by intimating that cutting throats
and throwing drunken sailors overboard,
wdre mere pastimes with him. ;
Ravellon’s speech was received with
the most deafening applanse. The mis-
creants all crowded around the orator,
in order to 3hake hands with and con-
gratulate ihim; and one of the loathsome
women, to his ineffable disgust, sat down
in his lal and began to besmear him
with her filthy kisses, swearing that he
“talked like a preacher,’ that she had
¢ fallen inf love with him, and that he
must from that mement consider himself
her ‘man/ Our hero, not daring to re-
pulse the |horrible creaturs, from whose
person, which was literally reeking with
filth, were|exhaled the combined odors
of bad gin, decayed onions and rank to-
baccov-st compelled to endure her
hideous and sickening caresses, with all
the philosophy of which he was pos-
bessed .,
Meanwlhjile, Mr. Braxley and Peg
Pickles had placed upon the table sundry
bottles and decanters containing brandy,
gin, and various other stjmulating beve-
rages. It is needless to sa'g\ that all hands,
with the |exception of Ravellon, drank
freely, Opr hero managed to dispose of
his liguor beneath the table without be-
ing noticed. Pretending, however to be

arose—sumewhat to the personal incon-
venience of the lady who was seated in
his Jap—and in a few eloquent remarks
proposed, as a toast, the ¢ health of their
worthy host, Mr. Braxley.”

Mr. Braxley—who was quite drank—
steadied himself by leaning on the back
of a chair/and responded to the elegant
compliment of which he was the highly
gratified recipient. “ Ladies and gentle-
men,” said he, laying his hand patheti-
cally upon that portion of his breast

—%you do me proud. [his is the hap-
piest moment of my life. I am atfected,
even to tears. Cur stranger friend has,
in the kindest manner, and in language
far superior to his wardrobe, proposed
my health. T thank him. T thank you
all In my humble way, I trust I have
been of some serviee to the dock-thieves
in this vicinity. My house and heart are -
always open to them, aud they are wel-
come to partake of my bounty, (cheers)
provided that they pay for the same at a
reasonable rate. (A faint groan from the
gentleman with the wooden leg.) Com-
rades and friends ! Iam about to propose
a sentiment of a peculiarly affecting cha,
racter, Fill your glasses and attend-
Here is to the memory of our old com-
rade Dick, who now sleeps beneath the
sod, he having been gloriously slain the
other night, while professionally engaged
in cracking @ crib., He was a faithful
pal, although rather too fond of his rum.
Ladies and gentlemen, for propriety’s
sake let us drink this toast standing, and
in silence.” “

The ‘ladies and gentlemen® obeyed
with reverence, little suspecting that the-
individual to whose memory they were
drinking, was sldin by the hand of the
stranger- who was then in their midst.

Proper respect having been paid to the
memory of a defunct comrade, the party
became noisy and jovial in the extreme.
In the midst of the uproar, the gentleman
with the wooden leg—who rejoiced in the
humorous cognomen of ¢ Timber Shank'
—arose and claimed the attention of the
company for a few moments. Timber
Shank was not a handsome man, by any
means ; his nose was of the pug order,
and looked lile an enlarged pimple—his
eyes resembled two decayed oysters float- .
ing in a Yucket of blood, while his mouth,
which was irregularly ornamented with
a few small and crumbling tomb-stones,
habitually wore that expression which a
a person of strong imaginative faculties
would ‘be apt to aseribe to a voeal bull-
frog -when that interesting reptile is about
to bréak forth into a sentimental ditty.

where he supposed Lis hieart to be loeated

Nouwithstanding his persenal defects, hows
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ever, Mr. Timber Shank was a man of
gallantry, and adored the ladies. Ilaving
obtained the attention of the compauy,
he commenced by imparting to his friends
then and there assembled, the startling
intelligence that his mother was a woman.
{Sensation, and cries of hear! hear)
“Yes,” said Timber Shank, as he looked
avound him with an air of stern defiance,
which seemed to indicate his readiness to
‘smash’ any lady or gentleman wlho
might dare to contradict him— my nat-
ural parent was of the female sex, and
I'm not ashamed to own it. Xn fact, I'm
rather proud of it. &Cheer&) She died
one day. (Criesof ¢ Wot a pity ' mingled
with an indecent atmospherie performance
by an excessively intoxicated gentleman
who had fallen under the table) Yes
she croaked, and was carted off in a pine
coflin to her last home. (Iicre the speaker
became deeply affected, and assaulted
himself on the breast with his fist, in a
manner that evinced a perfect reckless-
ness with regard to his own personal
comfort ; this was to show the intensity of
his emotions. However, he soon recovered
himself, and went on.) Yes, she faded
from the earth like a delicate flower, and
died of the lock-jaw, brought on by pene-
trating the calf of the left leg with a knit-
ting-needle while under the influence of
drink.  (Another loud demonstration
from the man under the'table.) Now,
my friends, why do I inform you that my

mother was a woman ? It is to show you
my respect for the sex. Why do T .re-

spect and admire the sex? Because the
sex is beautiful, and soft, and loving, and
necessary to the comfu-{, pleasure and hap-
piness of man. Gentlemen, we are men,
but let us not forget that there are ladies
among us, Gentlemen, we are, strong,
and rough, ard tough—but let vs not
lose sight of the fact that there are wo-
men—weak, tender, frail women—Ilooking
up to us for protection and support, and
encouragement. Gentlemen, anse, and
let every one of us drain a bumper to
the health, wealth, Jong life and prosperi-
ty of Lovely Woman I

Tremendous and enthusiastic was the

THE LADY'S GARTER ;
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applause with which this brilliant effprt was
greeted: and the toast having beer’*drunk
with ali the honors,’ Peg Pickles arose to
respond. Iaving snuffled forth herthanks
in behalf of herself and the other ladies

who wgre present, she proceeded to expa-

tiate largely upon the variety of useful
purposes which Women had been express-
ly created to serve. She ‘delicately but
emphatically intimated that, without the
aid of Woman, the human family would
soon become extinct. She alluded, in
glowing and impassioned terms, to the
physical capacity of Women to afford
Man th‘re highest and most exstatic enjoy-
ment which it was possible for the mind
to couciiive. Pag next grew professional
in her remarks, and spoke of femaie
thieves as being the most expert in the
world. | “Their blandishments,” said sho
—*“and the thousand fascinating little
arts which they know so well how to
practice!, enable them to reduce a man to
a condition of veluptuous insensibility,
and then nothing is easier than to re-
lieve him of his money and valuables.
When |he awakens from his delicious
trances, he finds his watch,, pocket-book,
and paramour among the missing; and
he often submits to his loss rather than
expose (bimself by making a complaint
before 4 magistrate.” Peg finally became
rather Joose and licentious in her remarks,
and therefore we cannot follow her fur-
ther, Bhe concluded by proposing the

well—kn'pwn sentiment—* A short life and
a maerry oune)

Speeches and toasts were now aban-
doned by the company ; and singing and
hard drinking became the order of the
night. ' Ravellon, who pretended to dfink
freely, contrived to throw away, unper-
ceived, all the liquor which was poured
into his glass. Affecting to be very drunk
he sang two or three Bacchanalian songs,
which elicited unbounded applause, all
hands joining in the chorusses. Finally,
overcome by excessive drink, the wretches
fell from their seats and sprawled out upon
the floor, Ravellon among the rest; and
soon they all, with the .single exception
of our. daring adventurer, were buried
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mn the deep and death-like sleep, which an
immoderate indulgence in swong drink
is so apt to produce.

