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PREFACE.

TaE central incident of this novel is that most extraordinary of
all punishments known to English criminal law, the peine forte
et dure. The story is not, however, in any sense historical. A
sketchy back&gund of stlrrmg hlstory is introduced..

order to heighten the ‘personal. danger of a brave man. The
interest is domestlc, and, perhaps, in some degree psychological

Around a pathetic piece of old jurisprudence I have gathered a
mass of Citiibrian folk-lore and folk-talk with which I have
béen familiar from earliest youth To smelt and mould the
chaotic Tiemories into an organism such as may serve, among
other uses, to give a view of Cumberland life in little, has been
the work of one year.

The story, which is now first presented as a whole, has
already had a career in the newspapers, and the interest it
excited in those quarters has come upon me as a surprise. I
was hardly prepared to find that my plain russet-coated dalesmen
were in touch with popular sympathy ; but they have made me
many friends. To me they are very dear, for I have lived their
life. It is with no affected regret that T am now parting with
these companions to make way for a group of younger comrades.

There is one thing to say which will make it worth while to
trouble the reader with this preface. A small portion of the
dialogue is. written in a much modified form of the 1e_Cumbrian
dialect. There are four variations of dialect in Cumberland, and
perhaps the dialect spoken on the West Coast differs more
from the dialect spoken in t e Thirlmere Valley than the
latter differs from the dialect spoken in North Lancashire. The
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patois problem is not the least serious of the many difficulties the
novelist encounters. I have chosen to give a broad outline of
Cu ian dialect, such as bears no_more.exact.relation to the

actual speech than- a sketch bears s to_a finished picture. It is
right as far as it goes,

A word as to the background of history. I shall look for
the sympathy of the artist and the forgiveness of the historian
in making two or threc trifling legal anachronisms that do not
interfere with the interest of the narrative. The year of the
story is given, but the aim has been to reflect in these pages the
black cloud of the whole period of the Restoration as it hung
over England’s remotest solitudes. In my rude sketch of the
beginnings of the Quaker movement I must disclaim any inten-
tion of depicting the precise manners or indicating the exact
doctrinal beliefs of the revivalists. If, however, I have described
the Quakers as singing and praying with the fervour of the
Methodists, it must not be forgotten that Quietism was no salient
part of the Quakerism of Fox; and if I have hinted at Calvinism,
it must be remembered that the ¢ dividing of God’s heritage”’ was
one of the causes of the first schism in the Quaker Society.

H. C.

New Courr, LancoLN's Inm,
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THE

- SHADOW OF A CRIME,

CHAPTER L
THE CITY OF WYTHBURN.

Tar-ry woo’, tar-ry woo’,
Tar-ry woo’ is ill to spin:
> Card it weel, card it weel,
Card it weel ere you begin.— Old Ballad.

Tee city of Wythburn stood ia a narrow valley at the foot of
Lauvellen, and at the head of Bracken Water. It was a little
but populous village, inhabited chiefly by sheep farmers, whose
flocks grazed on the neighbouring hills. It contained rather less
than a hundred houses, all deep-thatched and thick-walled. To
the north lay the mere, a long and irregular water, which was
belted across the middle by an old Roman bridge of boulders.
A bare pack-horse road wound its way on the west, and stretched
out of sight to the north and to the south. On this road, about
half a mile within the southernmost extremity of Bracken
Water, two hillocks met, leaving a natural opening between
them and a path that went up to” where the city stood. The
dalesmen called the cleft between the hillocks the city gates; but
why the gates and why the city none could rightly say. TFolks
Jhad always given them these names. The wiser heads .shook
gravely as they told you that city should be sapnty, meaning the
house by the causeway. The historians of the plain could say
no more. - -

They were rude sons and daughters of the hills who in~
habited this mountain home two centuries ago. The country
around them was alive with ghostly legend. They had seen the
lights dance across Deer Garth Ghyll, and had heard the wail

B



_and they were gathered around the ingle nook. 'I,‘heyh?{‘ew
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that came from Clark’s Loup. They were not above trembling -

at the mention of these mysteries when the moon was flying
across a darksome sky, when the wind moaned about the house,
channels of communication with the great world without. /The
pack-horse pedlar was their swiftest newsman ; the ‘pedlar-ch foob
was their weekly budget. Five miles along the paek-horse road
to the north stood their market town of Gaskarth, where they
took their wool or the cloth they had woven from it. From the
top of Lauvellen they could see the white sails of the ships that
floated down the broad Sclway. These were all but their only
glimpses of the world beyond their mountains. It was a mys-
ferious and fearsome world. /

There was, however, one link; fhat connected the people of
Wythburn with the world outside. To the north of the city
and the mere there lived a family of sheep farmers who were
known as the Rays of Shoulthwaite Moss. The family con-
sisted of husband and wife and two sons. The head of the
house, Angus Ray, came to the district early in life from the ex-
treme Cumbrian border. e was hardly less than 2 giant in
stature. He had limbs of greab length, and muscles like the
gnarled heads of a beech, Upon settling at Wythburn, he
speedily acquired property of various kinds, and in the course of
a few years he was the largest owner of sheep on the country
side. Certainly, fortune favoured Angus Ray, and not least
noticeably when in due course he looked about him for a wife.

Mary Ray did not seem to have many qualities in common
with her husband. She had neither the strength of limb nor
the agile grace of the mountaineer. This was partly the resulb
of the conditions under which her girlhood had been spent.
She was the only child of a dalesman, who had so far accumu-
lated estate in land as to be known in the vernacular as & states-
man. Her mother had died at her birth, and before she had
attained to young womanhood her father, who had married late
in life, was feeble and unfit for labour. His hand was too
mnervous, his eye too uncertain, his breath too ghort for the
.constant risks of mountaineering ; so he put away all further
thought of adding store to store, and settled himself peaceably in
his cottage under Castenand, content with the occasional pleasures
afforded by his fiddle, an instrument upon which he had from his
youth upward shown some skill. In this quiet life his daughter
‘was his sole companion.

There was no sight in Wythburn more touching than to see
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this girl solacing her father’s declining years, r‘neetir'lg his wishes
with anticipatory devices, pampering him in his whims, soothing
him in the imaginary sorrows sometimes incident to age, even
indulging him with a sort of pathetic humour in his frequent
ballucinations., To do this she had to put by a good many
“felicities dear to her age and condition, but there was no apparent
consciousness of self-sacrifice. She had many lovers, for in these
early years she was beautiful; and she had yet more suitors, for
she was accounted rich. Bus neither flattery nor the fervour of
- genuine passion seemed to touch her, and those who sought her
under the transparent guise of secking her father usually went
away as they came. She had a smile and the cheeriest word of
welcome for all alike, and so the young dalesmen who wooed her
from the ignoble mctive cameé to think her a little of a coquette,
while those who wooed her from the purer impulse despaired of
cuffling with the gentlest gales of love the still atmosphere of her
heatt. - ‘“‘ . ]

One day suddenly, however, the old statesman died, and his
fiddle was heard no more across the valley in the quiet of the
evening, but was left untouched for the dust to gather on it
where he himself bad hung it on the nail in the kitchen under
his hat. Then when life seemed to the forlorn girl a wide blank,
a world without a sun in it, Angus Ray went over for the first
time as a suitor to the cottage under Castenand, and put his hand
in hers and looked calmly into her eyes. He told her that a girl
could not live long an unfriended life like hers—that she should
not if she could; she could not if she would—would she not
come to him ?

It was the force of the magnet tc the steel.. With swimming
eyes she looked up into his strong face, tender now with a tremor
never before seen there; and as he drew her gently towards him
her glistening tears fell hot and fast over her brightening and
now radiant face, and, as though to hide them from . him, she
laid her head on his breast. This was all the wooing of Angus
Ray.

They had two sons, and of these the younger more nearly re-
gembled his mother. Willy Ray had not merely his mother’s
features; he had her disposition also. He had the rounded neck
end lissom limbs of a woman; he had a woman’s complexion,

“and the light of a woman’s look in his soft blue eyes, When the

years gave a thin curly beard to his check they took nothing

from its delicate comeliness. It was as if nature had down to

the last moment meant Willy for a girl. He had been an apt
B2
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scholar at school, and was one of the few persons in Wythburn

having claims to education.

Willy’s elder brother, Ralph, more nearly resembled his
father.” He had his father’s stature and strength of limb, but
some of his mother’s qualities had also been inherited by him.
Tn manner he was neither so austere and taciturn as his father,
nor so gentle and amiable as his mother. He was by no means
o scholar, and only the strong hand of bis father had kept him
as a boy in fear of the penalties incurred by the truant. Courage
and resolution were his distinguishing characteristics.

On one occasion, when rambling over the fells with a com-
pany of gchoolfellows, a poor blind lamb ran bleating past them,
a black cloud of ravens, Crows, and owl-eagles flying about it.
The merciless birds had fallen upon the innocent creature as it
lay sleeping under the shadow of a tree, had picked at its eyes and
fed on them, and now, as_the blood trickled in red beads down
its nose, they croalked and cried and screamed to drive it to the
edge of a precipice and then over to its death in the gulf beneath
—_there to feast on its carcass. Tt was no easy thing to fend off
the cruel birds when in sight of their prey, but, running and
capturing the poor lamb, Ralph snatched it up in his arms a$ the
peril of his own eyes, and swung a staff about his head to beat off
the birds as they darted and plunged and shrieked about him.

Tt was natural that a boy like this should develop into the
finest shepherd on the hills. -Ralph knew every path on the
mountains, every shelter the gheep sought from wind and rain,
every haunt of the fox. At the ghearing, at the washing, at the
marking, his hand was among the best; and when the flocks had
to be numbered as they rushed in thousands through the gate,
he could count them, not by ones and twos, but by fours and
gixes. At the shearing feastshe was not above the pleasures of the
country dance, the T.edder-te-spetch, as it was called, with its one,
two, three—heel and toe—cus nd shufle. ~And his strong voice,
that was answered oftenest by the echo of the mountain cavern,
was sometimes heard to troll out a snatch of a song at the village

jnn.  But Ralph, though having an inclination to convivial plea-

sures, was naturally of a serious, even of 2 solemn temperament.
TIe was a rude son of a rude country—rude of hand, often rude
of tongue, untutored in the graces that give beauty to life.

By the time that Ralph had attained to the full maturity of
his manhood, the struggles of King and Parliament were at their
height.” The rumour of these struggles was long in reaching the

* ¢ity of Wythburn, and longer in being discussed and understood

U,
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there; but, to everybody’s surprise, young Ralph Ray announced
his intention of forthwith joining the Parliamentarian forces.
The extraordinary proposal seemed incredible; but Ralph’s mind
was made up. His father said nothing about his son’s inten-
tions, good or bad. The lad was of age; he might think for
“himself In his secret heart Angus liked the lad’s courage.
Ralph was ‘nane o' yer feckless fowk.” Ralph’s mother was
sorely tronbled; but just as she had yielded to his father’s will
in the days that were long gone by, so she yielded now to his.
" The intervening years had brought an added gentleness to her
character; they had made mellower her dear face, now ruddy
and round, though wrinkled. Folks said she had looked happier
and happier, and had talked less and less, as the time wore on.
It had become a saying in Wythburn that the dame of Shoulth-~
waite Moss was never seen without a smile, and never heard to
say more than ¢ God bless you !” The tears filled her eyes when
her son came to kiss her on the morning when he left her home
for the first time, but she wiped them away with her housewife’s
apron, and dismissed him with her accustomed blessing.

Ralph Ray,joined Cromwell’s army against the second Charles
at Dunbar, in 1650, Between two and three years afterwards
he returned to0-Wythburn city and resumed his old life on the
fells. There was little more for the train-bands to do. Charles
had fled, peace was restored, the Long Parliament was dissolved,
‘Cromwell was Lord Protector. Outwardly the young Roundhead
was not altered by the campaign. He had passed through it un-
geathed, He was somewhat graver in manner; there seemed to
be a little less warmth and spontaneity in his greeting; his voice
had lost one or two of its cheerier notes; his laughter was less
- hearty and more easily controlled. Perhaps this only meant that
the world was doing its work with him, Otherwise he was the
same man.

When Ralph returned to Wythburn he brought with him a
companion much older than himself, who forthwith became an
inmate of his father’s home, taking part as a servant in the ordi-
nary occupations of the male members of the household. 'This

man had altogether a suspicious and sinister aspect which hig.

manners did nothing to belie. His name was James Wilson, and
he was undoubtedly a Scot, though he had neither the physical
nor the moral ‘characteristics of his race. His eyes were small,
quick, and watchful, beneath heavy and jagged brows. He was
slight of figure and low of stature, and limped on one leg. He
spoke in a thin voice, half laugh, half whimper, and hardly ever
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looked into the face of the person with whom he was conversing,
There was an air of mystery about him which the inmates of the
house on the Moss did nothing to dissipate. Ralph offered no
explanation to the gossips of Wythburn of Wilson’s identity and
belongings; indeed, as time wore on, it could be observed that
he showed some uneasiness when questioned about the man.

At first Wilson contrived to ingratiate himself into a good
deal of favour among the dalespeople.  There was then an in-
sinuating smoothness in his speech, a flattering, almost fawning
glibness of tongue, which the simple folks knew no art to with-
stand. He seemed abundantly grateful for some unexplained
benefits received from Ralph. Atweel,; Wilson would say, with

WA {his eyes on the ground, ¢ Atweel, 110’ the braw chiel as 'twere
my ain guid billie.!

: Ralph paid no heed to the brotherly protestations of hig ud-
mirer, and exchanged only such words with him as their occupa~
tions required. Old Angus, however, was not so passive an

( observer of his new and unlooked-for housemate. ¢ He'’s & good

| for nought sort of a fellow, slenken frae place to place wi' nows

! but a sark to his back,” Angus would say to his wife. Mr. Wil-

son’s physical imperfections were an offence in the dalesman’s

» eyes: ‘He’s as widderfal in his wizzent old skin as his own

grandfather’ Anguswas not less severe on Wilson's sly smooth-

. ness of manner: ¢ Yon sneaking old knave,’ he would say, ‘is as-

! glape as an eel in the beck ; he'd wammel himself into crookedest

| pabbit hole on the fell” Probably Angus entertained some of

the antipathy to Scotchmen which was peculiar to his age: ‘T
- gwear he’s a taistrel,) he said one day ; ‘I dare not trust him with
‘ . 4 mess of poddish nntil I'd had the first sup.’
In spite of this determined disbelief on the part of the head
! of the family, old Wilson vemained for a long time a member of
| the household at Shoulthwaite Moss, following his occupations
with constancy, and always obsequious in the acknowledgment of
his obligations. Tt was observed that he manifested a peculiar
eagerness when through any stray channel intelligence was re-
ceived in the valley of the sayings and doings in the world out-
side. Nothing was thought of ihis until one day the passing
pedlar brought the startling news that the Lord Protector was
| dead. The family were at breakfast in the kitchen of the old
| house when this fardy representative of the herald Mercury ar-
: rived, and, in reply to the customary inquiry as to the news he
carried, announced the aforesaid fact. Wilson was alive to its
significance witkh a curious wakefulness,

TR
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¢It's braw tidings ye bring the day, man,” he stammered with
gvident concern, and with an effort to hide his nervousness.

¢Yes, the old man’s dedd,’ said the pedlar, with an air of con-
gequence commensurate with his message; ‘I reckon,’ he added,
¢ Oliver's son Richard will be Protector now.’ :

¢ A sairy carle—that same Richard,” answered Wilson; ‘I
wot th’ young Charles "ul soon come by his:ain, and then ilka
ane amang us ‘ul see a bonnie war-day. 'We've playt at shinty
lang eneugh. Braw news, man—braw news that the corbic’s

- deid”

Wilson had never before been heard to say so much or to
speak so vehemently. He got up from the table in hin nervous-
ness, and walked aimlessly across the floor.

¢Why are you poapan about,’ asked Angus, in arazement;
¢ gnowkin like a pig at a sow ?’ )

At this the sinister light in Wilson’s eyes that had been held
in check hitherto seemed at once to flash out, and he turned
hotly upon his master, as though to retort sneer for snner. But,
checking himself, he took up his bonnet and made for the door.

‘Don’t lock at me like that,’ Angus called after him, ‘or,
maybe Il clash the door in thy face.’

‘Wilson had gone by this time, and turning to his sons, Angus
continued:

¢Did you see how the waistrel snirpt up his nose when the
pedlar said Cromwell was dead ?’

It was obvious that something more was soon to be made
known relative to their farm servant. The pedlar had no diffi-
culty in coming to the conclusion that ‘Wilson was some secreb
spy, some disguised enemy of the Commonwealth, and perhaps
some Fifth Monarchy man, and a rank Papist to boot, Mrs,
Ray’s serene face was unruffled; she was sure the poor man
meant no harm. Ralph was silent, as usual, but he looked
troubled, and getting up from the table soon afterwards he fol-
lowed the man whom he had brought under his father’s roof,
and who seemed likely to cause dissension there.