CHAPTER XIX.

TUE DAWN OF HOPE.

Ravellon, being satisfied that every m-
mate of the cellar, with the exception of
himself, was fast asleep, arose Wwith ex-
treme caution and began to search the
place in the hope of finding the trap-
door to which the dying Dick had vague-
ly alluded. filis search was, however,
unsuccessful ; for, as we have before re-
marked, the trap-door communicating
with the dungeon was so artfujly con-
structed, that no uninitiated person could
discover jt, '

Greatly disappointed and somewhat
discouraged, our hero resumed his place
upon the floor, and endeavored to devise
some method of gaining the negessary
information relative to the localityjof the
entrance to Lydia’s prison. e was busily
engaged with his thonghts, when the cap-
tain of the “ Wharf Rangers,” who had
drank with more moderation than his
comrades, arose from his hard |couch,
shook himself, and muttered— '

“It's time that the gang was lon the
move, [if that vessel is to be robbed to-
night. It must now be near day-light.
D——n the rum when it interferes with
business in this way! A thief should
never be a drunkard, for he ought always
to have his wits about him. But I don't
suppose that T could ever get myl party
to sign the teniperance pledge. \jV_eH, I

must rouse these fellows from their com-
fortable snooze ; but first, as I've got the
stirt this morning, I may as well doa
little private business on my own hook.”
# Snakey Sam,” for that was the name
ofi the speaker—and a very apprppriate
name it was, too, for he' was lopg and
slender, -‘ust like a snale, and wag about

asibideous as that reptile—now began to

—

o throngh with a process precisely simi-
Jar to that ,in which Mr, Simon Braxley,
on a former occasion which we have de-
seribed, had indulged: Sam emptied the

pockets and bosoms of his male and fe- - -
| male companions of all the loose change

which they possessed ; he then bestowed
the sanme attention upon Mr. Braxley, and
Peg Pickles, who, lying near each other,
were  eXecuting a snoring duelt with
surprising vigor and pleasing effect.
TPeg’s performances, however, were de-
cidedly superior to those of her ¢ Jord and
master,’ for, being destitute of a nose, she
was enabled to belch forth a tremendous
volume of sound which, had it issued from
a nasal organ in the natural manmer,
would have been compressed and thinned
out in a way to maierially destroy its
magnificent compass. ‘

Snakey Sam, having deprived Braxley
and Peg of all the filthy lucre which they
happened to have about them, approached
Ravellon with the evident intention of
investigating and appropriating the con-
tents of Ais pockets. DBut our hero, fear-
ing that the weapons with which he was
armed might be discovered and excite
suspicion—for the pistols and Bowie-knife
which he carried were of too elegant and
costly a description to be suitable to a
mian professing the occupation of a dock-
thief—opened his eyes and moved his
person by way of announcing to Sam
that he was wide awake., Sam wassome.
what confused at first, for he became un-
pleasantly aware that the stranger had
witnessed his thieving operations; but he
soon recovered himself and whispered to
Ravellon— ‘

“ Don't say anything about my shaking
down these fellows. We all rob each
other as often as we can get the
chance. Keep dark, and I'll divide with

Ou-” .

& No,” said Ravellon—* keep it sll
yourself, It's none of my business, and
T'll never mention a word about it.”

« You're a trump,”-=said Sam-—* and
I like you. Our party is going now to
rob a riehly-freighted vessel that lays
out in the stream not far from here. We
have a boat ready, and the thing is all

e o A

e bt ncimim i o P

e

JEEERREP S

P R

e Sy g e

R R

S

\/’

R i e L -
»

T TR e s eein

AT P LT T I L 45—yt 1T e



78

booty.”

said—

/fixed. Come, as I have full confidence
in your beinrg a staunch ehap, you may
o with us and have a share of the

This arrangement did not suit Ra-
vellon’s purpose at all ; and he therefore

¢ I'm very sorry, but I really can’t go
with you this time.
got a little private business to attend to
in about one hour from now. After I
have got through with the affair, I shall
be altogether at your service. Will you
excuse me 7

“ Certainly, old chap,” replied Snakey
Sam— business is business, and must

The fact is, ['ve

THE LADY'S GARTER;

charge, of which she wa¥ indeed inno-
cent, Snakey Sam being the true culprit ;
but Timber Shank insisted that she was
the thief, whereupon the indignant fair
one “ squared herself” in a truly scien-
tifie style, and-forthwith began to “ pitch
into” her wooden-legged aceuser—who
wag also her lover or “fancy man "
with a vigor inspired by the conscious-
ness of her wrongs, for she herself had
been robbed of a shilling or two which
she had hidden in her chaste bosom,
Timber Shank fought manfully, and
many an uncomfortable punch grid the
Amazon' receive in the region of her
“ bread-basket” from the Iron-pointed
artificial limb.of her *bosom friend,”

be attended to. I plainly see that

of my gang, for you have a pair of eyes

sing a good song, you can talk like a
gentleman, and you can drink more rum
than any other live man I ever saw.
‘Why, last night your glass was always
emptied ag’ soon asit was filled. Wil
you meet me and my comrades here

o'cloek ¢
Ravellon promised todo so, of course;

—and then Snakey Sam began fo kick
and otherwise mbltreat the ladies and
gentlemen of his interesting party, so
as to awaken them from their peacefnl
slumbers. They arose, grumbling and
i growling, rubbing their aching heads
fae and| mentally cursing their respected
{ ;

leader for having disturbed them so soon.
When they discovered that all their
available funds had ben feloniously ab-
stracted from the various places in which
those funds had been deposited, their
ill-humor increased; and the incensed
proprietor of the wooden leg, forgetting
i his aceustomed gallantry towards the
4 fair sex, ferociously accused a lady, in
4 whosé arms he had reposed, of having
. " “ghaken him down” to the tung of two
; shiflings in silver, several coppers, and
L a brass quarter which needed but the
] i addition of a little quick-silver to render
by it a very passable coin, The accused

to-night, between eleven .and twelve | —well, some one has robbed me, that's

you're going to make a first-rate member | who, however, finally got the worst of
the encounter, and cried, “hold, enought”

that convince me that you're not afraid { much to the delight of the other ladies,
of the devil himself. Besides, you can{who considered that this signal victory

reflected credit upon fhem. !

“Well,” gasped poor Timber Shank,
as he chafed and foamed beneath the
sarcastic remarks of his comrades, who
ridiculed him unmercifully on aceount
of his having been beaten by a woman

certain.  It's a d——d pity that 2 man
can’t lie down to take a snooze among
his own partners in business, without
having his pockets picked. I'm more
than half inclined to suspect that this
stranger here—" -

“ Shut up I” interruptad Snakey Sam,
with an oath—% don’t dare to say any-
thing against that stranger, or Il have
to give you a licking. The stranger's
a good fellow, and he shan’t be injured.
What's the use of making such a muss
about a few . shillings, when we've got
a job in hand that will perhaps bring
us in fifty dbllars a piece? Come, it’s
time that we were moving, if we are
going to do anything. Let Simon and
Peg, snooze away—our departure need
not disturb them, and as for the stranger,
he's got some business of his own to
attend to, and can’t go with us this time.
Perhaps he'll be good enough to fasten
the door after us, when we've gone out,
Come along, we've no time to lose "

lady indignantly denied the odious

Having opened the cellar door, the

pruryy

wheole|gang of miscreants, women in-

cluded, passed out into the street| Ra-

velfon| carefully re-fastened the door,

an%t} en sat down to reflect. .He was
t

alpne with Braxley and Peg Pickles.
f whom continued to sleep and
ith undiminished industry.

Qur|hero was not long in determining
how tp act, for a long and stout rope
upon which his eyes-happened to fall,
sugkested a plan which he proceeded to
exetutp without any delay. - Having
cutfthe rope into pieces of a suitable
pizc} he bound the limbs of the “ sleeping
beahtigs ' in the most secure and effec-
tual mpnner, so that, when they should
ken, they would be pexfectly help-
Jessiankl unable to move a hair'’s breadth.

This being done, he bestowed upon each
of them a vigorous kick, which aroused
them from their slumbers. Imagine

thejr gstonishmentand terror when they
disovéred their total inability to stir!
Soanh domprehending the predicament in
which [they were placed, they muttered
the|mqst horrid oaths, and demanded of
Rayellon, who: stood over them the
megning of all this? ‘
“It means,” replied our hero—¢ that
you arp helpless:and in my power, and
that I shall torture you hoth in the most
tergible manner, unless you tell me
whdre [you have concealed Lydia St.
Crogx, the young lady whom you, Brax-
ley} carried off from her home.”

%Who are you ' demanded Braxley,

“It|matters not. Suffice it for you
to know that I am the young lady’s
friend,| and that I am determined to
rescue|her.”

“All !l you are a disguised imposter,
I thought that your language was very
refined for a man calling himself a river-
thief; Lut I did not suspect you of being
otherwise than you seemed. Well, sir,
whoever you ave, let me assuro you that
I never carried off any young lady from
her hpme—and that there is no one
conceafed about these premises, to my
knowledge. You have been misinform-
ed, and have made a great mistake.”

“ Lifr | Where is the trap-door that
leads to the dungeon? Ha ! your coun-
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tenance betrays your guilt. Scoundrel!
—instantly give me ‘the information
which I require, or, by the eternal God
I will blgw out your brains and send
your erime-blackened soul shrinking to
the flames of hell " ‘

As he uttered these terrific words,
Ravellon drew forth his pistols and

anicjl trembling Braxley, who' faltered
out—

“Release me from these bonds, and I
will then show you the trap-door.”

¥ No,” said our hero, decisively—« T
will not' trust you. Tell me where the
trap-door is situated, and instruct me
how to open it, and that will suffice.”

“If I do this, will you then set me
free, and pledge yourself not to injure
me any further ¥ :

“I shall make no promises, villain.
But if you do not comply with my re-
quest, I shall give you and your hide-
ous partner here a foretaste of the tor-
ments of the damed ”

“ Will you not tell me how you found
out that the young lady was in my pos-
session, and also how you knew about
the secret trap-door 1"

“No! I will not parley with you.
Come, speak out, or your moments are
numbered }”

“He must have followed you and the
two flunkies from the General's house,”
sgid Peg Pickles to Braxley—%and his
enquiries about the trap-door are the re-
sult of mere guess-work. You'd better
tell him all he wanis to know, Simon,
or else he will surely kill the pair of us.
Iknow by the looks of his eyes, which
blaze like coals of fire, that he’s not to be
trifled with.”

“Let him kill us if he likes!” said
Braxley, desperately—*we may as well
die now as to be hung at some future
time, Stranger, blaze away with your
pistols ; Simon Braxley will show you
that he can die game. But first, for your
edification, let me acknowledge to you
that the lady of who you are in search
is confined in a secret, and to you, inac-

cessible dungeon connected with this cel-
lar. With her are two of General St.

levelled them at the head of the pale:

—
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Croix's servants, who were sent here to
take possession of Lydia; bu' I caught
them in a nice trap, and they will never
seo day-light again. I will add for your
further satisfaction that Lydia was dying
yesterday, and is probably dead by this
time. Ha,ha! thatseems to stir you up!
I suspect that you are the girl's lover ; if
so, of what use will her dead body be to
you, particularly when it has been half
devoured by rats!” ’
“Yillain—devil I” groaned Ravellon, as
his entire frame quivered with tremen-

GARTER; |
|

sneer—* you, 'althongh well armed, ara
afraid of a man without weapons. Bah!
what a white-livered cur I”

Ravellon's face grew purple with tre-
raendous furylon hearing these insulting
words, for he was brave even to rashness,
and the odious pame of “coward,’ al-
though applied to him by that despicable
scoundrel, almost maddened him. How-
ever, he restrained himself by a powerful
effort, and said, hoarsely—

« Miscreant{l 'tis true that youn are as
far beneath the notice of any man as is
the dirt under his feet—yet, were it not
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price, all the necessaties and not a fow of
the eomforts of life, and fuel was essential
lo the preparation of the dainty food on
which she and Mr. Braxley were accus-
tomed to feast. Ravellon igﬁxited a match
and applied it to the shavings. Soon a
great blaze, was roaring upithe chimney
and sending forth 2 most Intense heat.
Mr., Bragley survey?;,d these operations
with a troubled look ; but his uneasiness
was changed to terror when Ravellon
seized him by the heels and dragged him
towards the roaring and crackling flames,
which illuminated ‘¢very corner of that
squalid den, and digtinetly revealed all

“Drag mé away from the fire ; I will
do whatever you ask,” said Braxiey.