}

Not long after this eventful morning, Ralph overheard his

father and Wilson in hot dispute at the other side of a hedge.
He could learn nothing of a definite nature. Angus was at the full
pitch of indignation. Wilson, he said, had threatened him ; oz,
at least, his own flesh and blood. He had told the man never to
come near Shoulthwaite Moss again.

¢ An’ he does,” said the dalesman, his eyes aflame, ‘T'll toitle
him into the beck till he’s as wankle as a wet sack.” Ile waa

W el
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not so old but that he could have kept his word. His great
frame seemed closer knit at sixty than it had been at thirty.
His face, with its long, square, grey beard, looked severer than
ever under his cloth hood.. Wilson returned no more, and the
promise of a drenching was never fulfilled.

The ungainly little Scot did not leave the Wythburn district.
He pitched his tent with the village tailor in a little house at
Fornside, close by the Moss. The tailor himself, Simeon Stagg,
was kept pitiably poor in that country, when one sack-coat of
homespun _cloth lasted a shepherd half a lifetime. He would
have lived a solitary as well as a miserable life but for his daughter
Rotha, a girl of nineteen, who kept his little ‘home together and
shared his poverty when she might have enjoyed the comforts of
easier homes elsewhere.

‘Your father is nothing but an ache and a stound to you,
lass, Sim would say, in a whimper. ¢Ir1l be well for you,
Rotha, when you give me my last top-sark and take me to the

,5,\_> | kirkyard yonder,’ the little man would snuffle audibly.

Ve

’\SW

¢Hush, father,’ the girl would say, putting the palm of her
hand playfully over his mouth. ‘Yowll be sonsie-looking yet.’

Sim was heavily in debt, and this preyed on his mind. He
had always been a gruesome body, sustaining none of the tradi-
tions of his craft for perky gossip. Hence he was no favourite
in Wythburn, where gew or none visited him. Latterly Sim’s
troubles seemed to drive him from his home for long walks in
the night. While the daylight lasted his work gave occupation
to his mind, but when the darkness cama on he had no escape
from haunting thoughts, and roamed about the lanes in an effort
to banish them. It was to this man's home that Wilson turned
when he was shut out of Shoulthwaite Moss. Naturally enough,
the sinister Scot was a welcome if not an agreeable guest when
he came as lodger, with money to pay, where poverty itself
seemed host. .

0Old Wilson had not chosen the tailor’s house as his home on
account of any comforts it might be expected to afford him. He
had his own reasons for not quitting Wythburn after he had re-
ceived his very unequivocal * sneck posset.’ ¢ Better a wee bush,’

he would say, ¢than na bield. Shelter, certainly, the tailor’s -

home afforded him; and that was all that he required for the
present. Wilson had not been long in the tailor’s cottage before
Sim seemed to grow uneasy under a fresh anxiety, of which his
lodger was the §ubject. Wilson’s manners had obviously under-
gone a chapge. His early smoothness, his slavering glibness,

-
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had disappeared. Ile was now as bitter of speech as Le had
formerly been conciliatory. With Sim and his troubles, real

¢ Weel, weel, ye must lie heids and thraws wi’ poverty, like Jock

and imaginary, he was not at all careful to exhibit sympathy. -& Sl
Liiena

an’ his mither;’ or, ‘If ye canna keep geese ye mun keep
gezling. .

Sim was in debt to his landlord, and over the idea of eject-
ment from his little dwelling the tailor would brood day and
night. TFolks said he was going crazed about it. None the less

_was Sim’s distress as poignant as if the grounds for it had been

more real. ¢Haud thy bletherin’ gab,’ Wilson said one day ; l‘» deom

¢because ye have to be cannie wi’ the cream ye think ye must
surely be clemm’d.’ Salutary as some of the Scotsman’s com-~
ments may have been, it was natural that the change in his man-
" ners should excite surprise among the dalespeople. The good
people expressed themselves as ¢ fairly maizels’ by the transfor-
mation. What did it all mean? There was surely something
behind it. - ;

The barbarity of Wilson’s speech was especially malicious
when directed against the poor folks with whom he lived, and
who, being conscious of how essential he was to the stability of\
the ‘household, were largely at his mercy. It happened on one
oceasion that when Wilson returned to the cottage after a day’s
absence, he found Sim's daughter weeping over the fire.

.

¢ What's now ? ' he asked. ¢Have ye nothing in the kail?’ Juwitsow

1 Isom

Rotha signified that his supper was ready.

‘Thou limmer,’ said Wilson, in his thin shriek, ¢ how long
’ul thy dool last? It’s na mair to see a woman greet than to see
a goose gang barefit.’

Ralph Ray called at the tailor's cottage the morning after
this, and found Sim suffering under violent excitement, of whicu
Wilson’s behaviour to Rotha had been the cause. The insulta
offered to himself he had taken with a wince, perhaps, but with-
out & retort. Now that his daughter was made the subject of
them, he was profoundly agitated.

¢ There I sat,’ he cried, as his breath came and went in gusts;
¢ there I sat, a poor barrow-back’t creature, and- heard that old
savvorless loon spit his spite at my lass, I'm none of a brave
man, Ralph: no, I must be a coward, but I went nigh to snatch-
ing up yon flail of his and striking him—aye, killing him !—but
nn, it must be that 'm a coward.’

Ralph quieted him as well as he could, telling him to leave
this thing to him. Ralph was perhaps Sim’s only friend. He

|
|

| SV

Sﬁwﬁ



10 TEE SHADOW OF 4 CRIME

would often turn in like this at Sim’s workroum as he pasced up
the fell in the morning. People said the tailor was indebted. to,
Ralph for proofs of friendship more substantial than sympathy.
And now, when Sim had the promise of a strong friend’s shoulder
to lean on, he was unmanned, and wept. Ralph was not un-
moved as he stood by the forlorn little man, and clasped ‘his
bands in his own and felt the warm tears fall over them.

As the young dalesman was leaving the cottage that morning,
{2e encountered in the porch the subject of the conversation, who
was entering it. Taking him firmly but quietly by the shoulder,
he led him back a few paces. Sim had leapt up from his bench,
and was peering eagerly through the window. But Ralph did
5o violence to his lodger. He was saying something with
marked emphasis, but the words escaped | the tailor’s ears.
Wilson was answering nothing. Loosing his hold of him, Ralph
walked quietly away. Wilson entered the cottage with a livid
face, and murmuring, as though to himself: -

¢ Aibling we may be quits yet, my chiel. A great stour has
begood, my birkie. Your fire-flaucht e’e wull na fley me.
Your Cromwell's gane, an’ all traitors ghall tryste wi’ the
nangman.’ _

Tt was clear that whatever the mystery pertaining to the
Scotchman, Simeon Stagg seemed to possess some knowledge of
it. Not that he ever explained anything. His anxiety to avoid
all questions about his lodger was sufficiently obyious. Yet that
he had somehow obtained some hint of a dark side to Wilson's
character, everyone felt satisfied. No other person seemed t0
know with certainty what were Wilson’s means of livelihood.
The Scotchman was not employed by the farmers and shepherds
around Wythburn, and he had neither land nor sheep of his
own. He would set out early and return late, usually walking
in the direction of Gaskarth. One day ‘Wilson rose af day-
break, and putting a threshing-fail over his shoulder, said he
would be away for a week. That wesk ensuing was a quiet one
for the inmates of the cottage at Fornside. -

Sim’s daughter, Rotha, had about this time become a con-
stant helper at Shoulthwaite Moss, where, indeed, she was treated
with the cordiality proper to a member of the household. Old
l Angus had but little sympathy to spare for the girl's father,
! but he liked Rotha’s own cheerfulness, her winsomeness, and,
| not least, her usefulness. She could milk and churn, and bake
i and brew. 'This was the sort of young woman that Angus liked
P“‘}RN\ | pest. ¢ Rotha’s a right heartsome lassie,; he said, as he heard

wher




THE CITY OF WYTHBURN 13

her in the dairy singing while she woﬂ{ed. The dame of
Shoulthwaite loved everyone, apparently, but there were special
corners in her heart for her favourites, and Rotha was one of

m.
¢ Cannot that lass’s father earn aught without keeping yom

sulking waistrel about him ?* asked the old dalesman one day.

It was the first time he had spoken of Wilson since the
(hreatened ducking. Being told of Wilson's violence to Rotha,
he only said, ‘It’s an old saying, “ A blate cat makes a proud

- mouse.”” Angus was never heard to speak of Wilson again.

Nature seemed to bave meant Rotha for a blithe, bird-like
gonl, but there were darker threads woven into the woof of her
natural brightness. She was tall, slight of figure, with a little
head of almost elfish beauty. At milking, at churning, at

‘[;a,ki-ng,\he\rggoice could be heard, generally singing her favourite

order song—
Q\ X / ¢ Gae tak this bonnie neb o’ mine,

“" That pecks amang the corn,
An’ gi’e't to the Duke o’ Hamilton
To be a touting horn.’

¢Robin Redbreast has a blithe interpreter, said Willy Ray,
as he leaned for a moment against the open door of the dairy
in passing out. Rotha was there singing, while in a snow-white
apron, and with arms bare above the elbows, she weighed. the
butter of the last churning into pats, and marked each pat with
a rude old mark. The girl dropped her head and blushed as
Willy spoke. Of late she had grown unable to look the young
man ‘in the face. 'Willy did not speak again, Iis face coloured,
and he went away. Rotha’s manner towards Ralph was different.
He spoke to her but rarely, and when he-did so she looked
frankly into his face. If she met him abroad) as she sometimes
did when carrying water from the well, he would lift her pails
in his stronger hands over the stile, and at such times the girl
thought his voice seemed softer. :

I am thinking,’ said Mrs. Ray to her husband, as she was
gpinning in the kitchen at Shoulthwaite Moss; ‘I am thinking,’
she said, stopping the wheel and running her fingers through
ﬁe ’Wool, “that Willy is partial to the little tailor’s winsome

88,
¢ And what aboot Ralph?’ asked Angus,

it
5
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‘ CHAPTER IL
THE CRIME IN THE NIGHT.A

ON the evening of the day upon which old Wilson was expected
back at Fornside, Ralph Ray turned in at the tailor’s cottage.
Sim’s distress was, if possible, even greater than before. It
seemed as if the gloomy - forebodings of the villagers were actu-~
ally about to be realised, and Sim’s mind was really giving way.
His staring eyes, his unconscious, preoccupied manner as he
tramped to and_fro in his little workroom, sitting at intervals,
rising again and resuming his perambulations, now gathering up
his tools and now opening them out afresh, talking meantime in
£itful outbursts, sometimes wholly irrelevantly and occasionally
with a startling pertinency—all this, though no more than an
excess of his customary habit, seemed to denote a mind un-
strung. The landlord had called that morning for his rent,
which was long in arrears. He must have it. Sim laughed
when he told Ralph this, but it was a shocking laugh ; there was
00 heart in it. Ralph would rather have heard him whimper
and shuffle as he had done before.
¢You shall not be homeless, Sim, if the worst comes to the
worst,” he said.
¢ Homeless, not 1!’ and the little man laughed again.
Ralph felt uneasy. This change was not for the better. Rotha
had been sitting at the window to catch the last glimmer of
daylight as she spun. It was dusk, but not yet too dark for
Ralph to see the tears standing in her eyes. Presently she rose
o and went out of the room.
wre | ¢Never fear that I shall be clemm’d;’ gaid Sim. ¢No, no/’
he said, with a grin of satisfied assurance. ‘ :
¢ God forbid !’ said Ralph, ¢ but things should be better soon.
This is the back end, you know.’
G ] ¢Aye,’ answered the tailor, with a shrug that resembled a
ghiver. : _
¢ And they say,’ continued Ralph, ¢the back end is always the
bare end.’
- ¢ And they say, too,’ said Sim, ¢ change is leetsome, if it’s only
Jyw~ out of bed info the beck I’
The tailor laughed loud, and then stopped himself with a
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puddenrieds quite startling.  The jest sounded awful on his lips.
¢ You say the back end’s the bare end,’ he said, coming up to
where Ralph sat in pain and amazément; ‘mine’s all bare end.
It’s nothing but “bare end ” for some of us, Yesterday morning
was wet and cold—you know how cold it was, Well, Rotha had
hardly gone out when a tap came to the door, and what do you
think itwas? A woman; a woman thin and blear-eyed. Some
one must have counted her face bonnie once. ~ She was scarcé
older than my own lass, but she’d a poor weak barn at her breast
.and a wee lad that trudged at her side. She was wet and cold,
and asked for rest and shelter for herself and the children—rest
and shelter,’ repeated the tailor in a lower tone, as though mut«
- tering to himself, ¢ rest and shelter, and from me.’

¢Well?’ inquired Ralph, not noticing Sim’s self-reference.

¢ Well?? echoed Sim, as though Ralph should have divined
the sequel. . ;

< Had the poor creature been turned out of her home?’

¢ That and worse,’ said the little tailor, his frame quivering
with emotion. ‘Do you know the King’s come by his own
again?’ Sim was speaking in an accent of the bitterest mockery,

¢ Worse luck,’ said Ralph; ‘but what of that?’

‘Why," said Sim, almost screaming, ¢ that every man in the
land who foughs for the Commonwealth eight years ago is like to
be shot as a traitor. Didn’t you know that, my lad?’ And the
little man- put his hands with a feverish clutch on Ralph’s
shoulders, and looked into his face.

For an instant there was a tremor on the young dalesman’s
features, but it lasted only long enough for Sim to recognise it,
and then the old firmness returned.

¢But what of the poor woman and her barns?’ Ralph said,
quietly.

‘Her husband, an old Roundhead, had fled from a warrant
for his arrest. She had been cast homeless into the road, she and
all her household; her aged mother had died of exposure the
first bitter night, and now for two long weeks she had walked on
and on—on and on—her children with her—on and on—living
Heaven knows how !’ :

A light now seemed to Ralph to be cast on the great change
in his friend; but was it indeed fear for his (Ralph’s) well-being
that had goaded poor Sim to a despair so near allied to madness?

¢ What about Wilson ?” he asked, after a pause.

The tailor started at the name. ‘ -

¢T don’t know—1I don'’t know at all,’ he answered, as though

Lons
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eager to assert the truth of a statement never called into dis-
nte.
; ¢ Does he intend to come back to Fornside to-night, Sim 7’

¢ So he said. o

¢ What, think you, is his work at Gaskarth ?’

¢T don’t know—I know nothing—at least—mno, nothing.’

Ralph was sure now. Sim was t00 eager to disclaim all
knowledge of his lodger’s doings. He would not recognise the
eonnection between the former and present subjects of conversa-
tion. -
The night had gathered in, and the room was dark except for
the glimmer of a liftle fire on the open hearth. The young dales-
man looked long into it: his breast heaved with emotion, and for
the first time in his manhocd big tears stood in his eyes. It must
be so; it must be that this poor forlorn creature, who had passed
through sufferings of his own, and borne them, was now shattered
and undone at the prospect of disaster to his friend. Did he
know more than he had said? It was vain to ask, Would
he—do anything? Ralph glanced at the little man: barrow-
backed he was, as he had himself said. No, the idea seemed
monstrous. The young man rose to go; he could not speak, butb
he took Sim’s hand in his and held it. Then he stooped and
kissed him on the cheek.

Next morning, soor after daybrealk, all Wythburn was astir.
People were hurrying about from door to door and knocking up
the few remaining sleepers. The voices of the men sounded
hoarse in the mist of the early morning; the women held their
heads together and talked in whispers. An bour or two later
4+wo or three horsemen drove up to the door’ of the village inn.
" There was a bustle within ; groups of boys were congregated
outside. Something terrible had happened in the night. What
wag it ?

Willy Ray, who had left home at early dawn, came back to
Shoulthwaite Moss with flushed face and quick-coming breath.
Ralph and his mother were at breakfast. His father, who had
been at market the preceding day, had not risen. ’

- ¢Dreadful, dreadful!’ cried Willy. ¢ 0ld Wilson is dead.
Found dead in the dyke between Smeathwaite and Fornside,
Murdered, no doubt, for his wages; nothing left about him.’

¢ Heaven bless us !’ cried Mrs. Ray, ¢ to kill a poor man for
his week’s wage !’ And she sank back into the chair fror. which
ghe had risen in her amazement.
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- «'They’ve taken his body to the Red Lion, and the coroner is
«here from Gaskarth.’

Willy was trembling in every limb. :

Ralph rose as one stupefied. - He said -nothing, but taking
down his hat he went out. Willy looked after him, and marked
that he took the road to Fornside. i _

When he got there he found the little cottage besieged.
Crowds of women and boys stood round the porch and peered in

at the window. Ralph pushed his way through them and into-

- the house. In the kitchen were the men from Gaskarth and
many more. On a chair near the cold hearth, where no fire
had been kindled since he last saw it, sat Sim with glassy eyes.
His neck was bare and his clothes disordered. At his back
stood Rotha, with her arms thrown round her father’s neck.
His long thin fingers were clutching her clasped hands as with
a vice.

¢ You must come with us,” said one of the strangers, address-
ing the tailor. He was justice and coroner of the district.

Sim said nothing and did not stir Then the young girl’s
voice broke the dreadful silence.

¢ Come, father; let us go.’