Ravellon immediately removed the
suffering wretch from the fire. Braxley,
overcome by the tortures wbich he had
endured, and by the pain which he con-
tinued to feel, fainted. Ravellon dashed
a quantity of cold water over him; but
he did not revive, :

“He is dead,” said our hero—* and
now, woman,” (addressing Peg Pickles,)
“ will you show me the entrance to the
dungeon, or do you prefer to undergo
torments similar to those which I have
just inflicted upon your precious part-

dous agony—*“how shall I make yon

its loathsome features ner here 27
“What in the devil's name are you] %I will give you all the information
going to do with me ¥’ démanded Brax- {;ou ask,” replied Peg, who had been a

speak the words which can guide me to|for the distracting anxiety which I feel
that acoursed trap-door? Even at this|concerning my Lydia, I swear that 1
i morment poor Lydia’s life may be flicker-| would cut the cords which bind you,
bE ing and dying out like the expiring|and prove myself no coward by throwing
* flame of a lamp whose oil is consumed. {away my weapons and meeting you on
Conld I but grasp! har now in my arms | equal grounds—will you, or will you not,
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ley—“am I to be roasted alive 2" orrified witness of Braxley's sufferings.

N “Yes,” was the caol reply of Ravellon,| Ravellon unfastened the cord that con- L
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as he placed the ras¢al upon the hearth a | fined the woman’s feet, and assisted her
short distance from |the fire. to rise. He did not, however, release
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and bear her to the pure air and to the
abode of some good plysician, her pre-
cious life*might yet be saved. Five or
ten minutes hence, it may be too late, and
sha who is dearer to me than the life-blood
that gushes from my bursting heart, may
be no more. Hushed forever will be the

point out thela means of penetrating to
Lydia’s place of confinement "

ing himself in danger of falling into the
hands of the authorities, preferred instant
death to the horrors of a long imprison-
ment—“no! | You may tear up the floor

“No! thindered Braxley, who, find- -

Mr. Brazley soor} began to feel an-
comfortably warm ;' he began to edge
away from the fire—but in vain; so se-
curely was he bound that he eould not
move in the slightest degree. Ina few
minutes his sufferings lecame most in-

her arms.

“ Now,” said our hero— show me the
trap-door, and do not attempt to deceive
me, it you wish to avoid a roasting.
You have seen enough of me to know
that I am not t6 be trifled with.”

l"l,
PR music of her voice, quenched forever the | of the cellay, but immense masses of stone tenso, and he writhed in agony. The; “That's a fact,” said Peg with a ;
: !; sl light of her once brilliant eyes, and never | will stay your further progress. Come, tremendous heat scorched and blistered | hoarse laugh, as she spurned the form of i
i again shall my melancholy soul expand | you have mylanswer; kill me if you like. his face, and singed his hair from his| Braxley with her foot—* but I hated this N
Jion and grow joyous beneath the genial|l will die like a man!” , head. For some time, in the desperate |scoundrel, and I thank you for having !
I warmth of her sweet radiant smiles!| “And Lwill die like a woman " cried obstinacy of his nature, he refrained frow | put him out of the way. ~ He was 2 petti’r ;
S Braxley, on my bended. knees I implore| Peg Pickles,|who, however, did not be- uttering 2 cry, or even a groan; but at|tyrant, an unprineipled scamp, and a ;
i, you to speak the blessed words thal can |lieve ‘that Ravellon really intended to length the horrible torments which he;cruel brute, as many scars and” bruises !
’gg ki give her to my arms! You shall have |kill either her or her partner in crime. L suffered became too excruciating for hu-|upon my person will testify, for he was ;
B gold—anything and everything—so that| - Miserable wretches " said our hego, ﬁ man endurance, and the most terrific|in the frequent habit of beating and i
é . you but give me my Lydia " calmly— you shall both of you expert: ] i(ells burst from his parched and cracking | abusing mq in the most savage manner. f
o e ' . “Bravo!” cried Braxley, ironically— | ence tortures ten times more terrible than ‘< ips.  His tongue, which was black, blis-| Well, thank the Lord and you, sir, his f
‘1'[.*;1‘; “if my hands were free, I would clap|the pangs of death, Braxlay, i will begin h tered an.d swollen, projected from his) miserable carcer is ended, and I shall fo
b them together and applaud your theatri-| with you. You shall ba tormented with i' mouth, his inflamed eyes almost started | now have a chance to reform and become i
whio cal thapsody. Why don’t you go on the | fire, an:d when I have become weary of ‘ from their sockets, while every vein,|a better woman.” ' |
R stage and play the sickly, sentimental|listening to your groans of angulish, I l nerve and sinew in hishody seemed about | ¢ Peace, hag!” cried Ravellon, sternly E
f b lovers? Seriously, stranger, you must|wili-tear out by the roots the acoursed to snap asunder. ' —*“ I amnot to be imposed upon by your |
il unbind me, or I won’t give you the in-|tongue whieh you refuse to employ|in di- “ Mercy—merey 1" he gasped—* I|hypooritical prating. Think not to in !
it formation which you demand.” recting me to’ the'prison of my Lydia.” % can’s bear it. Spare me, for God’s sake !"”| duce me to show you favor, by your emp- )
e « I will not unbind you,” said Ravellon Ravéllon approached the fire-place, in “No merey shall you rcceive,” said |ty professions of repéntance’| You are oo
. ;.g § —= for T fear that you may catch me 4n|which had been: heaped up a large Ravellon, coldly—“until you consent o} just as bad as wag your infamous partner |
L 1 the same ingenions frap in which you|quantity of shavings, kindling) stuff direct me to the prison of Lydia.” here, and worse ; for, hideous as you are,
| 5;,;} eaught the two servants of General 8t.{and logs of wood. This fuet had’ been “ Kl(lil tll;no af Oﬁce: I emplore you,"|you are still a woman, and should have
i Lro x.” . |stolen from a nelghbon'}ng -shlp-yar‘d. by gr?‘alz\]Te  the wretc ;.d man, . had some feeling of pity and sympathy ;
Sk “UOh, you fear me, then-—you are. not-; the industrious Miss Pickles herself; for 0; you must die by slow degrees,” | for one of your sex who had fallen into '
g. was the stern reply. the power of a remorseless villain. In- o

. ! t
coward, after all,” said Braxley with alto procure, without money and without ; l \l

i‘é‘ withstanding your fine words, a miserable | that estimable lady was ever on the alart
H
4
LR

i
e l“;} ! [‘ L: ) s ,
I _1 i ‘ i ' .
- f A ‘ . 1 | 1 ‘ j '
o7 'j : | | ;
oo “l ! | . ) , 11 -
el ' ! i I DR
N - | | - SR - . — S Cee e n e e s mmemmoescemnt St Lcoanl -
! ’ " - ' i | ' T .. . * R . IR . B
| .



B2 THE LADY'S GARTER;

stead of that, you have aided and abet-
ted Braxley in his infernally wicked op-
erations. Come, no more words, but
show me the trap-door.” ,

Peg grumbled and walked to another
part of the cellar, followed by Ravellon,
who, fearing some treachery, watched
her every movement with the closest at-

ention,

\“ Here,” sald the woman, as she
paused agd pointed with her foot to-
wards one of the boards which forined
the floor of the cellar—*if you have a
knife about you, insert the point of if
into that crack, and pry up the boafd.
So ;—now do you sce an iron ring?
Well, take hold of that ring, and pull
npwards with all your might. The trap-
door isvery heavy; loosen my arms, and
I will help you to raise it.”

Ravellon declined the obliging offer,
for reasons of his own. Possibly he en-
tertained a high opinion of Peg’s ability
to execute ingenious stratagems, and
did not desire to afford her an opportu-
nity of practising her skill upon Aim,

The trap-door was indeed very heavy,
but Ravellon succeeded in raising it
While standing upon the verge of the
dark abyss, a sudden and suspicious move-
ment on the part of Peg Pickles attracted
his notice, and he discovered thatshe had
placed hergelf directly behind him,

“It is very dark and gloomy down
there,” remarked Peg, as she edged up
closer to Ravellon.

The reader will rightly conjecture that
it was her intention t0 precipitate our
hevo into the yawning pit, in 2 manner
similar to that in which Simpson aund
Mike liad been disposed of. She could
easily have effected her object, for, al-
though her hands were tied, the slightest
push with one of her feet would have
sufficed to pitch Ravellon headlong down
into the dungeon, upon whose extreme
edge he was standing, |

Instantly comprehending the woman’s
design, Ravellon sprang back and orderad
her to retire to a distant corner of the
cellar, at the same time assuring her that
in case she attempted to move without

certain. Peg, not daring to disobey, and
feeling excessively enraged and mortified
in view of the defeat of . her benevolent
intention, shuffled off, growling like a
she bear of am irritable temper, when that
animal is supposed to be afflicted with a
sore head. ‘

Taking up the Jadder which lay near,
Ravellon lowered it down into the dun-
geon and carefully placed it in its proper
position. Then he exclaimed, in a loud
voice— : :

“If two of the servants of Greneral St.
Croix are down there, they will be glad
to know that 2 friend has come to their
rescue; they will instantly ascend this .
ladder, and be sure to bring with them
the body of Lydia, whéther she be living
or dead. Haste, friends, for the love of
God—haste " :

A few moments of profonnd silence
enstied—a silence so painful, and so
fraught with terrible suspense, that Rav-
ellon could distinctly hear the throbbings
of his own heart.

“ There is no one here, after all,” ho
muitered, as the cold perspiration streamed
from his forehead—¢ or else the two
soervants haye perished. If they were
unable to endure the hoifrors of the
place, how can I hope that Lydia still
tives? I must secure that abominable
hag, and then descend intolthe dungeon
in search of the ’body of imy beloved,
It will afford mea melancholy satisfac-
tion even to gaze upon her ¢old and inan-
imate remaing; and I ean E’n fature un-
happy years strew her graye with fresh
flowers and water them with my tears.”

Hark ! he hears the soynd of voices
below, and the mext moment he is cer-
tain that persons are ascending the ladder.
Simpson flrst makes his appearance; he
is followed by Mike, bearing in his arms
the motiontess form of poox Lydia.

To snatch that still and]‘ wasted form
from the arms of the wondering Mike—-
to press it wildly to his breast—rand to
kiss, again and again, the cold] pallid
lips of her whom he loved—all thess
movements on the part of Ravellon occu-
pied buta second of time.

bis permission, her instant death was

|

“She’s, mine!” he exclaimed, with

-

- whelming emotions we shall not attempt
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stariling vehomence-~* no human power
shall wrest her from me! But, alas! she
@ derd, Oh, that I could but once again CHAPTER XX.

behold the light of her soul-speakin
oyes! She is gone, but I swear that
will not suryjve her. Friends, let me be
buried near her place of rest. It is the
tast prayer of a dying man. Lydis, I
come to thee I”

Uttering these frantic words, Ravellon
drew forth a pistol, applied it to his fore-
kead, and was about to pull the trigger,
when he fancied that his left hand, which
rested upon the bosom of Lydia, directly
over her heart, felt a slight pulsation.
Almost crazy with joy he examined her
closely, and discovered—with what over-

to say—that life still clung feebly in its
frail tenement of clay. ,

% Sha lives—she lives I cried Ravellon,
and both Simpson and Mike leaped for
joy on hearing the welcome announce-
ment—* thank God there is now a hope
that I may again behold my Lydia in the
possession of life, health and beauty.
But no time is to be lost, Friends, I will
convey my precious burden to the house
of a physician with whom I am ac-
quainted. Do you take charge of that
detestablo hag in yonder corner, and de-
liver her up to justice. Her partner in
erime has already received the reward of
his atrocities. - Farewell, until we meet
again 1”

" Ravellon, bearing the light and delieate
form of Lydia St. Croix in his arms,
hastily unfastened thd door of the cellar,
rushed forth into the street, and flew,
rather than ran, towards a respectable
quarter of the city in which resided a
friend of: his, who was a well-known and
skiliful physician,

THREE OF OUR OHARACTERS TAKE THEIR
FINAL LEAVE OF THE READER.

Mr. Michael O'Hara, Hibernian coach-
man, and Mr. Apollo Simpson, .British
valet-—after the abrupt departure of Ray-
ellon witk their young mistress in his
arms—surveyed each other for some time

with puzzled looks, which ean scarcely
be wondered at, in view of the strange

events that had taken place within the
previous five minutes. To be thus unex-
pectedly released from the dungeon—io
discover that Lydia, whom they had
given up as dead, still lived—and to
behold her thus unceremoniously carried
off by a ragged and decidedly hard-
looking customer who was to them a
total stranger who called the young lady
his Lydia, and who, before he found out
that she was still alive, was going to blow
out his brains—all these wonderful cir-
cumstances completely staggared our two
friends, and several' minutes elapsed be-
fore either of them could speak. At
length Mike found the use of his tongue
sand remarked—

“ Arrah, Simpson, me boy.”