Sim rose at this, and walked like one in a dream. Ralph
took his arm, and as the people crowded upon them, he pushed

" them aside, and they passed out.

The direction of the company through the grey mist of that
morning was towards the place where the body lay. Sim was to
be accused of the crime. After the preliminaries of investigation
were gone through, the witnesses were called. None had seen
the murder, The body of the murdered man had been found by
a labourer. There was a huge sharp stone under the head, and
death seemed to have resulted from a fracture of the skull caused
by a heavy fall. There was no appearance of a blow. As to
Sim, the circumstantial evidence looked grave. Old Wilson had
been seen to pass through Smeathwaite after dark; he must have
done so to reach his lodgings at the tailor’s house. Sim had been
seen abroad about the same hour. This wasnot serious; but
now came Sim’s landlord. He had called on the tailor the pre-
vious morning for his rent and could not get it. Late the same
night Sim had knocked at his door with the money.

‘When I ax’t him where he'd come from so late,’ said the
man, ‘he glower’t at me daiztlike, and said nought.’

¢ What wag his appearance ? ' :

¢ His claes were a’ awry, and he keep't locking ahint him.’
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At this there was a murmur among the bystanders. There
could not be a doubt of Sim’syguilt.

At a moment of silence Ralph stepped out. e seemed much
moved. Might he ask the witnesses some questions? Certainly. .
Tt was against the rule, but gtill he might do so. Then heinquired
exactly into the nature of the wound that had apparently caused
death. He asked for precise information as to the stone on which
the head of the deceased was found lying.

It lay fifty yards to the south of the bridge.

Then he argued that as there was no wound on the dead man
other than the fracture of the skull, it was plain that death had
resulted from a fall. How the deceased had come by that fall
was now the question. Was it not presumable that he had slipped
his foot and had fallen? He reminded them that Wilson was
lame on oneleg. If the fall were the result of & blow, was it not
preposterous to suppose that a man of Sim’s slight physique could
have inflicted it? Under ordinary circumstances, only a more
powerful man than Wilson himself could have killed him by &
fall.

At this the murmur rose again among the bystanders, but it
sounded to Ralphlike the murmur of beasts being robbed of their
prey.

As to the tailor having been seen abroad at night, was not
that the commonest occurrence 7 With the evidence of Sim’s
jandlord Ralph did not deal. .

Tt was plain that Sim could not be held over for trial on evi-
dence such as was before them. He was discharged, and an
open verdict was returned. The spectators were not satisfied
however, to receive the tailor back again as an innocent man.
Would he go upstairs and look at the body? There was a
gnperstition among them that a dead body would bleed at a touch
from the hand of the murderer. Sim said nothing, but stared
wildly about him.

¢ Come, father, said Rotha, ¢ do as they wish”

The little man permitted bhimself to be.led into the room
above. Ralph followed with a reluctant step. He had cleared
his friend, but looked more troubled than before. ‘When the
company reached the bedside, Ralph stood at its head while one
of the men took a cloth off the dead man’s face. .

There was a stain of earth on it. _

Then they drew Sim up in front of it. 'When his eyes fell on
the white upturned face, he uttered a wild ery and fell senseless
to the floor. Ha! The murmur rose afresh. . Then there was
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a dead silence. - Rotha was the first to break the awful stillness.
She knelt over her father’s prostrate form and said amid stifling
gobs—
s Tell them it is not true; tell them so, father.’

The murmur camé again. She understood if, and rose up
-with flashing eyes.

¢ T tell them it is not true,’ she sald, Then, stepping firmly
to the bedside, she cried, ¢Look you alll T, his daughter, touch
here this dead man’s hand, and call on God to give a sign if my

“father did this thing.’
So saying, she took the hand of the murdered man, and held

it convulsively in her own.
. The murmur died to a hush of suspense and horror. The
body remained unchanged. Loosing her grip, she turned on the
bystanders with a look of mingled pride and scorn.

¢ Tale this from heaven for a witness that my father is inno-
¢ent.’
The tension was too much for the spectators, and one by one
they left the room. Ralph only remained, and when Sim re-
turned to consciousness he raised him up and took him back to
- Fornside.

CHAPTER IIL
IN THE RED LION.

‘What hempen homespuns have we swaggering here ?
Midsummer Night's Dream.

Tme out of mind therehad stood on the high street of Wythburn
a modest house of entertainment, known by the sign of the Red
Lion, Occasionally it accommodated the casual traveller who

. took the valley road to the north, but it was intended for the
dalesmen, who came there after the darkness had gathered in,
and drank a pot of home-brewed ale as they sat above the red
turf fire. _

This wag the house to which Wilson’s body had been carried
on the morning it was found on the road. That was about Mar-
tinmas. One night, early in the ensuing winter, a larger com-
pany than usual was seated in the parlour of the little inn. It
was a quaint old room, twice as long as it was broad, and with a
roof so low that the taller shepherds stooped as they walked

under its open beams. From straps fixed to the rafters hung =
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18 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

gun, a whip, and a horn. Two square windows, that looked ot
over the narrow causeway, were covered by curtains of red cloth.
An oak bench stood in each window recess. The walls through-
out were panelled in oak, which was carved here and there in
curious archaic devices, The panelling had for the most pars
grown black with age; the rosier spots, that were polished to
the smoothness and brightness of glass, denoted the positions of
cupboards. Strong settles and broad chairs stood in irregular
places about the floor, which was of the bare earth, grown hard
as stone, and now sanded. The chimney nook spanned the width
of one end of the room. It was an open ingle with seats in the
wall at each end, and the fire on the ground between them. A
goat’s head and the horns' of an ox were the only ornaments of
the chimney-breast, which was whitewashed.

. \}N\i < (f;( On this night of 1660 the wind was loud and wild without.
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" "The snowstorm that had hung over the head of Castenand in the
morning had come down the valley as the day wore on. The
heavy sleet rattled at the windows. In its fiercer gusts it drowned
the ring of the lusty voices. Thelittle parlour looked warm and
snug with its great cobs of old peat glowing red as they burnt
away sleepily on the broad hearth. A% intervals the door would
open and a shepherd would enter. He had housed his sheep for
the night, and now, seated as the newest comer on the warmest
bench near the fire, with a pipe in one hand and a pot of hot ale
in the other, he was troubled by the tempest no more.

¢ At Michaelmas a good fat goose, at Christmas stannen’ pie,

o~y yand good yal awt year roond,’ said an old man in the chimney

Ueorner. This was Matthew Branthwaite, the wit and sage of
'Wythburn, once a weaver, but living now on the husbandings of
eatlier life. He was tall and slight, and somewhat bent with

age. He was dressed in a long brown sack coat, belted at the

waist, below which were pockets cub perpendicular at the side.
Ribbed worsted stockings and heavy shoes made up, with the
greater garment, the sum of his visible attire. Old Matthew had
a vast reputation for wise saws and proverbs ; his speech seemed
to be made of little else; and though the dalespeople had heard
the old sayings a thousand times, these seemed never to lose any-
thing of their piquancy and rude force.

“It’s a bad night, Mattha Branthet,’ said a new comer.

¢Dost tak me for a born idiot ? asked the old man. ‘Dost
think I duddent know that afore I saw thee, that thou must be
blodderen oot “ It’s a bad neet, Mattha Branthet”?’ There was
a dash of rustic spite in the old man’s humour which gave it an
additional relish,
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. ¢Ye munnet think to win through the world on a feather bed
lad,” he added.

The man addressed was one Robbie Anderson, a young
fellow who had for a long time indulged somewhat freely in the
good ale which the sage had just recommended for use all the year
round. Everyone had said he was going fast to his ruin, making
beggars of himself and of all about him. It was, nevertheless,
whispered that Robbie was the favoured sweetheart among many
of Matthew Branthwaite’s young daughter Liza; but the old
" man, who had never been remarkable for sensibility, had said
over and over again, ‘She’ll lick a lean poddish stick, Bobbie,
that weds the like of thee’ Latterly the young man had in a
silent way shown some signs of reform. He had not, indeed,
given up the good ale to which his downfall had been attributed ;
but when he came to the Red Lion he scemed to sleep more of
his time there than he drank. So the village philosopher had
begun to pat him on the back, and say encouragingly, ¢ There’s
nowt so far aslew, Bobbie, but good manishment may set it
straight.’

Robbie accepted his relfhff on this occasion with undisturbed
equanimity, and, taking a seat on a bench at the back, scemed
soon to be lost in slumber.

The dalesmen are here in strength to-night. Thomas Fell,
the miller of Legberthwaite, is here, with rubicund complexion
and fully-developed nose. Here, too, is Thomas’s cousin, Adam
Rutledge, fresh from an adventure -at Carlisle, where he has
tasted the luxury of Doomsdale, a noisome dungeon reserved for
witches and murderers, but sometimes tenanted by obstreperous
drunkards. Of a more reputable class here is Job Leathes, of
Dale Head, a tall, gaunt dalesman, with pale grey eyes. * Here is
Luke Cockrigg, too, of Aboonbeck Bank ; and stout John Jack-
son, of Armboth, a large and living refutation of the popular
fallacy that the companionship of a ghost must necessarily induce
such appalling effects as are said to have attended the appari-
tions which presented themselves to the prophets and seers of the
Hebrews. John has slept for twenty years in the room at Arm~
both. in which the spiritual presence is said to walk, and has
never yet seen anything more terrible than his own shadow.
Here, too, at Matthew Branthwaite’s side, sits little blink-eyed
Reuben Thwaite, who has seen the Armboth bogle. He saw it
one night when he was returning home from the Red Lion. It
took the peculiar form of a lime-and-mould heap, and, though

in Reuben’s case the visitation was not attended by convulsions
c2
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or idiocy, the effect of it was unmistakable. When Rsuben
awoke next morning he found himself at the bottom of a ditch.

‘A wild neet onyways, Mattha,” says Reuben, oa Robbie
Anderson’s retirement. ‘As I com alang I saw yan of Angus
Ray haystacks blown flat on to the field—doon it went in a bash
—in ya bash frae top to bottom.”

¢ That minds me of Mother Garth and auld Wilson haycocks,’
said Matthew.

¢ Why, what was that?’ said Reuben.

¢ Deary me, what thoo minds it weel eneuf. It was the day
Wilson was cocking Angus hay in the low meedow. ~Mistress
Garth came by in the evening, and stood in the road opposite to
look at the north leets. ¢ Come, Sarah,” says auld Wilson,
¢ ghow us yan of thy cantrips; I divn’s care for thee.,” But he’d
gearce said it when a whirlblast came frae the fell and owerturn’t
ivry cock. Then Sarah she laughed oot loud, and she said,
“Ye'll want na mair cantrips, I reckon.” She was reet theer.’

¢ Like eneuf,” said several voices amid a laugh.

‘He was hard on Mother Garth was Wilson,” continued
Matthew; ‘I nivver could mak ought on it. He called her a
witch, and seurly she is a laal bit uncanny.’

¢ Maybe she wasn’t always such like,” said Mr. Jackson.

¢ Maybe not, John,” said Matthew; ‘ but she was olas a cross-
grained yan sin the day she came first to Wy’bern.'

¢I thought her a harmless young body with her babby,’ said
My. Jackson. ‘

‘Let me see,” said Reuben Thwaite; ¢ that must be a matter
of six and twenty year agone.’

‘ Mair ner that,’ said Matthew. ‘It was long afore I
bought” my new loom, and that’s six and twenty year come
Christmas.’ -

‘By, I mind they said she’d run away frae the man she’d
wedded somewhere in the north) observed Adam Rutledge
through the pewter which he had raised to his lips. ¢ Ower fond

" of his pot for Sarah.’

‘Nowt o’ ¢’ sort, said Matthew. ¢Ie used to pommel and
thresh her up and doon, and that’s why she cut away frae him,
and that’s why she’s sic a sour yan.’ '

‘ By, that’s reets on it,” said Reuben.

‘ But auld Wilson's spite on her olas did cap me a laal bit,’
said Matthew again. ‘He wanted her burnt for a witch. “It's all
stuff’ and bodderment aboot the witches,” says I to him ya day;
“there be none. God’s aboon the devill” ¢ Nay, nay,” says
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Wilson, “it'll be past jookin’ when the heed's off. - She’ll do {
something for some of us yit.”’ .

¢Hush,” whispered Reuben, as at that moment the door
opened and a tall, ungainly young dalesman, with red hair and
with a dogged expression of face, entered the inn.

A little later,.amid a whirl of piercing wind, Ralph Ray
entered, shaking the frozen snow from his cloak with long skixts,
wet and cold, his staff in his hand, and his dog at his heels. 0ld

" Matthew gave him a.cheery welcome.

¢It’s like ye'd as lief be in this snug room as on the fell to-
neet, Ralph?’ There was a twinkle in the old man’s eye; he
had meant more than he said.

¢I’d full as soon be here as in Sim’s cave, Matthew, it that’s
what you mean,’ said Ralph, as he held the palms of his hands
to the fire and then rubbed them on his knees.

¢ Thou wert nivver much of a fool, Ralph,” Matthew answered.
And with a shovel that facetious occupant of the hearth lifted
another cob of turf on to the fire: ‘

¢It’s Jang sin’ Sim sat aboon sic a lowe as that,” he added,
with a motion of his head downwards.

¢ Worse luck,’” said Ralph in 2 low tone, as though trying te
avoid the subject.

¢ Whear the pot’s brocken, there let the sherds lie, lad,” said
the old man; ‘keep thy breath to cool thy poddish, forby thy
mug of yal, and here’t comes.’

As he spoke the hostess brought up a pot of ale, smoking
hot, and put it in Ralph’s hand.

¢Let every man stand his awn rackups, Ralph. Sim’s a bad
lot, and reet serv’d.

¢You have him there, Mattha Branthet,” said the others with
a laugh—*‘a feckless fool.” The young dalesman leaned back on
the bench, took a draught of his liquor, rested the pot on Lis
knee, and looked into the fire with the steady gaze of one just
out of the darkness. After a pause he said quietly—

¢I'll wager there’s never a man among you dare go up to
Sim’s cave to-night. Yet you drive him up there every mnight
of the year. '

¢Bad dreams, lad; bad dreams, said the old man, shaking
his head with portentous gravity, ‘forby the boggle of auld
Wilson—that’s maybe what maks Sim ga rakin aboot the fell o’
neets without ony eerand.’

¢ Ay, ay, that’s aboot it,) said the others, removing their
pipes together and speaking with the gravity and earnestness of
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men who had got a grip of the key to some knotty problem.
¢ The ghost of auld Wilson.’

“The ghost of some of your stout sticks, I reckon,’ said
Ralph, turning upon them with a shadow of a sneer on his frank.
face.

His companions laughed. Just then the wind rose higher
than before, and came in & gust down the open chimney. The
dogs that had been sleeping on the sanded floor got up, walked
across the room with drooping heads, and growled. Then they
lay down again and addressed themselves afresh to sleep. The
young dalesman looked infto the mouth of his pewter and
muttered, as if to himself—

¢ Because there was no evidence to conviet the poor soul,
suspicion, that is worse than conviction, must so fix upon him
that he’s afraid to sleep his nights in his bed at home, but must .
go where never a braggart loon of Wythburn dare follow him.’

¢ Aye, lad;’ said the old man, with a wink of profound im-
port, ¢ foxes hev holes.’ .

The sally was followed by a general laugh.

Not noticing it, Ralph said—

¢A hole, indeed! a cleft in the bare rock, open to nigh
every wind, deluged by every rain, desolate, unsheltered by
bush or bough—a hole no fox would house in.’

Ralph was not unmoved, but the sage in the chimney corner
caught little of the contagion of his emotion. Taking his pipe
out of his mouth, and with the shank of it marking time to the
doggerel, he said—

“Wheariver there's screes
There’s mair stones nor trees.’

The further sally provoked a louder laugh. dJust then
another gust came down the chimney and sent a wave of mingled
heat and cold through the room. The windows rattled loudex
with the wind and crackled sharper with the pelting sleet. The
dogs rose and growled. :

‘Be quiet there,” cried Ralph. ¢Down, Laddie, down’
Laddie, a large-limbed collie, with long shaggy coat still wet and
matted and glistening with the hard unmelted snow, had walked
to the door and put his nose to the bottom of it.

‘Some one coming,>said Ralph, turning to look at the dog,
and speaking almost under his breath.