“Vot 1" responded the cockney valet.

opinion on these sthrange evints, any
way ¥ : )
“My heyes! I don’t know vot to
think,”

“ Bedad, nor more does meself. Well,
wo're free from the dungeon, and the
young misthress is alive, thank God for
both favors, amin, But'it’s throubled I
am because we let the lady be carried off
by that dirty-looking sthranger, for she
may resave more bad treatment, and we
shall nivir know where to find her.

| Och,wirra, wirra! we've just got out of

one throuble\t,o get into another—worse
luek 1

“Depend upon it, Mike, it's hall

'gg.‘.:...a. e v e A,
b N

right,” said Simpson—* that stranger is

|

“Would ye be plazed to give me your .
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a friend, or he vouldn’t have let us hout
of the dungeon. Vasn't that a hact of
of friendship?! Now, as to his being

.ragged and dirty, I think that he

must have been in disguise, for vasn't his
language that of a gentleman? Aud
then his conduet vent to show that he
vas in Jove vith young mistress, Betwixt
you and me Mike, I think he must be a
particular friend of the lady’s, pethaps
ber lover, vich vouldn’t be mueh out of
the vay, seeing as how the General is so
precious hold. Vell, this lover having
found out that the hobject of his hador-
ation bad been carried to this place, takes
and disguises himself, and makes his ap-
pearance in the manner vich we have
seen, Vy, bless yer "art, it's hall as plain
as the nose on yer face |"

“That's all raysonable enough,” said
Mike—*and ye have relaved me mind
of a cart-load of suspinse. 'The sthran-

- ger was a gintleman disguised as a black-

guard, and - the misthress will be safe in
his care. He'll send or bring us word
where we can find him. Let us now at-
tend to business, and aftherwards lave
this divil's den to the rats, bad luck to
them! ™Tis hard work we had, Simpson
dear, to kape them from devourin’ us and
the misthress. Where % the faymale
that the sthranger tould us to deliver up
to justice? Och, there she is, in the cor-
ner beyant. Come out o'that, ye she imp
of ould Satax, and give an aceount of yer-
self—d’ye mind "

Peg Pickles reluctantly came forward,
ond regarded the two men with a sullen
look. " *

“Where's yer frind—I mane Misther
Black-muzzle ' demanded Mike.

“There he lies,” was the reply—“he
1s dead. That stranger roasted him to
death because he refused to point out the
entrance to the dungeon. 1 showed him
the trap-door, and therefore, gentlemen,
you are indebted to me for your release.
New repay the obligation by treating me
with moderation.” ’

“ Arrah, none of yer blarney, ye ould
hell-cat,” said Mike—* if ye showed the
way $o our dungeon, it was only to pre-

THE LADY'S GARTER

sarve yerself from being broiled like a
herrin’, and not from good-will, at all.
Simpson, me boy, I'll tell ye what we'll
do with this divil of a woman, who help-
ed Black-muzzle to pitch us into the hole.
Faith, we'll make her take our place be-
low, and thin she can see how she likes
livin’ wid the rats,. That'll be the best
justice we can give het. Now, me beauty,
plaze to walk down that laddher mighty

head-first as ye did me frind Simpson—
d’ye mind ?”

Peg implored for mercy, but in vain ;
she was compelled to descend the ladder,
which was immediately removed by the
men, who next turned their attentibn to
the bound prostrate form of Braxley.

“ He's dead, sure enough,” said Mike—
“Jet's throw his carcass Into the vault, to
kape ‘company wid the woman. Be me
sowl the rats will have a fine faste now I"

Braxley was accordingly thrown down
into the vaalt; the trap-door was then
closed, and. the two men took their de-
parure. '

When they arrived home, they found
everything in confusion ; servants were
hurrying to and fro with agitated fuces,
and the general excitement which pre-
vailed seemed to announce that some im-
portant event had just transpired.

% What's the maning of all this row "
asked Mike of 'one of his fellow-servants

“Why,” was the hasty reply—tho
(General has just expired. Good Lord!
what are we all coming to !

#* L] L 4 [ ] * -

Peg Pickles, on finding herself an in-
mate of the dungeon, in company with
what she supposed to be the dead body
of Braxley, abandoned herself to despair,
and made that gloomy vault resound
with her eries and curses.

“If he were only alive,” she exclaim-
ed— to share with me the horrors of this
imprisonment, I should be content; bui
'tis terrible to be here alone !

Scareely had shé uttered these words,
when she was startled by hearing a deep

groan which seemed to have proceeded

quick, or be jabers I'll throw ye down _
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from the lips of Braxley. In a few mo-
ments that gentleman—who had merely
fallen into 2 swoon from which he had
just recovered—asked in a feeble voice-—

“Where am 17"

“Bo you are not dead after all, eh #”
said Pug Pickles, as she groped her way
te his side—* well, 'm glad of it, for I
want company here. Simon,it’s all over
with us, for we are in the dungeon, and
you lenow that our voices can never reach
the ears of the gang overhead, when they
comne to night. Not one_of them knows
the secret of the trap-door ; and, not find-
ing us in the cellar as usual, they will
imagine that we have been arrested by
the police, a belief that will frighten
them away. There’s no hope for us, Si-
mon.”

“ None,” groaned Braxley— but tell
me all that happened during my swoon,”

Peg obeyed ; and when she had finish-
cd, her viilainous partner eursed her bit-
terly for having pointed out to Ravellon
the entrance to the dungeon. A fierce
war of words ensued between the wretch-
ed poir, each of whom accused the other
of being the cause of their misery.
Finally, however, their anger cooled
down, and they began to talk more ra-
tionally. :

“Tf my limbs were unbound,” said
Braxley—#1 should feel much easier, al-

though T'am almost erazy with thirst and

my burnt face paing me horribly.”

Peg, making a desperate and powerful
effort, succeeded in liberating her arms
from the cord which had confined ther;
and she then easily relieved her comipan-
ion of his bonds, -~

Several days passed, during which that
wretched couple suffered all the pangs
of hunger and thirst. Finally, a sort of
strange madness came over them, and
they grew afraid of each other, exchang-
ing not a single word, and cowering
down in different corners of the dun-
geon. At length, one uight, when Brax-
ley bad lain himself down to die, he
heard something creeping slowly towards
kim through the darkness; closer, cloger

came that crawling object, and the blood
of the dying man ran cold with horror
when he felt a breath upon his blistered
face and aclammy hand upon his throat.
Suddenly, the fearful being who hovered
over him uttered a shrill cry like thae of
a bird of prey; and then the hand tight-
ened around the throat of Brazley until
his black soul winged its flight to an un-

known world. There, amid the gloom |

of that awful place, lay the corpse of the
villain; while she, who had been his part-
ner in crime, mangled and tore the flesh
of the dead man with her teeth.

CHAPTER XXIL

AND LAST.

Livpia was saved | The skillful physi-
eian to whose professional and fatherly
eare Ravellon had consigned her, soon

restored her to consciousness; and, at .

the expiration of two days after her prov-
idential release from the horrible place
of her imprisonment, she was able to sit
up and converse with Ravellon, who had
scarcely ever left her bed-side, and who
had, of course, resumed his own proper
habiliments in lieu of the squalid gar-
ments in which he had been disguised,

Ravellon had informed his fair friend
of everything, including the death of
General St. Croix—an event which, as
might have boen expeeted under the cir-
cumstances, did not fill her breast with
any great amount of sorrow. As for Rav-
ellon, he regarded the General’s death as
a most-fortunate oceurrence for kim, as
he considered that therc was now no
gbstacle in the way of his union with

ydia,

We need not pause to describe the as-

tonishment which was felt and expressed

by our hero, when he learned from the
lips of Lydia, her double relationship to
General 8%, Croix, Neither need we stop
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to record the warm congratulations;

which passed between the lovers—for

such we may call them—in view of that

. ill-assorted marriage having been strictly
Platome.

*Upon examining the General's will, it
was asoertained that he had left the whole
of his vast property to Liydia. This will

" he had signed but a few hours before his
death. The document provided that in
case the young lady could not be found,

the property should remain in the hands
of certain responsible parties until her
fate could be satisfactorily ascertained.

In the event of her death being placed

beyond a doubt, the property was to be
divided ampng several of the General’s
distant relatives.

Again did the enamoured Ravellon
enjoy the unspeakable happiness of be-
holding Liydia'in the full possession of
" health ' and radiant heauty. Having
liberally remunerated the good physician
who had restored her, from a dying con-
dition, to a world which, to one of her
enthusiastic and poetic temperament,
contained go many sources of felicity, she
resumed her former splendid abode in
P—— 8quare. Ravellon visited her
frequently, and she always received him
with a transport of joy. But the me'an-
choly writer was not happy.

“ Ah!1" he would say to hinself— she
is only grateful to me for the services
which I have rendered her. She does
not love me. How can she, the mistress
of an imménse fortune, love a poor devil
like me? Sinoe the very first day I saw
‘her, I have been making a fool of myself
by aspiring fo the love of that bright,
beautiful being. I remember her words
at our first interview—* I Xike thee, but I
do not love thee, 1t is very evident that
I cannot secure her affections; she looks
upon me as & mere?friend——-an agreeable
companion—and that is all. No, she
cantot love me, and that thought is kill-
ingme. Beware Ravellon! let not your
heart break on account of a woman, who
cates not one stmvTr for you. 'Tis time

-

that I should act |lilke a man. I shall
see Lydia once more; and, having told

THE LADY'S GARTER;
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my own happiness compels me to diszon-
tinue my vigits to her, I shall bid her
farewell ‘forever "

It is strange -that the intellectual and
highly gifted Ravellon should have been
such a fool as not to see that Liydia St
Croix wag dying for him, for she mani-
fested her passionate love,in every way
that a woman could, consistently with
propriety. But Philip was a queer mor:
tal, and the violence of his attachment to
the idol of his,soul made him act and
think very absurdly. "How could Lydia
have helped loving him—for, although
he was not what the world calls handsome,
he was brilliant, talented, honorable, chiv-
alrous and brave; and his fascinating
traits of character charmed and enam-
ouréd the enthusiastic young lady ten
thousand times more than mere personal
comeliness could have done. Besides,
had not Ravellon risked his own life to
save hers, and was not that cireumstance
in itself sufficient to make him most dear
to her?

Ravellon did see Lydia once more ; and
she noticed with deep concern that he
looked pale and ill. He was also more
than usually taciturn and gloomy; and
he replied briefly, almost rudely, to. ber
playful, good-humored sallies.

This strange conduct on the part of
Ravellon suggested a very unhappy train
of thoughts to the mind of Lydia St.
Croix.

% This man,” she reflected—* no longer
loves me. It is perfectly natural that he !

should despise me ; for he remembers the
night when I received him into my
chamber—that eventful night, when he
so successfully personated the fop, small-
fry, for whom I was s¢ unaccountably
foolish as to cherish an absurd transient
passion. Yes—Ravellon, who on that
night came so very near jriumphing over
my virtue, despises me for my frailty, and
is'afraid to put his trustjin me. Alas!
if Philip only knew how madly I love
him, he would take pity on me, and treat
me with less coldness. |He would for
give and forget the temporary wealnerd

her that a regard for the preservation of

which I displayed that night.”

R ———
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Thus we see that Philip and Lydia,

between whom existed a warm mutual
love, were distrustful of esch other,
Such misunderstandings between lovers
are common enough, and the most un-
happy tesults sometimes follow. Many
a man and woman, although loving each
other most truly and devotedly, have
separated forever because they doubted
each other's love, and had not the cour-
age to insist upon a mutual understand-
ing. _
It was after a somewhat embarrassing
pause that Lydia, who was seated upon
the sofa with Ravellon, suddenly took
courage to place herself close to the side
of the melancholy and misanthropic
writer; and, as she gently parted the
black masses of hair that clustered about
his intellectnal forehead, with her del-
icate and richlyjeweled fingers, she
said to him in avoice that was full of
melting tenderness—

" & Dear Philip, you do not seem well
this evening, L have begun to fancy that
you are declining in health.”

“Lydia,” said Ravellon, seriously—
“ you ars the cause of my illness. Nay,
hear me out. Itistoo true that ‘hope
deferred maketh the heart sick.’ Thisis
our last interview, Lydia, for you do not,
eannot love me, and every ocecasion of
our meeting, while it increases my affec-
tion for you, adds to my unhappiness and
despair. We must part now and part
forever, dear Lydia—for dear you ara to
me, and ever shall be, Tt will be better
for us both to see each other no more.
I have awakened from the bright dream
of happiness which enthralled my senses.
Forgive me, Lydia, for presuming to love
you—you, the young, the beautiful, the
wealthy, the centre of adpiiration; and
what am I?—plain in person, twelve
years your senior, unknown to the gay
world, and poor /"

These last words were spoken bitterly.
and Ravellon, as he uttered them, turned
away his head. He could not bear
longer to look upon Lydia, whom he re-
garded as a prize far above his reach. As
if in mockery of his despair, the young

lady looked ravishingly beautiful that
evening, and she was dressed with even
mere than her usual elegance, in a mag- .
nificent rebe of black “satin, the bright

gloss of which contrasted superbly with

her white polished shoulders, that were

revealed in all theirplumpness and fault-

less symmetry of proportion, The aparts

ment, too, was well caleulated to engender

voluptuous thoughts, for it was the

boudoir of Liydia, and was furnished with

feminine and exquisite taste. Rare paini-

ings, olassic statutes and fragrant flowers,

met the eye on every side, while the soft,

subdued light which was shed from a

glass-shaded lamp, held by the hand of a

seulptured Cupid, increased the dreamy

luxurious aspect of the place. In short,

Lydia's apartment was a bower of beau-

ty, in which Love might have nestled,
in perfect contentment. .