Robbie Anderson, who had throughout been lounging in
gilence on the bench near the door, got up sleepily, and put his
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great hand on the wooden latch. The door flew open by the
force of the storm outside. He peered for a moment into the
darkness through the blinding sleet. He could see nothing.
¢No one here !’ he said moodily.
And, putting his broad shoulder to the stout oak door, he

~ forced it back. 'The wind moaned and hissed through the

closing aperture. It was like the ebb of a broken wave to those
who had heard the sea. Turning abous, as the candles on the
¢able blinked, the young man lazily dashed the rain and sleet
from his beard and breast, and lay down again on the settle,
with something between a shiver and a yawn. ¢Cruel night,
this,’ he muttered, and so saying, he returred to his normal con-
dition of somnolence. o

The opening and the closing of the door, together with the
draught of cold air, had awakened a little man who occupied
that corner of the chimney nook which faced old Matthew.
Coiled up with his legs under him on the warm stone seat, his
head resting against one of the two walls that bolstered him up
on either hand, beneath a great flitch of bacon that hung there
to dry, he had lain asleep throughout the preceding conversa-
tion, only punctuating its periods at intervals with somewhat tco
audible indications of slumber. Ia an instant he was on his
feet. He was a diminutive creature, with something infinitely
amusing in his curious physical proportions. Hishead was large
and well-formed ; his body was large and ill-formed; his legs
were short and shrunken. He was the schoolmaster of Wyth-
burn, and his name was Monsey Laman. The dalesmen found
the little schoolmaster the merriest comrade that ever sat with
them over a glass. He had a crack for cach of them, a song, a
joke, a lively touch that cut and meant no barm. They called
him ¢the little limber Frenchman,” in allusion to a peculiarity of
gait which in the minds of the heavy-limbed mountaineers was
somehow associated with the idea of a French dancing-master.

With the schoolmaster’s awakening the conversation in the
inn seemed likely to take a livelier turn. Even the whistling
sleet appeared to become less fierce and terrible. True, the stal-
wart dalesman on the door bench yawned and slept as before:
but even Ralph’s firm lower lip began to relax, and he was
never a gay and sportive elf. The rest of the company charged
their pipes afresh and called on the hostess for more spiced ale.

¢¢ Blessing on your heart,” says the proverb, “you brew
good ale.” It’s a Christian virtue, eh, Father ?’ said Monsey,
addressing Matthew in the opposite corner.
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‘Praise the ford as ye find it,’ said that sage; ‘I’'ve found
good yal maks good yarn. Folks that wad put doon good
yal ought to be theirselves putten doon.’

¢ Then you must have been hanged this many a long year,

* Father Matthew,’ said Monsey,  for you've put down more good

ale than any man in Wythburn,’

Old Matthew had to stand the laugh against himself thig
time, In the midst of it he leaned over to Ralph, and, as though
to cover his discomfiture, whispered, ¢ He's gat a lad’s heart, the
laal man has.’ :

Then, with the air of one about to communicate a novel idea :

¢ And sic as ye gle, sic will ye get, frae him.’ .

‘ Well, well’ he added aloud, ‘ye munnet think I cannot
stand my rackups.’ )

The old man, despite this unexpected fall, was just beginning
to show his mettle. The sententious greybeard was never quite
s0 happy, never looked quite so wise, never shook his head with
such an air of good-humoured consequence, never winked with
such profundity of facetiousness, as when ¢ the laal limber French-
man’ was giving a ‘merry touch.' Wouldn’t Monsey sing
summat and fiddle to it too; aye, that he would, Mattha knew
reet weel.

‘Bing!’ cried the little' man, ¢ Sing ! Monsieur, the dog
shall try me this conclusion. If he wag his tail, then will I sing;
if he do not wag his tail, then—then will I not be silent, Whag
say you, Laddie?’ The dog responded to the appeal with an
opportune if not an intelligent wag of that member on which so
momentous an issue hung. From one of the rosy closets in the
wall a fiddle was forthwith brought out, and soon the noise of
the tempest was drowned in the preliminary tuning of strings
and running of scales.

‘You shall beat the time, my patriarch,” said Monsey.

¢ Nay, man; it’s thy place to kill it,” answered Matthew,

¢ Then you shall mark the beat, or beat the mark, or make
your mark. You could nevér write, you know.’

It was a sight not to be forgotten to see the little school-
master brandishing his fiddle-stick, beating time with his foot,
and breaking out into a wild shout when he his upon some
bappy idea, for he rejoiced in a gift of improvisation. A burst
of laughter greeted the climax of his song, which turned on an
unheroic adventure of old Matthew's. The laughter had not
yet died away when a loud knocking came to the door. Ralph
jumped to his feet,
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¢Y said some one was coming; and he's been here before,
whoever ke is.’

At that he walked to the door and opened it. Laddie was
there before him.

¢ Is Ralph Ray here?’

Tt was the voice of a woman, charged with feeling. .

Ralph’s back had been to the light, and hence his face had
not been recognised. But the light fell on the face of the new-
comer. : i
‘Rotha !’ he said. He drew her in, and was aboust to shut
out the storm behind her.

¢No,” she said almost nervously. ' ¢ Come with me; some
one waits outside to see you ; some one who won’t—can’t come in.’

She was wet; her hair was matted over her forehead, the
sleet lying in beads upon it. A hood that had been pulled hur-
riedly over her head was blown partly aside. Ralph would
have drawn her to the fire.

¢Not yet, she said again. Her eyeslooked troubled, startled,
- denoting pain.

¢Then I will go with you at once,” he said. _

They turned; Laddie darted out before them, and in &
moment they were in the blackness of the night.

CHAPTER IV.

THE OUTCAST.

Tue storm had abated. The sieet and rain had ceased, but the
wind still blew fierce and strong, driving black continents of
cloud across a crescent moon. It was bitingly cold, Rotha
walked fast and spoke little. Ralph understood their mission.
¢Is he far away ? * he said. )

¢ Not far.”

Her voice had a tremor of emotion, and as the wind carried
it to him it seemed freighted with sadness. But the girl would
have hidden her fears. : :

¢ Perhaps he’s better now,’ she said.

Ralph quickened his steps. The dog had gone on in iront,
and was lost in the darkness.

¢ Give me your hand, Rotha; the sleet is hard and slape)’

¢Don’t heed me, Ralph; go faster; I'll follow.
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Just then a sharp bark was heard close at hand, followed by
another and another, but in a different key. Laddie had met a
friend.

¢ He’s coming,’ Rotha said, catching her breath,

¢ He's here. :

With the shrill ery of a hunted creature that has got back,
wounded, to its brethren, Sim seemed to leap upon them out of
the darkness. v

¢ Ralph, take me with you—take me with you; do not let me
go back to the fell to-night. I cannot go—no, believe me, I cannot
—1I dare not. Take me, Ralph; have mercy on me; do not
despise me for the coward that I am; it’s enough to make me
curse the great God—no, no; not that neither. But, Ralph,
Ralph !

The poor fellow would have fallen breathless and exhausted
at Ralph’s feet, but he held him up and spoke firmly but kindly
to him:

¢ Bravely, Sim ; bravely, man; there,” he said, as the tailor
regained sorne composure. v

‘You shan’t go back to-night. How wet you are, though!
There’s not a dry rag to your body, man. You must first return
with.me to the fire at the Red Lion, and then we’ll go !

¢No, no, no!’ cried Sim; ‘not there either—never there;
better the wind and rain, aye, better anything, than that.’

And he turned his head over his shoulder as though peering
into the darkness behind. Ralph understood him. There were
wilder companions for this poor hunted creature than any that
lived on the mountains.

‘But yowll never live through the night in clothes like
these.”

Sim shivered with the cold; his teeth chattered; his lank
hands shook as with ague.

‘Never live? O but I must not die, Ralph; no, not yet——
not yet.’

‘Was there, then, something still left in life that a poor outcast
like this should cling to it?

¢TIl go back with you, he said more calmly.

They turned, and with Sim between them Ralph and Rotha
began to retrace their steps. They had not far to go, when Sim
reeled like a drunken man, and when they were within a few
paces he stopped.

‘No,” he said, ‘T can’t. His breath was coming quick and
fast.
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¢ Come, man, they shall give you the ingle beach} T'1l see to
¢hat. Come now,’ said Ralph soothingly.

¢T've walked in'front of this house for an hour to-night, I
have, said Sim, ‘to and fro, to and fro, waiting for you; wait-

ing, waiting ; starting at my own shadow cast from the dim lowe -

of the windows, and then flying to hide when the door did at
last—at long last—open or shut.’ »
Ralph shuddered. It had been as he thought. Then he
gaid— .

¢Yes, yes; but you'll come now, like a brave fellow—¢a
braw chiel,” you know.’

Sim started at the pleasantry with which Ralph had fried to
soothe his spirits. It struck a painful memory. Ralph felf it
too. - :

¢ Come,” he said, in an altered tone.

¢No, cried Sim, clasping his hands over his head. * They're
worse than wild beasts, they are. To-night I went up to the
cave as usual. The wind was blowing strong and keen in the
valley 3 it had risen to a tempest on the screes. I went in and
turned up the bracken for my bed. Then the rain began to

fall; and the rain became hail, and the hail became sleet, and .

pelted in upon me, it did. The wind soughed about my lone
home—my home!’

Again Sim reeled in the agony. of his soul.

¢ This is peace to that wind,’ he continued; ‘yes, peace.
Then the stones began to rumble down the rocks, and the rain
to pour in through the great chinks in the roof of the cave.
Yet I stayed there—I stayed. Well, the ghyil roared louder
and louder. It seemed to overflow the gullock, it did. I heard
the big bowders shifted from their beds by the tumbling waters.
They rolled with heavy thuds down the brant sides of the fell—
down, down, down. Buat I kept closer, closer. Presently T
heard the howl of the wolves——

¢ No, Sim ; not that, old friend.’

¢ Yes, the pack from Lauvellin. They'd been driven out of
their caves—not even they could live in their caves to-night.’
The delirium of Sim’s spirit seemed to overcome him.

¢No more now, man,” said Ralph, putting his arm about him.
¢ You're safe, at least, and all will be well with you.

¢ Wait. Nearer and nearer they came, nearer and nearer,
till T knew they were above ma, around me.  Yet I kept close, I
did, T almost felt their breath, Well, well, at last I saw two
red eyes gleaming at me through the darkness !
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¢ You're feverish to-night, Sim,” interrupted Ralph.

‘Then a great flash of lightning came. It licked the
ground afore me—ay, licked. Then a burst of thunder—it
must have been a thunderbolt—I couldn’t hear the wind and
sleet and water, I fainted, that must have been it, When I
came round I groped about me where I lay !

¢ A dream, Sim.’

‘No, it was no dream! What was it I touched? T was
delivered! Thank heaven, that death was not mine. I rose,
staggered out, and fled.’

By the glimmering light from the windows of the inn—there
came the sound of laughter from within—Ralph could see that
hysterical tears coursed down the poor tailor’s cheeks. Rotha
stood aside, her hands covering her face.

‘¢ And, at last, when you could not meet me here, you went
to Fornside for Rotha to seek me?’ asked Ralph.

‘Yes, I did. Don’t despise me—don’t do that’ Then in a
supplicating tone he added—

¢ I couldn’t bear it from you, Ralph.’

The tears came again. The direful agony of Sim’s soul
seemed at length to conquer him, and he fell to the ground in-
sensible. In-an instant Rotha was on her kneesin the hardening
road at her father’s side; but she did not weep. :

¢ We have no choice now,’ she said in a broken voice.

‘None,” answered Ralph. ¢Let me carry him in.”

When the door of the inn had closed hehind Ralph as he
went out with Rotha, old Matthew Branthwaite, who had re-
covered his composure after Monsey’s song, and who had sat for
a moment with his elbow on his knee, his pipe in his hand
and his mouth still open, from which the shaft had just been
drawn, gave a knowing twitch to his wrinkled face as he said:

¢ B0, s0, that's the fell the wind blows frae!’

‘Blow low, my black feutt,’” answered Monsey, ‘and don'
blab.’

¢ When the whins is oot of blossom, kissing’s oot o’ fashion—
nowt will come of it,’ replied the sage on reflection. _

~ “ Wrong again, great Solomon !’ said Monsey. ¢Ralph is
not the man to put away the girl because her father is in dis-
grace.

¢ Do ye know he trystes with the lass?’

¢ Not 1.

‘ Maybe ye'r like the rest on us: ye can make nowt on him,
pack ner edge.’
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¢Right now, great sage ; the sun doesn’t shine through him.

‘He's a great lounderan fellow,’” said one of the dalesmen,
speaking into the pewter at his mouth. He was the blacksmith
of Wythburn. :

¢ What do you say ?’ asked Monsey.

¢Nowt !’ the man growled sulkily.

¢S8o ye said nowt ?’ inquired Matthew.

¢ Nowt to you, or any of you.

¢Then did’st a nivver hear it said, “ He that talks to himsel
clatters to a fool ” 7’ :

The company laughed.

¢ No,’ resumed Matthew, turning to the schoolmaster, ¢ Ralph
will nivver tryste with the lass of yon hang-gallows of a tailor.
The gallows rope’s all but roond his neck already. It’'s awesome
to see him in his barramouth in the fell side. He's dwinnelt
away to a atomy.’ : .

¢ Tt baffles me where he got the brass frae to pay his rent,’
said one of the shepherds. ¢ Where did he get it, schoolmaster?’

Monsey answered nothing. The topic was evidently a fear-
gome thing to him. His quips and cracks were already gone.

“Where did he get it, 1 say ?" repeated the man, with the
air of one who was propounding a trying problem.

01d Matthew removed his pipe.

¢ A fool may ask mair questions ner a doctor can answer.’

The shepherd shifted in his seat.

¢That Wilson was na shaks nowther,’ continued Matthew
quietly. ¢He was accustomed to “ tummel ? his neighbours, and
never patsed to inquire into their bruises, He'd olas the black
dog on his back—leastways latterly. ~Ey, the braizzant taistrel
med have done something for Ralph an he lived langer. He was
swearing what he’d do, the ungratefw’ fool; auld Wilson was a
beadless body.’

¢ They say he threatened Ralph’s father, Angus,’ said Monsey;
with a perceptible shiver. - . :

¢ Ay, but Angus is bad to bang, I mind his dingin’ ower
o bull on its back. A girt man, Angus, and varra dreadfu’ when
be’s angert.” »

¢ Dug’ta mind the fratch thoo telt me aboot atween Angus and
auld Wilson 7’ said Reuben Thwaite to Matthew Branthwaite.

¢ What quarrel was that?’ asked Monsey.

¢Why, the last fratch of all, when Wilson gat the sneck
posset frae Shoulthwaite,’ said Matthew.

¢I never heard of it,’ said the schoolmaster.




20 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

¢ There’s nowt much to hear. Ralph and mysel’ we were
walking up to the Moss together ya day, when we heard Angus
and Wilson at a bout of words. Wilson he said to Angus with
& gay bitter sneer, “ Ye'll fain swappit wi’ me yet,” gaid he.
“He'll yoke wi’ an unco weird., Thy braw chiel *ul tryste wi’
th’ hangman soon, I wat.” And Angus he was fair mad, I can
tell ye, and he said to Wilson, “Thoo stammerin’ and yammerin’
taistrel, thoo; I'll pluck alock of thy threep. Bring the warrant,
wilt thoo? Thoo savvorless and sodden clod-heed ! I'll whip
thee with the taws. Slipe, I say, while thoo’s weel—slipe !’

¢And Angus would have done it, too, ‘and not the first
time nowther,’ said little Reuben, with a knowing shake of the
head.

¢ Well, Matthew, what then ?’ said Monsey.

¢ Weel, with that Angus he lifted up his staff, and Wilson
shricked oot afore he gat the blow. But Anguslowered his hand
and sald to him, says he, “Time eneuf to shrick when ye're
strucken.”’

‘And when the auld one did get strucken, he could noé
shriek,’ added Reuben.

‘ We know nowt of that reetly,” said Matthew, ‘and maybe
nivver will.’

¢ What was that about a warrant ?” said Monsey.

¢ Nay, nay, laal man, that’s mair ner ony on us knows for
certain.’

‘But ye have a notion on it, have ye not ?’ said Reuben,
with a twinkle which was intended to flatter Matthew into a
communicative spirit.

‘I reckon I hev, said the weaver, with a look of self-satisfac-
tion.

¢ Did Ralph understand it ?* asked Monsey.

‘ Not he, schoolmaister. If he did, I could mak’ nowt on him,
for T asked him theer and then.’

¢ But ye knows yersel’ what the warrant meant, don’t ye ??
said Reuben significantly.

‘ Weel, man, it's all as I telt ye; the country’s going to the
dogs, and young Charles he's cutting the heed off nigh a’most
iv’ry man as fought for Oliver agen him. And it's as I telt ye
aboot the spies of the Government, there’s a spy ivrywhear—
maybe theer's yan here now—and auld Wilson he was nowt ner
mair ner less ner a spy, and he meant to get a warrant for Ralph
Ray, and that’s the lang and short on it.’

‘I reckon Sim made tke short on it’ said Reuben with a




‘THE OUTCAST 31

smirk. ¢He scarce knew what a good turn he was doing for
young Ralph yon neet in Martinmas.’ :

¢ But don’t they say Ralph saved Wilson’s life away at the
wars?’ said Monsey. ¢ Why could he wani to inform against
him and have him hanged ?’

¢ A dog winnet yow! an ye hit him with a bone, but a spy is
worse ner ony dog,’ answered Matthew sententiously. -

¢ But why could he wish to do it?’

¢ His fratch with Angus, that was all.’

¢There must have been more than that, Matthew, there
must.’

¢I never heeard on it, then.’ ;

¢ Old Wilson must have had money on him that night,’ said
Monsey, who had been. looking gravely into the fire, his hands
clasped about his knees. Encouraged by this support of the
sapient idea he had hinted at, the shepherd who had spoken
before broke in with, ¢ Where else did he get it, 7 say ?’