Ravellon, as we remarked, turned away
his head in order toshut out the enchant-
ing vision of loveliness which, he imag-
ined, wad scon to be removed forever.
from his gaze. But what is this that
steals around his neck and causes every
nerve in his body to thiill with exstatic
rapture? Bt is the soft, white, naked
arm of Lydia. And what perfume
is this, sweeter than the odor of flowers,
that fans his cheek and intoxicates
his senses? Ah! it is the breath of
Lydia, who now presses her lips to his,
and whispers—, '

“Then you love me, Ravellon? Ob,
bless you, a thousand times bless you, for
that welcome assurance. Do you doubt
my feelings towards you, Phillip? Oh,
look into my eyes, which you poets say
are the mirrors of the soul—look there,
dearest, and read the intensity of my lov-
for you, Come, now we understand eac
other—let there be no more doubt, uncer-
tainty, or assumed indifference between
us; and do nof, naughty one, again speak
of parting. Dear Philip, you are pale
and thin, but I will be your nurse, and
you shall see how soon I'll restore you to
perfect health. Away with every feeling
of sorrow and despair my Ausband—for

such you shall be this very night, in'the
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mght of heaven. 1 cannot delay our
. uiion a single hour.  Oh, delicious night !
This felicity more than repays me, a
thousand times for all that T havesuf-
ferred 17 * * * * *

Half an hour afterwards, Philip Rav-
cllon and Lydia St. Croix were regularly
united in marriage by a reverend gentle-
man who had been hastiiy sent for, The
solemn ceremony . was performed in Ly-
dia’s boudoir, and was witnesed by all the
servants of the house, incinding our old
(riends, Simpson and Mike, who gazed
with mingled admiration aud awe at the
deeply interesting svene.

The clergyman blessed the newly-mar-
vied couple, pocketed his very liberal fee,
(a bank-note for five hundred dollars,) and
departed. The servants then-offered their
humble but honest congratulations, and
withdrew, leaving Ravellon and his bride
alone.

Lydia, almost fainting with exeess of
happiness, threw herself into her husband’s
arms and seemed determined to devour
him with kisses. He, with a coolness and
self-possession which, under the circum-
stances, were most astonishing, drew from
‘his breast'a little parcel; this he handed
to his wondering Eride with a serio-comic
)

% What is this, dear Philip?"" demanded
the fluttering and impatient little wife,
whose finely developed bosom seemed
ready to burst with the load of felicity
which it contained.

“ Examine it, and see,” answered the
tiusband, with the ascetie air of a religious

reclusa,
I”
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session,” said our hero, as he received and
returned the passionate caresses of his hride
—*1 have worn it next my heart. Never
shall T part with “it, for ’tis a sacred me-
mento of our first acquaintance. ’Twas
this pretty little trifle—this magical talis-
man—that laid the foundation of my pres-
ent happiness,
this garter of thine suggests a question,

which I have now a a right to ask thee I

“ What is it, Philip ?”

« Where is the mate to this garter "

% Follow me, and I will show thee,”

As she uttered these words, which were
accompanied by a slight blush, the virgin
widow of her grand-father opened a door
which separated her doudoir fror her bed-
chamber. Ravellon’s blood quickenad and
his heart palpitated as he crossed’ the
threshold of that voluptuous sanctuary.
wherein he dimly saw the luxurious out-
lines of a splendid couch whick was laden
with snowy clouds of gauze and satin
drapery. ) /

The door between the boudoir and the
chamber was now re-closed and locked :
and then——what subsequeéntly trans-
pired, we know not, although we presume
that Ravellon was permitted to examine,
to his entire satisfaction, the other garter
which he had so earnestly desired to be-

Tonld
Lihiae

l
Mr. and Mrs. Ravellon lived very happily
together, as all respectable married people
ought to do, They were, in the course of
time, blessed with numerous children, as
all decent, affectionate and Bible-obeying

married people certainly should be. It
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ﬁut, Lydia, the sight of ,
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remained a ¥ roving bachelor,” and, with
Mr. and Mr4 Simpson, contimied in the
sarvice of thelr young mistress ;

Mr. Harry Smalfry, eluding tho vigilance
of his mamma, suffered himself to be dely-
ded 'into matrini my, wheu he was twenty-
two vears of age, by an ariful and vinegar
faced old maid, who chewed snuff, wore
false hair and teeth, and kept five pet tom-
cats, twelve rabbits, one poll-parrot which
wad profane language to an extent that

was positively frightful. Mr. Smallfry
lived.but a year or two after his marriage,
being henpecked to death by his interesting
wife, who, by the way, was a strong advo-
cate of “ woman's rights,”

The-author of these pages has now ar-
rived at the end of his narrative; and as he
throws aside his well-worn pen, he earnest-
ly hopes that his readers may enjoy the
largest possible atmount of health and hap-
pinesa. \ )

NE AND.
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" Hinw provoking you are, P hilip they are not, they must find out where the
pouted the glowing, panting little beauty, [ 1 Lies, and cause that fault to be
' as ber taper fingers removed the silkentyoegied as soon as possible, taking |
gord thut was wound around the parcel. caro to pay no attention whatover to’ tho
The cord, and then the envelope, were quack advertisements in the newspapers,
thrown aside, and Liydia held in her hand | 3-n o000 0w bosh, bosh”—the Oriental .
—a Lady's Garter ! expression for % d——d humbug.” '
Lydia remembered it; it was the one| Mr. Apollo Simpson took unto himself
which she had presented to Philip, at his [4 wife in the fair person of Miss Dorothy, ¥ ‘
argent solicitation. whose first-born strangely resembled Mrn ‘ o r
“Ever since it iirst came into my pos- {Philip Ravellon, Mr., Michael O'Haar | ' . ‘
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- 'ThesAdventures of & Musical Student. ' “ 26
_'The Amours of Lady Augustus Clayton. “ 25
Thn ‘History of a Rake. . « 25.
& Secret Amours of Napoleon, « 25
Don Pedro in Search of a Wife. " 25
. The’ Bag Maid of the Old Point House, “ 25
’l‘heIntn fies of Three Days. " 925
. Toles of Twilight. - u 25
'I'ha Ohild of Nature Improved by Chance. Cu 25
»ﬂha Or, Where is the Woman that Woulda't. “ 25
" The: Adventures of & French Bedstead. L 25
" Brother Jumes ; or, the Libertine, . u 25
- Amiours of Sanfrmd and Eulalia. © o 25
' Memoirs of a Woman of Pleasure. n “ - 25
.- Cerisette ; or, the Amours of an Actress, “. 25
The Seerct Habits of the Female Sex, plain plates, " 25
do. - dos . do. do. colored # “ 38

The Mysteries-of Women, plain plates. “« 25
~ do. do, colored # i 38
‘Memoirs of an Old Man of Twenty-Five, 8 plates. “ 50

Memboirs of a Man of Pleasure, § plates. o 50 -
The (xny Grisettes, “ 25
Ladiés' Garter, by Gireeshorn. “ 25
- Asiiodens; or, The Iniquities of New York, “ 25
New-York Life; or, Mystenes of Upper-tendom Revea.led “ 25
- Mary :Anne Temp e, “ 25
. -Gustavig, the Don Juan of France. " 25
) Melting Moments.; or, Love among the Roses. u 25
V'enus Album ; ‘or, Rosebuds of Love, 4 plates, colored, . 50 j )
L@————m-— DR A . ]

Vi (PR

“WIT, FANCY, AND HUMOR.
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