“Ye breed of the cuckoo,” said Matthew, ‘ye’ve gat no rthyme
but yan.’

Amid the derisive langhter that followed, the door of the inn
was again opened, and in a moment more Ralph Ray stood in
the middle of the floor with Simeon Stagg in his arms. Rotha
was behind, pale but composed. Every man in the room rose te
his feet,. ‘The landlord stepped forward, with no pleasant ex-
pression on his face; and from an inner room his wife came
bustling up. Little Monsey stood clutching and twitching his
fingers. Old Matthew had let the pipe drop out of his mouth,
and it lay broken on the hearth,

¢ He has fainted,” said Ralph, still holding hisburden ; ‘turn
that bench to the fire.’

No one stirred. Every one stood for the moment as if stupefied.
Sim’s head hung over Ralph’s arm: his face was ag pale as
death.

¢ Qut of the way,’ said Ralph, brushing past a great lumbering
fellow, with his mouth agape.

The company found their tongues at last. Were they to sit
with ¢thig hang-gallows of a tailor?’ The landlord, thinking
himself appealed to, replied that he ¢ couldn’t hev na brulliment*®
in his house.

¢ There need be mno broil,’ said Ralph, laying the insensible
form on a seat and proceeding to strip off the wet outer garments
Then, turning to the hostess, he said— '

¢ Martha, bring me water, quick.’

| Done b
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Martha turned about and obeyed him withouta word.

«He'll be better soon,” said Ralph to Robbie Anderson. He
was sprinkling water on the white face that lay before him.
Robbie had recovered his wakefulness, and was kneeling at Sim’s
feet, chafing his hands. . ' v

Rotha stood at her father’s side, motionless. : .

¢ There, he’s coming to. Martha,’ said Ralph, ‘hadn’t you
better take Rotha to the kitchen fire 7’ :

The two women left the rocm.

Sim's eyes opened; there was a watery humour in them
which was not tears. The colour came back to his cheeks, but
with the return of consciousness his face grew thinner and more
haggard. Ile heaved a heavy sigh, and seemed to realise his
gurroundings. With the only hand disengaged (Robbie held one
of them) he clutched at Ralph’s belt.

¢ 'm better—let me go,” he said in a hoarse voice, trying to
rise.

¢No !’ said Ralph. ‘No!’ and he gently pushed him back
into his recumbent position.

¢You had best let the snuffling waistrel go,” said one of the
wen in » surly tone. ‘Maybe he never fainted at all.

It was the blacksmith who had growled at the mention of
Ralph’s name in Ralph's absence. They called him Joe Garth.

¢ Be silont, you loon, answered Robbie Anderson, turning
upon the last speaker. :

Ralph seemed not to have heard him.

‘Here, he said, tossing Sim’s coat to Matthew, who had
returned with a new pipe to his seat in the chimney corner, ¢dry
that at the fire.” The coat had been growing hard with the frost.

¢ This wants the batling stone ower it,’ said the old weaver,
spreading it out before him.

¢See to this, schoolmaster,’ said Ralph, throwing Sim’s cap
into his lap.

Monsey jumped, with a scream, out of his seat as though stung
by an adder. .

Ralph looked at him for a moment with an expression of pity.

¢1 might have known you were timid at heart, schoolmaster.
Perhaps you're gallant over a glass.’

There could be no doubt of little Monsey’s timidity. Al his
jests had forsaken him.

Sim had seen the gesture that expressed horror at contact
even with his clothes. Ile was awake te every passing incident
- with a feverish alertness,
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¢Let me go,” he said again, with a look of supplicatory appeal.

01d Matthew got up and opened the door. )

¢ Sista, there’s some betterment in the weather, now; it teem’s
awhile ago.

¢ What of that?’ asked Ralph; but he understood the
ohservation.

¢ For God’s sake let me go,’ cried Sim in agony, looking first
at one face and then at another. .

¢ No, said Ralph, and sat down beside him. Robbie had gone
back to his bench.

¢ Yell want the bull-grips to keep Zim quiet,’ said old Matthew
to Ralph, with a sneer.

¢ And the asg’s barnicles to keep your tongus in your mouth,’
added Ralph sternly. ‘

¢ For fault of wise men fools sit on the bench, or we should
hev none of this’ continued Matthew. ¢1I reckon some one
thav's here is nigh ax’t oot by Auld Nick in the kirk of the
pether world.’

¢Then take care you're not there yourself to give something
at the bridewain.’

0Old Matthew grumbled something under his breath.

There was a long silence. Ralph had rarely been heard to
gpeak so bitterly. It was clear that opposition had gone fur
enough. Sim’s watery eyes were never for an instant still. Full
of a sickening apprehension, they cast fartive glances into every
face. The poor creature seemed determined to gather up into
his wretched breast the scorn that was blasting it. The turf on
the hearth gave out a great heat, but the tailor shivered as with
cold. Then Ralph reached the coat and cap, and, after satisfying
himself that they were dry, he handed them back to Sim, who
put them on. Perhaps he had mistaken the act, for, rising to his
feet, Sim looked into Ralph’s face inquiringly, as though to ask
if he might go.

¢Not yet, Sim,’ said Ralph. ¢ You shall go when I go. You
lodge with me to-night.’

Monsey in the corner looked aghast, and crept closer under
the flitch of bacon that hung above him.

¢ Men,’ said Ralph, ‘hearken here. ¥You call it a foul thing
to kill a man, and so it is,’

Monsey turned livid; every one held his breath. Ralph
went on— )

"~ ¢Did you ever reflect that there are other ways of taking a
man’s life besides killing him?’
D
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There was no response. Ralph did not seem to expect one,
for he continued— ,

¢ You loathe the man who takes the blood of his fellow-man,
and you're right so to do. It matters nothing to you that the
murdered man may have been a worse man than the murderer.
You're right there too. You look to the motive that inspired the
crime. Isif greed or revenge? Then you say, “ This man must
die.” God grant that such horror of murder may survive among
us’ There was a murmur of assent.

¢ But it is possible to kill without drawing blood. We may
be murderers and never suspect the awfulness of our crime. To
wither with suspicion, to blast with scorn, to dog with cruel
hints, to torture with hard looks—this is to kill without blood.
Did you ever think of it? There are worse hangmen than ever
stood on the gallows.

¢ Ay, but he¢’s shappin’ to hang hissel’) muttered Matthew
Branthwaite. And there was some inaudible muttering among
the others. :

‘I know what you mean,” Ralph continued. ¢That the
guilty man whom the law cannot touch is rightly brought under
the ban of his fellows. Yes, it is Heaven's justice.’

Sim crept closer to Ralph, and trembled perceptibly.

¢ Men, hearken again,’ said Ralph. ¢You know I've spoken
up for Sim,—and he put his great arm akout the tailor's
shoulders; ¢but you don’t know that I have never asked him,
and he has never 'said, whether he is innocent or not. The
guilty man may be in this room, and he may not be Simeon
Stagg. But if he were my own brother—my own father T

Old Matthew’s pipe had gone out; he was puffing at the
dead shaft. Sim rose up; his look of abject misery had given
place to a look of defiance; he stamped on the floor.

‘ Let me go; let me go,” he cried.

Robbie Anderson came up and took him by the hand; but
Sim’s brain seemed rent in twain, and in a burst of hysterical
passion he fell back into his seat, and buried his head in his breast.

¢ He'll be hanged with the foulest collier yet,’ growled one of
the men. Tt was Joe Glarth again., He was silenced once more,
‘The others had begun to relent. :

‘I've not yet asked him if he is innocent,’ continued Ralph;
‘but this persecution drives me to it, and I ask him now.’

‘Yes, yen,’ cried Sim, raising his head, and revealing an
awful countenance, A direful memory seemed to haunt every
feature, :
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¢ Do you know the murderer ?’

*I do—that is—what am I saying ?—let me go.’

Sim had got up, and was tramping across the floor. Ralph
got up too, and faced him.

name.’

¢No, no; Heaven forbid,” cried Sim.

¢It is your duty to yourself and to }

¢TI care nothing for myself.’ :

¢ And to your daughter—think of that. Would you tarnish
the child’s name with the sin laid on the father’s? !

¢God in heaven help me ! * cried Sim, tremulous with emotion.

Ralph, Ralph, ask me no-more—youn don’t know what you ask.’

‘It is your duty to Heaven, I say.’

He put his hand on Sim’s shoulder, and looked steadily in
his eyes. 'With a fearful cry Sim broke from his grasp, sprung
to the door, and in an instant was lost in the darkness without.
Ralph stood where Sim had lefs him, transfixed by some horrible
consciousness. A slow paralysis seemed to possess all his senses.
‘What had he read in those eyes that seemed to live before him
still?

¢ Good-neet,’ said old Matthew as he got up and trudged out,
Most of the company rose to go. ¢ Good-night,” said more than
one, but Ralph answered nothing. Robbie Anderson was last.

¢ Good-night, Ralph,” he said. His gruff voice was thick in
his throat.

¢ Aye, good-night, lad,” Ralph answered vacantly.

Robbie had got to the door, and was leaning with one hand
on the door-frame. Coming back, he said—

¢ Ralph, where may your father be to-night?’

¢ At Gaskarth—it’s market day—he took the last shearing.’

He spoke like one in a sleep. Then Robbie left him.

¢Is Rotha ready to go?’ he asked,

¢It is your duty, in the sight of Heaven, to give that mau’s

vy
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CHAPTER V.
THE EMPTY SADDLE.

The night has been unruly: . e
Lamentings heard i’ the air; strange screams of death.—Macbeth,

THE storm was now all but over. The moon shone clear, and
the clouds that scudded across its face were few. Lauvellen, to
the east, was visible to the summit; and Raven Craig, to the
west, loomed black before the moon. A cutting wind still blew,
and a frost had set in sharp and keen. Already the sleet that
had fallen was frozen in sheets along the road, which was thereby
made almost impassable even to the sure footsteps of the moun-
taineer. The trees no longer sighed and moaned with the wind ;
on the stiffening firs'lay beads of frozen snow, and the wind as
it passed through them soughed. The ghylls were fuller and
louder, and seemed to come irom every hill; the gullocks over-
flowed, but silence was stealing over the streams, and the deepet
rivers seemed scarcely to flow.

Ralph and Rotha walked side by side to Shoulthwaite Moss.
It was useless for the girl to return to Fornside, Ralph had said.
Her father would not be there, and the desolate house was no
place for her on a night like this. She must spend the night
under his mother’s charge.

They had exchanged but few words on setting out, The
tragedy of her father’s life was settling on the girl’s heart with a
pameless misery. It is the first instinet of the child’s nature to
look up to the parent as its refuge, its tower of strength. That
bulwark may be shattered before the world, and yet to the
child’s intuitive feeling it may remain the same. Proudly,
steadfastly the child heart continues to look up to the wreck that
is no wreck in the eyes of its love. Ah! how well it is if the
undeceiving never comes! But when all that seemed strong,
when all that seemed true, becomes to the unveiled vision weak
and false, what word is there that can represent the sadness of
the revealment?

‘Do you think, Ralph, that I could bear a terrible answer if
I were to ask you a terrible question ?’

Rotha broke the silence between them with thess words.
Ralph replied promptly—

“Yes, Ido. What would you ask ?’
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The girl appeared powerless to proceed. She tried to speak
and stopped, withdrawing her words and framing them afresh, as
though fearful of the bluntness of her own inquiry. Her com-
panion perceived her distress, and coming to her relief with a
cheerier tone, he said— -

¢Don’t fear to ask, Rotha. I think I can guess your
question. You want to know if 4

¢ Ralph,’ the girl broke in hurriedly—she could better bear
to say the word herself than to hear him say it—° Ralph, he is
my father, and that has been enough. I could not love him the
less whatever might happen. I bave never asked him—any-
thing. He is my father, and though he be—whatever he may
be—he is my father still, you know. But, Ralph, tell me—you
say I can bear it—and I can—1I feel I can now—tell me, Ralph,
was it poor father after all?’

Rotha had stopped and covered up her face in her hands.
Ralph stopped too. His voice was deep and thick as he answered
slowly~— i

¢ No, Rotha, it was not.’

¢ Not father ?° cried the girl; ¢ you know it was not?’

¢TI Eknow it was not.’

The voice again was not the voice of one who brings glad
tidings, but the words were themselves full of gladness for the
ear on which they fell, and Rotha seemed almost overcome by
her joy. She clutched Ralph’s arm with both hands.

¢ Heaven be praised | * she said; ¢ now I can brave anything
—poor, poor father !’ .

After this the girl almost leapt over the frozen road in the
ecstasy of her new-found delight. The weight of weary months of
gathering suspense seemed in one moment to have fallen from her
for ever. Half laughing, half weeping, she bounded along, the
dog sporting beside her. Her quick words rippled on the frosty
air. Occasionally she encountered a flood that swept across the
way from the hills above to the lake beneath, but her light foot
tripped over it before a hand could be offered her. Their path
lay along the pack-horse road by the side of the mere, and time
after time she would scud down to the water’s edge to pluck the
bracken that grew there, or to test the thin ice with her foot.
She would laugh and then be silent, and then break out into
laughter again.  She would prattle to herself unconsciously and
then laugh once more. All the world seemed made anew to this
happy girl to-night.

True enough, nature meant her for a heartsome lass. Her
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hair was dark, and had a tangled look, as though lately caught in
brambles or still thick with burrs. Her dark eyebrows and long

lashes shaded the darkest of black-brown eyes. Her mouth was -

alive with sensibility. Every shade of feeling could play upon
her face. Her dress was loose, and somewhat negligently worn
one never felt its presence or knew whether it were poor or fine,
Her voice, though soft, was generally high-pitched, not like the
whirl of wind through the trees, but like its sigh through the
long grass, and came, perhaps, to the mountain girl from the
effort to converse above the sound of these natural voices, There
was a tremor in her voice sometimes, and, when she was taken
unawares, a sidelong look in her eyes. There was something
about her in these serious moods that laid hold of the imagination.
She had surely a well of strength which had been given for her
own support and the solace of others at some future moment, only
too terrible. But not to-night, as she tripped along under the
moonlight, did the consciousness of that moment overshadow her.

And what of Ralph, who strode solemnly by her side? A
change had come over him of late. e spoke little, and never at
all of the scenes he had witnessed in hislong campaign—never of
his own share in them. He had become at once an active and a
brooding man.  The shadow of a supernatural presence seemed
to hang over everything. To-night that shadow was blacker than
before.

In the fulness of her joy Rotha had not marked the tone in
which Ralph spoke when he gave her in a word all the new life
that bounded in her veins, But that tone was one of sadness,
and that word had seemed to drain away from veins of his some
of the glad life that now pulsated in hers. ~Was it nothing that
the outcast among men whom he alone, save this brave girl, had
championed, had convinced him of his innocence? Nothing that
the light of a glad morning had broken on the long night of the
blithe creature by his side, and brightened her young life with
the promise of a happier future? v

¢ Look, Ralph, look at the withered sedge, all frost-covered !’
said Rotha in her happiness, tripping up to his side, with a sprig
newly-plucked in her hand. Ralph answered her absently, and
she rattled on to herself—Rotha shall keep you, beautiful sedge!
How you glisten in the moonlight!’ Then the girl broke out
with a snatch of an old Border ballad—

Dacre’s gane to the war, Willy,
Dacre’s gane to the war;

Dacre’s lord has crossed tho ford,
And left us for the war,

)
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¢ Poor father,’ she said more soberly, ¢poor father; but he'll come
pack home now—come back to our own home again ; * and then,
unconscious of the burden of her song, she sang—

Naworth’s halls are dead, Willy,

Naworth’s halls are dead ;

One lonely foot sounds on the keep,

And that’s the warder’s tread.

The moon shone clearly ; the tempest had lulled, and the
silvery voice of the girl was all that could be heard above the
distant rumble of the ghylls and the beat of Ralph’s heavy foot-
steps. In a moment Rotha seemed to become conscious that her
gompanion was sad as well as silent. How had this escaped her
go long ? she thought. » v

¢But you don’t seem quite so glad, Ralph,’ she said in an
altered tone, half of inquiry, half of gentle reproach, as of one
who felt that her joy would have been the more if another had
shared it.

‘Don’t I? Ah, but I am glad—that is, I'm glad your father
won’t need old Mattha’s bull-grips,’ he said, with an attempt to
laugh at his own pleasantry.

How hollow the laugh sounded on his own ears! It was not
what his father would have called heartsome, What was this
gadness that was stealing over him and stiffening every sense ?
Had he yet realised it in all its fulness? Ralph shook himself
and struck his hand on his breast, as though driving out the
cold. He could not drive out the foreboding that had taken a
seat there since Sim looked last in his eyes and cried ‘Let me

0.’

8 Taddie frisked about them, and barked back at the echo of
his own voice, that resounded through the clear air from the
hollow places in the hills, They had not far to go now. The
light of the kitchen window at Shoulthwaite would be seen {from
the turn of the road. Only through yonder belt of trees that
overhung the ‘lonnin,’ and they would be in the court of Angusg
Ray’s homestead. :

¢ Ralph,” said Rotha—she had walked in silence for some little
time—¢ all the sorrow of my life seems gone. You have driven
it all away. Her tremulous voice belied the light laugh that
followed.

He looked down at her tear-dimmed eyes. Was her great
sorrow indeed gone? Had he driven it away from her ? If so,
was it not all, and more, being gathered up into his own heart
instead? Was it not so?
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¢Yon have borne it bravely, Rotha—very bravely,’ he
answered. ‘Do you think, now, that I could have borne it a8
you have done ?’

There was a tremor in his tone and a tenderness of expression
in his face that Rotha had never before seen there.

¢Bear it as I have done?’ she repeated. *There is nothing
you could not bear.’ And her radiant face was lit up in that
white moonlight with a perfect sunshine of beauty.

¢I don’t know, Rotha, my girl,” he answered falteringly; ‘I
don’t know—yet.” The last words were spoken with his head
dropped on to his breast.

Rotha stepped in front of him, and, putting her hand on his
shoulder, stopped him and looked searchingly in his face.

¢What is this sadness, Ralph? Is there something you have
not told me—something behind, which, when it comes, will take.
the joy out of this glad news you give me?’ :

¢TI could not be so cruel as that, Rotha—do you think I
could?’ '

A smile was playing upon his features as he smoothed her
hair over her forehead and drew forward the loose hood that bad
fallen from it.

¢ And there is nothing to come after—nothing ?’

¢ Nothing that need mar your happiness, my girl, or disturb
your love. You love your father, do you not?’ i

¢ Better than all the world!’ Rotha answered impulsively,
¢ Poor father !’

¢Better than all the world,’ echoed Ralph vacantly, and
with something like a sigh. Her impetuous words seemed
to touch him deeply, and he repeated them once more, but they
died away on his lips. ‘Better than all the ?  Then they
walked on. i

They had almost reached the belt of trees that overhung the
road.

¢ Ralph,’ said Rotha, pausing, ¢ may I—kiss you?’

He stooped and kissed her on the forechead. Then the weight
about his heart seemed heavier than before. By that kiss he felt
that between him and the girl at his side there was a chasm that
might never be bridged. Had he loved her? He hardly knew;
he had never put it to himself so. Did she not love him? He
could not doubt it. And her kiss! yes, it was the kiss of love;
but what love? The frank, upturned face answered him but too
well.

They were within the shadow of the irees now, and could see
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the lights at Shoulthwaite. In two minutes more their journey
would be done.

¢ Take my hand, Rotha; you might slip on the frosty road
in darkness like this.’

The words were scarcely spoken, when Rotha gave a little
cry and stumbled. In aninstant Ralph’s arm was about her, and
she had regained her feet.

¢ What is that?’ she said, trembling with fear, and turning
backwards. ’

¢ A drift of frozen sleet, no doubt,” Ralph said, kicking with
his foot at the spot where Rotha slipped.

¢No, no, she answered, trembling now with some horrible
apprehension. )

Ralph had stepped back, and was leaning over something that
lay across the road. The dog was snuffling at it.

¢ What is it ? * said Rotha nervously. _

He did not answer. He was on his knees beside it: his
hands were on it. 'There was a moment of agonising suspense.

¢ What is it ? * Rotha repeated. .

Still there came no reply. Ralph had risen, but he knelt
again. His breath was coming fast. Rotha thought she could
hear the beating of his heart.

¢ 0, but I must know,’ cried the girl. And she stepped back-
ward as though to touch for herself the thing that lay there.

¢ Nothing,’ said Ralph, rising and taking her firmly by the
hand that she had outstretched. ¢ Nothing—a sack of corn has
fallen from the waggon, nothing more.’ He spoke in a hoarse
whisper.

He drew her forward a few paces, but she stopped. The
dog was standing where Ralph had knelt, and was howling
wofully.

¢Laddie, come here,’ Ralph said ; ¢ Rotha, come away.’

¢T could bear the truth, Ralph—I think I could,’ she
answered.

He put his arm about her, and drew her along without a
word. She felt his powerful fram: quiver and -his strong voice
die within him. She guessed the truth. She knew this man as
few had known him—as none other could know him.

¢Go back, Ralph,’ she said; ¢TIl hurry on.’ And still the
dog howled behind them,

Ralph seemed not to hear her, but continued to walk by her .

gide. Her heart sank, ana she looked piteously into his face.

And now the noise reached them of hurrying footsteps im -
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front. People were coming towards them from the house.
Lanterns were approaching them. In another moment they
were in the court. All was astir, The whole household seemed
gathered there, and in the middle of the yard stood the mare
Betsy, saddled but riderless—her empty wool-creels strapped to
her sides.

‘ Thank Heaven, here is Ralph,’ said Willy. He was standing
bare-headed, with the bridle in his hand.,

‘Bless thee!’ cried Mrs. Ray as her son came up to her.
* Here is the mare back home, my lad, but where is thy father 2’

‘The roads are bad to-night, mother,’ Ralph said, with a
violent effort to control the emotion that was surging up to his
throat.

¢God help us, Ralph; you can’t mean that!’ said Willy,
catching his brother’s drift,

‘Give me the lantern, boy,” said Ralph to a young cowherd
that stood near. ¢ Rotha, my lass, take mother into the house.’
Then he stepped up to where his mother stood petrified with
dismay, and kissed her tenderly. He had rarely done so before.
The good dame understood him and wept. Rotha put her arms
about the mother’s neck and kissed her too, and helped her in.

Willy was unmanned. ¢ You don’t mean that you know that
father: ? :

He could say no more. Ralph had raised the lantern to the
level of the mare’s creels to remove the strap that bound them,
and the light had fallen on his face.

‘ Ralph, is he hurt—~much hurt ?’

‘He is—dead !’

Willy fell back as one that had been dealt a blow.

*God help me! O God, help me !’ he cried.

‘Give me the reins,’ said Ralph, ‘and be here when I come
back. I can’t be long. Keep the door of the kitchen shube
mother is there. Go into his room, and see that all is ready.’

¢No, no, I can’t do that.’ Willy was shuddering visibly.

¢ Remain here, at least, and give no warning when I return.’

¢ Take'me with you, Ralph; I can’t stay here alone.’

¢ Take the lantern, then,” said Ralph.

And the brothers walked, with the mare between them, to
where the path was, under the shadow of the trees. What
shadow had fallen that night on their life's path which Time
might never raise? Again and again the horse slipped its foos
on the frozen road. Again and again Willy would have stopped
and turned back; but he went on—he dared not to leave his

4
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prother’s side. 'The dog howled in front of them. They reached
the spot at last.

Angus Ray lay there, his face downwards. The mighty
frame was still and cold and stiff .as the ice beneath it. The
strong man had fallen from the saddle on to his head, and, dislo-
cating his neck, had met with instant death. Close at hand were
the marks of the horse’s sliding hoofs. She had cast one of her
ghoes in the fall, and there it lay., Her knees, too, were still

bleeding.

- ¢ Give me the lantern, Willy,’ said Ralph, going down on his
knees to feel the heart. He had laid his hand on it before, and
knew too well it did not beat. But he opened the cloak and tried
once more. Willy was walking to and fro across the road, not
daring to look down. And in the desolation of that moment the
great heart of his brother failed him too, and he dropped his
head over the cold breast beside which he knelt, and from eyes
unused to-weep the tears fell hot upon it.

‘Take the lantern again, Willy, Ralph said, getting up.
Then he lifted the body on to the back of the mare that stood
- quietly by their side.

As he did so a paper slipped away from the breast of the
dead man. Willy picked it up, and seeing ‘ Ralph Ray’ written
on the back of it, he handed it to his brother, who thrust it into
a pocket unread.

Then the two walked back, their dread burden between them,

CHAPTER VL

THE HOUSE ON THE MOSS.

WaeN the dawn of another day rose over Shoulthwaite a great
gilence had fallen on the old house on the moss. 'The man who
had made it what it was—the man who had been its vital spirit
—slept his last deep sleep in the bedroom known as the kitchen
loft. = Throughout forty years his had been the voice first heard
in that mountain home when the earliest gleams of morning
struggled through the deep recesses of the low mullioned windows.
Perhaps on the day following market day he sometimes lay an
hour longer ; bus his stern rule of life spared none, and himself
least-of all. If at sixty his powerful limbs were less supple than
of old, if his Jove-like head with its flowing beard had become
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tipped with the hoar frost, he had relaxed nothing of his rigid
gelf-government on that account. When the clock in the kitchen
had struck ten at night, Angus bad risen up, whatever his occu-
pation, whatever his company, and retired to rest. And the day
had hardly dawned when he was astir in the morning, rousing
first the men and next the women of his household. - Every one
had waited for his call. There had been no sound more familiar
than that of his firm footstep, followed by the occasional ereak of
the old timbers, breaking the early stillness, That footstep would
be heard no more,

Dame Ray sat in a chair before the kitchen fire. She had sat
there the whole night through, moaning sometimes, but speaking
hardly at all.  Sleep had not come near her, yet she scarcely
seemed to be awake. Last night’s shock had more than half
shattered her senses, but it had flashed upon her mind a vision.
of her whole life.  Only half conscious of what was going on
about her, she saw vividly as in a glass the incidents of those by-
gone years, that had lain so long unremembered. The little
cottage under Castenand ; her old father playing his fiddle in the
quiet of a summer evening ; herself, a fresh young maiden, busied
about him with a hundred tender cares; then a great sorrow and
a dead waste of silence—all this appeared to belong to some
earlier existence. And then the sun had seemed to rise on a
fuller life that came later. A holy change had come over her,
and to her transfigured feeling the world looked different. But
that bright sun had set now, and all around was gloom. Slowly
she swayed herself to and fro hour after hour in her chair, as one
by one these memories came back to her—came, and went, and
came again.

On Rotha the care of the household had fallen. The young
girl had sat long by the old dame overnight, holding her hand
and speaking softly to her between the outbursts of her own grief.
She had whispered something about brave sons who would yet be
her great stay, and then the comforter herself had needed comfort
and her voice of solace had been stilled. When the daylight came
in at the covered windows Rotha rose up unrefreshed ; but with a
resolute heart she set herself to the duties that had dropped so
unexpectedly upon her. She put the spinning-wheel into the
neuk window-stand and the woo-wheel against the wall. They
would not be wanted now. She cleared the sconce and took down
the flitches that hung from the rannel-tree to dry. Then she
cooked the early breakfast of oatmeal porridge, and took the milk
that the boy brought from the cowshed and put it into the dishes
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that she had placed on the long oak table which stretched across
the kitchen.

Willy Ray had been coming and going most of the night from
the kitchen to his own room—a little carpeted closet of a bedroom
that went out from the first landing on the stairs, and looked up
to the ghyll at the back. The wee place was more than his
sleeping room; he had his books there, but he had neither slept
nor read that night. He wandered about aimlessly, with the eyes
of one walking in his sleep, breaking out sometimes into a little
hysterical scream, followed by a ghudder, and then a sudden
disappearance. Death had come to him for the first time, and in
a fearful guise. Its visible presence appalled him. He was as
fecble as a child now. He was ready to lean on the first strong
human arm that offered, and though Rotha understood but
vaguely the troubles that beset hismind, her quick instinet found
a sure way to those that lay heavy at his heart. She comforted
him with what good words she could summon, and he came again
and again to her with his odd fancies and his recollections of the
poor feeble philosophy which he had gleaned from books. The
Jook in the eyes of this simple girl and the touch of her hand
made death less fearsome than anything besides. ~ Willy seemed
to lean on Rotha, and she on her part appeared to grow stronger
as she felt this.

Ralph had gone to bed much as usual the night before—after
he had borne upstairs what lay there. - He was not seen again
until morning, and when he came down and stood for a moment
over his mother’s chair as she sat gazing steadfastly into the fire,
Rotha was stooping over the pan, with the porridge thivle in her
hand. She looked up into his face, while his hand rested with a
speechless sympathy on his mother’s arm, and she thought that,
mingled with a softened sorrow, there was something like hope
there. 'The sadness of last night was neither in his face nor in
his voice.  He was even quieter than usual, but he appeared to
have grown older in the few hours that had intervened. Never-
theless, he went through his ordinary morning’s work about the
homestead with the air of one whose mind was with him in what
he did. After breakfast he took his staff out of the corner and
set out for the hills, his dog beside him.

During the day, Rotha, with such neighbourly help as it was
the custom to tender, did all the little offices incident to the
situation. She went in and out of the chamber of the dead, not
without awe, but without fear. She had only once before looked
on death, or, if she had seen it twice before this day, her first
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eight of it was long ago, in that old time of which memory
scarcely held a record, when she was carried in her father’s arms
into a darkened room like this and held for a moment over the
white face that she knew to be the face of her mother. But,
unused as she had been to scenes made solemn by death, she
appeared to know her part in this one.

Intelligence of the disaster that had fallen on the houschold aé
Shoulthwaite Moss was not long in circulating through Wythburn.
One after another, the shepherds and their wives called in, and
were taken to the silent room upstairs. Some offered such rude
comfort as their sympathetic hearts but not too fecund intellects
could devise, and as often as mot it was sorry comfort enough.
Some stood all but speechless, only gasping out at intervals,
‘Deary me.” Others, again, seemed afflicted with what old

Matthew Branthwaite called ¢ doddering’ and a fit of the ¢ gapes.’ -

It was towards nightfall when Matthew himself came to

‘Shoulthwaite. ‘I'm the dame’s auldest neighbour,’ he had said

at the Red Lion that afternoon, when the event of the night
previous had been discussed. It's nobbut reet 'at I should gang
alang to her this awesome day. She’ll be glad of the neighbour-
hood of an auld friend’s crack” They were at their evening
meal of sweet broth when Matthew’s knock came to the door,
followed, without much interval, by his somewhat gaunt figure
on the threshold.

¢ Come your ways in,’ said Mrs. Ray. ¢And how fend you,
Mattha 7°

¢For mysel’, I’s gaily. Are ye middlin’ weel?’ the old man
said.

‘I'm a lang way better, but I'm going yon way too. It’s far

away the bainer way for me now.” And Mrs. Ray put her apron.

to her eyes. v
¢Ye'll na boune yit, Mary,” said Matthew. ‘Ye’ll na boune
yon way for mony a lang year yit. So dunnet ye beurt, Mary.’

Mattha’s blubbering tones somewhat discredited his stoical
advice.

Rotha had taken down a cup, and put the old man to sit
between herself and Willy, facing Mrs, Ray.

‘I met Ralph in the morning part,’ said Matthew ; “he telt
me all the ins and outs aboot it. I reckon he were going to the
kirk garth aboot the berryin’.’

Mrs. Ray raised her apron to her eyes again. Willy got up
and left the room. He at least was tortured by this kind of
camfort,

e —
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‘He's of the bettermer sort, ke is,’ said Matthew with a
motion of his head towards the door at which Willy had gone
out, ¢He taks it bad, does Willy. "Ralph was chapfallen a laal
bit, but not ower much. -Deary me, but ye've gat all sorts of
sons though you’ve nobbub two. Weel, weel, he added, as
though reconciling himself to Willy’s tenderness and Ralph’s
hardness of heart, ¢if there were na fells there wad be na dales.’

Matthew had turned over his cup to denote that his meal was
finished. The dame rose -and resumed her seat by the fire.
During the day she had been more cheerful, but with the return
of the night she grew again silent, and rocked herself in her
chair.

¢ It’s just tedge o’ dark, lass, said Matthew to Rotha while
filling his pipe. ¢ Wilt.thco fetch the cannels?’

The candles Were brought, and the old man lit his pipe from
one of them and sat down with Mrs, Ray before the fire.

¢ Dug’ta mind when Angus cooms first to these parts?’ he said.
¢ I do reet weel. I can a’but fancy Isee him now at the manor'al
court at Deer Garth Bottom, What a man he was, to be sure !
Ralph’s nobbut a bit boy to what his father was then. Folks say
father and son are as like as peas, but nowt of the sort. Ye
could nivver hev matched Angus in yon days for limb and wind.
Na, nor sin’ nowther. And there was yan o the lasses frae
Castenand had set een on Angus, but she nivver let wit. As

bonny a lass as there was in the country side, she was. They

say beauty withoot bounty’s but bauch, but she was good &’ roond.
She was greetly thought on. Dus'ta mind I was amang the lads
that went ahint her—I was, mysel.  But she wad hev nowt wi’
me; she trysted wid Angus; so I went back home and broke the
click reel of my new loom straight away, And its parlish odd
I've not lived marraless iver sin’.’

This reminiscence of his early and all but only love adventure
seemed to touch a sensitive place in the old man’snature, and he
pulled for a time more vigorously at his pipe.

Mrs. Ray still sat gazing into the fire, hardly heeding the old
weaver's garrulity, and letting him chatter on as he pleased.
Occasionally she would look anxiously over her shoulder to ask
Rotha if Ralph had got back, and on receiving answer that he
had not yet been seen she would resume her position, and, with
an absent look in her eyes, gaze back into the fire. 'When a dog’s
bark would be heard in the distance above the sound of the wind,
she would break into consciousness afresh, and bid Rotha prepare
the supper. But still Ralph did not come. Where could he be?

-
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It was growing late when-Matthew got up to go. He had
tried his best to comfort his old neighbour in her sorrow. He
had used up all his saws and proverbs that were in the re-
motest degree appropriate to the occasion, and he had thrown in
a few that were not remarkable for appositeness. or compatibility.
All alike had passed by unheeded. The dame had taken the good
will for. the good deed, and had not looked the gift-horses too

. closely in the mouth.

¢ Good-night, Mattha Branthet,” she said, in answer to his

| good-bye; *good-night, and God bless thee.’

Matthew had opened the door, and was looking out preparatory
{0 his final leave-taking.

¢ The sky’s over- ~kessen to-neet,” he said. ¢ There’s na moon
yit, and t'wind’s high as iver. Good- neet, Mary; it's like ye'll
be a’ thrang eneuf to-morrow wi’ the foast for the berryin’, and
it’s like eneuf ma mistréss and laal Liza will be ower at the

windin'.!
The dame sighed audibly.

¢ And keep up a blithe heart, Mary Remember, he that has

gude crops may thole some thistles.

When the door had closed behind the weaver, Willy came
back to the kitchen from his little room.

‘Ralph not home yet?” he said, addressing Rotha.

¢ Not yet,” the girl answered, trying vainly to conceal some
uneasiness.

¢I wounder what Robbie Anderson wanted with him ? He was
here twice, you know, in the morning. And the schoolmaster—
what could ‘ntle Monsey have to say that he looked so eager? It
is not his way.’

‘Be sure it was nothing out of the common, said Rotha.
¢ What happened last night makes us all so nervous.’

‘True; but there was a strange look about both of them— at
least I thought so, though I didn’t heed it then. They say mis-
fortunes never come singly. I wish Ralph were home.’

Mrs. Kay had risen from her seat at the fire, and was placing
one of the candles upon a small table that stood before the neuk
window,

With her back to the old dame, Rotha put her finger on her
lip as a motion to Wllly to say no more.
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CHAPTER VIIL
SIM'S CAVE.

WHEN Ralph retired to his own room on the night of his father’s
death there lay a heavier burden at his heart than even that dread
occurrence could lodge there. To such a man as he was, death
itself was not so terrible but that many passions could conguer
the fear of it. Asfor his father, he had not tasted death ; he had
not seen it ; his death was but a word; and the grave was not
deep. No, the grave wasnot deep.  Ah, what sting lay in that
thought |—what fresh sting lay there !

Ralph called up again the expression on the face of Simeon
Stagg as he asked him in the inn that night (how long ago it
seemed !) to give the name of the man who had murdered Wilson,
¢ It's your duty in the sight of Heaven,’ he had said; ‘would you
tarnish the child’s name with the guilt laid on the father’s?’
Then there had come into Sim’s eyes something that gave a mean-
ing to his earlier words—¢ Ralph, you don’t know what you ask.’
Ah, did he not know now but too well?  Ralph walked across
the room with a sense as of a great burden of guilt weighing him
down. The grave was not deep—O, would it weére, would it
were! Would that the grave were the end of all!  But no, it
was as the old book said : when one dies, those who survive ask
what he has left behind; the angel who bends above him asks
what he has sent before.. And the father who had borne him in
his arms—whom he had borne—what had he sent before?

Ralph tramped heavily to and fro. His dog slept on the ma
outside his door, and, unused to such continued sounds within,
began to scrape and growl. .

After all, there was no certain evidence yet. To-morrow
morning he would go up the fell and see Sim alone. He must
know the truth. TIf it concerned him as closely as he divined,
- the occasion to conceal it was surely gone by with this night’s
event. Then Robbie Anderson—what did ‘he mean? Ralph
recalled some dim memory of the young dalesman asking about
his father. Robbie was kind to Sim, too, when the others
shunned him. What did it all mean?

With a heavy heart Ralph began to undress. He had un-
belted himself and thrown off his jerkin, when he thought of the
paper that had fallen from his father’s open breast as he lifted him
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on to the mare. What wasit? Yes, there it was in his pocket,
and with a feverish anxiety Ralph opened it.

Had he clung to any hope that the black cloud that appeared
to be hanging over kim would not, after all, envelop him?
Alas ! that last vestige of hope must leave him. The paper was
. warrant for his own arrest ona charge of treason. It had been
jssued at the court of the high constable at Carlisle, and set forth
that Ralph Ray had conspired to subvert the government of his
sovereign while a captain in the trained bands of the rebel army
of the ‘late usurper.” It was signed and countersigned, and was
marked for the service of James Wilson, King's agent. It was
dated too ; yes, two days before Wilson's death.

All was over now; this was the beginning of the end; the
shadow had fallen, By that paradox of nature which makes
disaster itself less hard to bear than the apprehension of disaster,
Ralph felt relieved when he knew the worst. There was much
of the mystery still unexplained, but the morrow would reveal
it; and Ralph lay down to sleep, and rose at daybreak, not with
a lighter, but with an easier heart.

When he took up his shepherd’s staff that morning, he turned
towards Fornside Fell. Rising out of the Vale of Wanthwaite,
the fell half faced the purple heights of Blencathra. It was
brant from side to side, and as rugged as steep. Ralph did not
ascend the screes, but went up by Castle Rock, and walked
northwards among the huge boulders. The frost lay on the Ioose
fragments of rock, and made a firm but perilous causeway. The
sun was shining feebly and glinting over the frost. It had
sparkled among the icicles that hung in Styx Ghyll as he passed,
and the ravine had been hard to cross. The hardy black sheep
of the mountains bleated in the cold from unseen places, and
sthe wind carried their call away until it died off infto a moan.

‘When Ralph got well within the shadow cast on to the fell

~from the protruding head of the Castle Rock, he paused and
:Jooked about him. Yes, he was somewhat too high. He began
o descend. The rock’s head sheltered him from the wind now,
.and in the silence he could hear the thud of a pick or hammer,
.and then the indistinet murmur of a man’s voice singing. It was
:8im’s voice ; and here was Sim’s cave. Itwasa cleft in the side
.of the mouritain, high enough and broad enough for aman to pass
in, Great boulders stood above and about it.

The sun could never shine into it. A huge rock stood alone
.and apparently unsupported near its mouth, as though @ons long
gone by an iceberg had perched it there, The dog would have

= i e .
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“bounded in upon Sim where he sat and sang at his work, but
Ralph checked him with a look. Tnexpressibly eerie sounded
the half-buried voice of the singer in that solitary place. The
weird ditty suited well with both. '
She lean’d her head against a thorn,
The sun skines fair on Carlisle wa’ ;

And there she has her young babe born,
And the lyon shall be lord of o,

She's howket a grave by the light o’ the moon,
The sun shines fair on Carlisle wa’ ;

And there she’s buried her sweet babe in,
And the lyon shall be lord of a’.

The singer stopped, as though conscious of the presence of a
listener, and looking up from where he sat on a round block of
timber, cutting up a similar block into firewood, he saw Ralph
Ray leaning on his staff near the cave’s mouth. Ie had already
heéard of the sorrow that had fallen on the household at Shoul-
thwaite. With an unspeakable look of sympathy in his wild
timid eyes, as though some impulse of affection urged him to
throw his arms about Ralph and embrace him, while some sense
of shame impelled him to kneel at his feet, Sim approached him,
and appeared to make an effort to speak. But he could say
nothing. Ralph understood his silence, and was grateful for it.
They went into the cave, and sat down in the dusk.
¢You can tell' me all about it, now,” Ralph said, without
preamble of any sort, for each knew well what lay closest at the
other's heart. ¢ He is gone now, and we are here together, with
none but ourselves to hear.”
¢ I knew you must know it one day,” Sim said, ‘but I tried
hard to hide it from you—I did, believe me, I tried hard—TI tried,
but it was not to be) )
‘Tt is best so,” Ralph answered; ‘you must not bear the
. burden of guilt that is not your own. _
‘I'm no better than guilty myself, said Sim. ‘I don’t
-reckon myself innocent; not L. No, I don't reckon myself
innocent.’
¢I think I understand you, Sim ; but you were not guilty of
the deed ?’
¢No, but I might have been—1I might but for an accident—
the accident of 2 moment; but I've thought sometimes that the
crime is not in the deed, but the intention. No, Ralph, I am the

guilty man, after all : your father had never thought of the crime,

. not he; but I had brooded over it
B2

g
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¢ Did you go out that night intending to do it ?’ Ralph said.

¢ Yes——at least I think I did, but I don’t feel sure ; my mind
was in a broil ; I hardly knew what I meant to do. If Wilson had
told me as I met him in the road—as I intended to meet him—
that he had come back to do what he had threatened to do so
often—then—yes, then, I must have done it—1I maust.’

¢ What had he threatened ?’ Ralph asked, but there was no
note of inquiry in his voice. ¢ Whom did it concern?’

‘Tt concerned yourself, Ralph,’ said Sim, turning his head
pside. ¢ Butno matter about that,” he added. ¢It’s overnow, it is.”

Ralph drew out of his pocket the paper that had fallen from
his father’s breast.

¢ Ts this what you mean?’ he said, handing it to Sim.

¢Sim carried it to the light to read it. Returning to where
Ralph sat, he cried in a shrill voice—

‘ Then he had come back to do it. O God, why should it be
murder to kill a scoundrel 7’

¢Did you know nothing of this until now ?”’

¢ Nothing. Wilson threatened it, as I say; he told me he’d
hang you on the nearest gibbet, he did—you who'd saved his
life—Jeastways so they say—the barren-hearted monster !’

¢It's ill-luck to serve a bad man, Sim. Well?’

¢ Tnever quite thought he’d doit ; no, I never did quite think
it. Why is it not a good deed to kill a bad man ?’

¢ How did it happen, Sim ?’ said Ralph.

¢ hardly know—that’s the truth. You mind well enough it
was the day that Abraham Coward, my landlord, called for his
rent. Tt was the day the poor woman and her two wee barns
took shelter with me. You looked in on me that night, you
remember. Well, when you left me—do you recollect how 2’

¢ Yes, Sim.

¢My heart was fair maizelt before, but that—that—kiss
infected my brain. I must have been mad, Ralph, that's the
fact, when I thought of what the man meant to do to the only
friend I bad left in the world—my own friend and my poor little
girls. T went out into the lanes and wandered about. I was
very dark. Suddenly the awful thought came back upon me, it
did. T was standing at the cross-ways, where the road goes off to
Gaskarth. I knew Wilson must come by that road. Something
commanded me to walk on. I had been halting, but nowa dread-
fil force compelled me to go—ay, compelled me. I don’t know
what it was, but it scemed as if I'd no power against if, none. It
stifled all my scruples, all of them, and I ran—yes, Tan. But I
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was weak, and had to stop for breath, My heart was beating
loud, and I pressed my hand hard upon it as I leaned against the
wall of the old bridge yonder. It went thump, thump. Then
I could hear him coming. I knew his step. He was not far off,
but I couldn’t stir ; no, not stir. My breath seemed all to leave
me when I moved. He was coming cloger, he was, and in the
distance beyont him I could hear the clatter of a horse’s feet on
the road. The man on the horse was far off, but he galloped, he
galloped. It must be done now, I thought; now, or not at all. T
—1I picked up a stone that lay near, I did, and tried to go forward,
but fell back, back. I was powerless: That weakness was agony,
it was. Wilson had not reached the spot where I stood when
the man on the horse had overtaken him. I heard him speak as
the man rode past. Then I saw it was your father; and that he
turned back. There were high words on his side, and I could
hear Wilson’s bitter laugh—-you recollect that laugh ?’

¢ Yes, yes; well?’

¢ In a moment Angus had jumped from the horse’s back—and
then I heard a thud—and that’s all.’ )

¢ Is that all you know ?° :

¢ Not all-—no, not all, neither. Your father had got up into
the saddle in an instant, and I laboured oust into the middle of
the road. Hesaw me and stopped. “ Ye've carned nowt of late,”

he said; “tak this, my man, and gae off and pay your rent.” |

Then he put some money into my hand from his purse and
galloped on. I thought he’d killed Wilson, and I crept along to
look at the dead man., I couldn’t find him at first, and groped
about in the darkness till my hand touched his face. Then I
thought he was alive, I did. The touch flayt me, and I fled
away—I don’t know how. Ralph, I saw the mark of my hand
on his face when they drew me up to it next day in the bed-
room of the inn. That night I paid my rent with your father’s
money, and then I went home. :

¢ It was my father’s money, then—not Wilson’s ? > said Ralph,

¢It was as I say,” Sim answered, as though hurt by the im-
plication.

Ralph put his hand on 8im’s shoulder. Self-condemned, this
poor man’s conscience was already a whirlpool that drew every-
thing to itself.

‘ Tell me, Sim—that is, if you can—tell me how you ¢ame to
suspect Wilson of these dealings.’

As he said this Ralph tapped with his fingers the warrant
which Sim had returned to him,
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¢ By finding that James Wilson was not his name.’

¢So you found that, did you ;—how?’

¢ It was Mother Garth’s doings, not mine,” said Sim.

¢ What did she tell you?’

¢Nothing ; that is, nothing about Wilson going by a false
name. Noj; I found that out for myself, though it was all
through her that I found it.’ ' :

“You knew it all that bad night in Martinmas, did you
not?’

¢ That's true enough, Ralph. The old woman, she came one
night and broke open Wilson's trunk, and carried off some papers
—leastways one paper.’

¢ You don’t know what it was?”’

¢No. It was in one of Wilson’s bouts away at—at Gaskarth, so
he said. Rotha was at the Moss; she hadn’t come home for the
night. T had worked till the darknin’, and my eyes were heavy,
they were, and then I had gone into the lanes. The night came
on fast, and when I turned back I heard men singing and laughing
as they came along towards me.’

¢ Some topers from the Red Lion, that was all 7’

¢Yes, that was all. I jumped the dyke and crossed the fields
instead of taking the road. As I came by Fornside I saw that
there was a light in the little room looking to the back. It was
Wilson’s room ; he would have no other. I thought he had got
back, and I crept up—I don't know why—I crept up to the
window and looked in. It was not Wilson who was there. It
was Mrs. Garth. She had the old man’s trunk open, and was
rummaging among some papers at the bottom of it

¢Did you go in to her?’
, ¢T was afeart of the woman, Ralph; butIdid go in, dotherin’
i and stammerin’.!

¢ What did she say ?’

¢ She was looking close at a paper as I came upon her. ~ She
started a little, but when she saw who it was she bashed down
the lid of the trunk and brushed past me, with the paper in her
hand. ¢ You can tell him, if you like, that T have been here.”
That was all she said, and before I had turned about she had
gone, she had. "What was that paper, Ralph; do you know 2’

¢ Perhaps time will tell, perhaps not.’
. ?" There was something afoot atween those two—what was
it

¢ Can't you guess ? You discovered his name.’

¢ Wilson Garth, that was it. That was the name I found on
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his papers, . Yes, I opened the trunk and looked at them when
the woman had gone; yes, I did that.’

‘You remember how she came to these parts? That

vévas before my time of remembrance, but not before yours,
im.

¢I think they said she'd wedded a waistrel on the borders.”

¢Did they ever say the man was dead?’

¢ No, I can’t mind that they ever did. T can’t mind it. He
had beaten her and soured her into the witch that she is now, and
then she had run away frae him with her little one, Joe that now
is, That was what they said, as I mind it

‘Two and two are easily put together, Sim. Wilson Garth,
not James Wilson, was the man’s name.’

¢ And he was Mrs. Garth’s husband and the father of Joe?”’

¢The same, I think.’

Sim seemed to stagger under the shock of a dlscovery that
had been slow to dawn upon him.

‘How did it come, Ralph, that you brought him here when
you came home from the wars? Everythmg seems, Someways,
to hang on that.

¢ Everything ; perhaps even this last disaster of all” Ralph
passed his fingers through his hair, and then his palm across his
brow. Sim observed a change in his friend’s manner.

‘It was wrong of me to say that, it was,” he said. ‘I don't
know that it’s true, either. But tell me how it came about.’

¢It's a short story, old friend, and easily told, though it has
never been told till now. I had done the man some service at
Carlisle. ’

¢ Saved his life, so they say.’

¢It was a good turn, truly, but I had done it—at least, the
first part of it—unawares. But that’s not a short story.’

¢ Tell me, Ralph.’

¢It's dead and done with, like the man himself. What
remains is not dead, and cannot soon be done with. Some of us
raust meet it face o face even yet. Wilson—that was his name
in those days—was a Royalist when I encountered him. What
he had been before, God knows. At a moment of peril he tock
his life at the hands of a Roundhead. He had been guilty of
treachery to the Royalists, and he was afraid to return to his
friends. I understood his position and sheltered him. When
Carlisle fell to us he clung closer to me, and when the campaign
was over he prayed to be permitted to follow me to these parts.
I yielded to him reluctantly. I distrusted him, but I took his
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anxiety to be with me for gratitude, as he said it was. It was
not that, Sim.’

¢ Was it fear? Was he afeart of being hanged by friends or
foes? Hadn't he been a taistrel to both ?’

¢ Partly fear, but partly greed and partly revenge. - He was
bardly a week at Shoulthwaite before I guessed his secret—I
couldn’t be blind to that. When he married his young wife on
the Borders, folks didn’t use to call her a witch. She had a
little fortune coming to her one day, and when she fled the
prospect of it was lost to her husband. Wilson was in no hurry
to recover her while she was poor—a vagrant woman with his
child at her breast. The sense of his rights as a husband became

“keener a little later. Do you remember the time when young
Joe Garth set.himself up in the smithy yonder?’

‘I do, said Sim;- ‘it was the time of the war. The neigh-
bours told of some maiden aunt, an old crone like herself, who
had left Joe’s mother aboon a hundred pound.’ ‘

‘Wilson knew that much better than our neighbours. He
knew, too, where his wife had hidden herself as she thought,
though it had served his turn to seem ignorant of it until then,
Sim, he used me to get to Wythburn.’

‘Teush !’

*Once here, it was not long before he had made his wife
aware of his coming. I had kept an eye on him, and I knew
his movements. I saw that he meant to ruin the Garths,

mother and son—to strip them and leave them destitute. I

determined that he should not do it. I felt that mine was the
blame that he was here to molest them. ¢ Tamper with them,”
I said, “show once more by word or look that you know any-
thing of them, and I'll hand you over as a traitor to the nearest
sheriff.”’

* Why didn’t you do it anyhow, why didn’t you ?’ said Sim
eagerly.

‘ That would have been unwise. He now hated me for de-
feating his designs.’

‘You had saved his life.’

‘He hated me none the less for that. There was only one way
now to serve either the Garths or myself, and that was to keep
the man in hand. I neither sent him away nor let him go.’

‘You were more than a match for him to the last,’ said Sim,
‘and you saved me and my lass from him too. But what about,
Joe Garth and his old mother ? They don’t look over thankful
to you, they don’t.’ .

|
l
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¢They think that I brought Wilson back to torment them.
No words of mine would upset the notion. T'm sorry for that,
yut I leave such mistakes for time to set right. And when the
truth comes in such a case it comes to some purpose.’
¢ Aye, when it comes—when it comes.’
Sim epoke in an undertone, and as though to himself.
¢It’s Jong in the coming sometimes, it is.’
¢ Tt seems long, truly.’ The dalesman had caught Sim’s drift,
and with his old trick of manner, nore expressive than his
words, he had put his hand on Sim’s arm.
¢ And now there is but one chance that has made it quite
worth the while that we should have talked frankly on the
subject, you and I, and that is the chance that others may come
to do what Wilson tried to do. The authorities who issued this
warrant will hardly forget that they issued it. There was a
stranger here the day after the inquest. I think I know what he
was.'
Sim shuddered perceptibly. v
‘He went away then, but we'll see him once more, depend
upon it.’ .
¢Is it true, as Wilson said, that Oliver's men are like to be
taken ?’ :
¢ There’s a spy in every village, so they say, and blank
warrants, duly signed, in every sheriff’s court, ready to be filled
in with any name that malice may suggest. These men mean
that Puritanism shall be rooted out-of England. We cannot be
too well prepared.’
¢I wish I could save you, Ralph; leastways, I wish it were
myself instead, I do.
¢ You thought to save me, old friend, when you went out to meet
Wilson that night three months ago. My father, too, he thought
to save me wher he did what he did. You were both rash,
both wreng. You could not have helped me at all in-that way.
Poor father! How little he has helped me, Heaven knows—
Heaven alone knows—yet.
Ralph drew his hand across his eyes.

I e e e
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CHAPTER VIIL,

ROBBIES REDEMPTION

Sry accompanied Ralph half way down the hill when he rose to
go. Robbie Anderson could be seen hastening towards them.
is mission must be with Ralph, so Sim went back.

‘T've been to Shoulthwaite to look for you,” said Robbie.
¢ They told me you'd taken the hills for it, so I followed on.’

«You look troubled, my lad,” said Ralph; ‘has anything
happened to you?’

¢No, Ralph, but something may happen to you if you don’t
heed me what I say.’

¢ Nothing that will trouble me much, Robbie—nothing of that
kind can happen now.’

¢Yon gommarel of a Joe Garth, the blacksmith, has never
forgotten the thrashing you gave him years ago for killing your
dog—Laddie’s mother that was.’

¢No, he'll never forgive me; but what of that? T've not
looked for his forgiveness,’

¢ But, I'm "afeared, Ralph, he means to pay you back more
than four to the quarter. Do you know he has spies lodging
with him ? They’ve come down here to take you off. ~Joe has
been at the Red Lion this morning—drunk, early as it is. Ie
blurted it out about the spies, so I ran off to find you.’

¢TIt isn’t Joe that has done the mischief, my lad, though the
spies, or whatever they are, may pay him to play under-spy
while it serves their turn.’

¢Joe or not Joe, they mean to take you the first chance.
Folks say everything has got upside down with the laws and the
country now that the great man himself is dead. Hadn’t you
best get off somewhere?”

¢It was good of you, Robbie, to warn me; but I can’t leave
home yet—my father must be buried, you know.’

¢ Ah 17 said Robbie in an altered tone, ¢ poor Angus!’

Ralph looked closely at his companion, and thought of
Robbie’s question last night in the inn.

¢Tell me, he said, glancing searchingly into Robbie’s eyes,
¢ did you know anything about old Wilson’s death?’

The young dalesman seemed abashed, He dropped his head,
and appeared unable to look up. :
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Tell me, Robbie—I know much already.’

¢1 took the money, said the young man; ¢1 took it, but I
threw it into the beck the minute after.’

¢How was it, lad? Let me know.’

Robbie was still standing, with his head down, pawing the
ground as he said: .

¢T’d been drinking hard—you know that. I was drunk yon
night, and I badn’t a penny in my pouch. On my way home
from the inn I lay down in the dyke and fell asleep. 1 was
awakened by the voices of two men quarrelling. You know
who they were. Old Wilson was waving a paper over his head
and laughing and sneering. Then the other snatched it away.
At that Wilson swore a dreadful oath, and flung himself on—
the other. 1t was all over in a moment. He'd given the little
waistrel the cross-buttock, and felled bim on his head. Isaw
the other ride off, and I saw Simeon Stagg. When all was still,
I crept out and took Wilson’s money—yes, I took it; bus I flung
it into the next beck. For the moment, when I touched him I
thought he was alive. I've not been drinking bard since then,
Ralph; no, nor never will again.’

¢ By, you'll do better than that, Robbie.”

Ralph said no more. There was a long silence between the
two men, until Robbie, unable to support it any longer, broke in
again with ¢ I took it, but 1 flung it into the next beck.” -

The poor fellow seemed determined to dwell upon the latter
fact as in some measure an extenuation of his offence. - In his
silent hours of remorse he had cherished it as one atoning cir-

cumstance. It had been the first fruits of a sudden resolution of

reform. Sobered by the sense of what part he had played in
crime, the money that had lain in his hand was a witness against
him ; and when he had flung it away he had only the haunting
memory left of what he would have done in effect, but had, in
fact, done only in name. ' )

¢Why did you not say this at thie inquest?’ asked Ralph.
¢ You might have cleared Simeon Stagg. Was it because you
must have accused my father?’ . :

¢1 can’t say it was that. I felt guilty myself. I felt as if
half the crime had been mine.’ »

There was another pause.

¢ Robbie,” Ralph said at length, ¢ would you, if I wished it,
say no more about all this?’

¢ T've said nothing till now, and I need say nothing more.’

¢Sim will be as silent—if 1 ask him. There is my poo¥
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wmother, iny lad; she can’t live long, and why should she be
stricken down? Iler dear old head is bowed low enough
already.’

¢1 promise you, Ralph,’ saild Robbie. He had turned half
sside, and was speaking falteringly. He remembered one whose
head had been bowed lower still——one whose heart had been sick
for his own misdeeds, and now the grass was over her.

¢ Then that is agreed.’

¢ Ralph, there’s something I should have said before, but 1
was afeared to say it. Who would have believed the word of a
drunkard ? That's what T was, God forgive me! Besides, it
would have done no good to say it, that I can see, and most
likely some harm.’

“What was it ?’ »

¢Didn’t they say they found Wilson lying /ﬁ\ﬁ:y yards. below
the river ?’

¢ They did; fifty yards to the south of the bridge.’

¢It was as far to the rorth that I left him. I'm sure of it.
I was sobered by what happened. I could swear it in heaven,
Ralph. It was full fifty yards on the down side of the bridge
from the smithy.’

¢Think again, my lad ; it’s a sexious thing that you say.’

¢ I've thought of it too much. It has tormented me day and
night. There’s no use in trying to persuade myself I must be
wrong. Fifty yards on the down side of the beck from the
smithy—that was the place, Ralph.’

The dalesman looked grave. Then a light crossed his face as
if a wave of hope had passed through him. Sim had said he
was leaning against the bridge. All that Angus could have done
must have been done to the north of it. Was it possible, after
all, that Angus had not killed Wilson by that fall ?

¢ You say that for the moment, when you touched him, you
thought Wilson was not dead?’

¢It’s true I thought so.

Sim bhad thought the same.

¢ Did you see any one else that night ?’

¢No.

¢ Nor hear other footsteps ?’

¢ No, none but my own at last—none.’

It was no clue. Unconsciously Ralph put his hand to his
breast and touched the paper that he had placed there. No,
there was no hope. The shadow that had fallen had fallen for
ever. .
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¢ Perhaps the man recovered enough to walk a hundred
yards, and then fell dead. Perhaps he had struggled to reach
home?’

¢ He would be going the wrong way for that, Ralph.’

{True, true; it's very strange, very, if it is as you say. He
was fifty yards beyond the smithy—north of it?’

tHe was. .

The dalesmen walked on. They had got down into the road,
when the little schoolmaster ran up against them almost before
he had been seen.

¢ Oh, here you are, are you?’ he gasped.

¢ Are they coming?’ said Robbie Anderson, jumping on to
the turf hedge to get a wider view.

¢That they are.’ 'The little man had dropped down on to a
stone, and was mopping his forehead, When he had recovered
his breath, he said :

¢ say, Monsieur the Gladiator, why didn’t you kill when you
were about it? I say, why didn’t you kill 7 and Monsey held
his thumbs down, as he looked in Ralph’s face. "

¢Kill whom?’ said Ralph. He could not help laughing at
the schoolmaster’s ludicrous figure and gesture.

" ¢Why, that Garth—a bad garth—a kirk-garth—a kirk-
warner's garth—a devil’s garth—dJoe Garth ??

¢ can’t see them,” said Robbie, and he jumped down again
into the road.

¢ Oh, but you will, you will; said Monsey ; and stretching
his arm out towards Ralph with a frantic gesture, he cried, ¢ You
fly, iy, fly, fily ! ’ )

¢ Allow me to point out to you, observed Ralph, smiling,
¢that I do not at all fly; mor ghall T know why I should not
remain where I am until you tell me.

¢Then know that your life’s not worth a pin’s fee if you
remain here to be taken. Ob, that Garth—that devil's garth—
that—that—Joe Garth !’ o

There was clearly no epithet that suited better with Monsey’s
mood than the said monster’s proper name.

¢ Friends,” said Ralph, more serjously, ‘it’s clear I can’t leave
before I see my father buried, and it's just as clear I can’t see
him buried if I stay. With your help I may do both—that is,
seem to do both. ~

‘How? how ? unfold—I can interpret you no conundrums,’
gaid Monsey. ‘To go, and yet mot to g0 that is the ques-
tion.’

SEANAN
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¢Can I help you?’ said Robbie with the simplicity of
earnestness. )

¢ Go back, sehoolmaster, to the Lion.

¢T know it—TFve been there before—well?’ .

¢ Say, if your conscience will let you—I know how tender it
js—say you saw me go over Lauvellen in the direction of Fair-
field. ~ Say this quietly—say it to old Matthew ina whisper and
as a secret; that will be enough.’ ’

¢ I've shared with that patriarch some secrets before now, and
they've been common property in an hour—common as the mush-
rooms on the common—common as his common saws—com-
1Mon: ?

¢ Robbie, the burial will take place the day after to.morrow,
at three in the afternoon, at the kirk-garth !

¢ Oh, that Garth—that devil’s garth—that Joe ?

¢ At the kirk-garth at Gosforth,’ continued Ralph. ‘Go round
the city and the dale, and bid every master and mistress within
the warning to Shoulthwaite Moss at nine o’clock in the morning.
Be there yourself as the representative of the family, and see all
our old customs observed. The kirk-garth is twenty miles away,
across rugged mountain country, and you must follow the public

ass.

¢ Styehead Pass?’

Ralph nodded assent. ‘Start away at eleven o'clock ; take
the old mare to bear the body; let the boy ride the young
horse, and chain him to the mare at the bottom of the big pass.
These men, these spies, these constables, whatever they may
be, will lie in wait for me about the house that morning. 1f
they don’t find me at my father’s funeral they’ll then believe
that T must have gone. Do you hold the mare’s head, Robbie
—mind that. When you get to the top of the pass perhaps
gome one will relieve you—perhaps so, perhaps not.” You under-
stand 7’

‘I do’

¢ Let nothing interfere with this plan as I give it you. If you
fail in any single particular, all may be lost.

¢Tll let nothing interfere. But what of Willy? What if
he object ?’

¢Tell him these are my wishes—he’ll yield to that.

There was a moment’s silence.

¢ Robbie, that was a noble resolve you told me of ; and you
can keep it, can you not %’

¢I can—God helpme?’
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¢Keep it the day after to-morrow——you remember our
customs, sometimes more honoured, you know, in the breach
than the observance—you can hold to your resolve that day;
you must hold to it, for everything hangs on it. It is a terrible
hazard. : -

Robbie put his hand in Ralph’s, and the two stalwart dales-
men looked steadily each into the other's face. There was
a dauntless spirit of resolution in the eyes of the younger
wan. His resolve was irrevocable. His crime had saved him.

¢ That’s enough,’ said Ralph. He was satisfied.

¢ Why, you sleep—you sleep,’ cried the little schoolmaster.
During the preceding conversation he had been capering to and
fro in the road, leaping on to the hedge, leaping back again, and
putting his hands to the sides of his eyes to shut away the wind
that came from behind him, while he looked out for the expected
enemy.

¢You sleep—you sleep—that Garth—that devil's garth—
that worse than kirk-garth—that—that !

¢ And now we part,’ said Ralph, ‘ for the present. Good-bye,
both1? And he furned to go back the way he came.

Monsey and Robbie had gone 2 few paces in the other

- direction, when the little schoolmaster stopped, and, turning
round, cried in a loud voice, ¢Q yes, L know it—the Lion. T've
been there before. T'll whisper Father Matthew that you've

one !

Robbie had put his arm on Monsey’s shoulder and swung him
round, and Ralph heard no more.

CHAPTER IX.

THE SHADOW OF THE CRIME.

But yester-night I prayed aloud
In anguish and in agony.—COLERIDGE.

TaE night was far advanced, and yet Ralph had nob returned to
Shoulthwaite. It was three hours since Matthew Branthwaite
had left the Moss. Mrs. Ray still sat before the turf fire and
gazed into it in silence. Rotha was by her side, and Willy
lay on the settle drawn up to the hearth. All listened for the
sound of footsteps that did not come.
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The old clock ticked out louder and more loud ; the cricket's
measured chirp seemed to grow more painfully audible; the
wind whistled through the leafless boughs without, and in the
1ulls of the abating storm the low rumble of the ghyll could be
heard within. What kept Ralph away? It was no unusual
thing for him to be abroad from dawn to dusk, but the fingers of
the clock were approaching eleven, and still he did not come.
On this night, of all others, he must have wished to be at
home.

Earlier in the evening, Rotha had found occasion to go on
some errand to the neighbouring farm, and there she had heard
that towards noon Ralph had been seen on horseback crossing
Stye Head towards Wastdale. Upon reporting this at the Moss,
the 0ld dame had seemed to be relieved.

‘He thinks of everything,” she had said. All that day she
had cherished the hope that it would be possible to bury Angus
over the hills, at Gosforth. It was'in the old churchyard there
that her father lay—her father, her mother, and all her kindred.
It was twenty miles to those plains and uplands, that lay beyond
the bleak shores of Wastdale. It was a full five hours’ journey
there and back. But when twice five hours had been counted,
and still Ralph had not returned, the anxiety of the inmates of
the old house could no longer be concealed. In the eagerness of
their expectation the clock ticked louder than ever, the cricket
chirped with more jubilant activity, the wind whistled shriller,
the ghylls rumbled longer, but no welcomer sound broke the
stillness.

At length Willy got up and put on his hat. He would go
down the lonnin to where it joined the road, and meet Ralph on
the way. He would have done so before, but the horror of
walking under the shadow of the trees where last night his
father fell had restrained him. Conquering his fear, he sallied
out,

The late moon had risen, and was shining at full. With a
beating heart he passed the dreaded spot, and reached the high-
way beyond. He could hear nothing of a horse’s canter. There
were steps approaching, and he went on towards whence they
came. Two men passed close beside him, but neither of them
was Ralph. They did not respond to his greeting when, in
accordance with the custom of the country, he bade them ¢ Good-
night.” They were strangers, and they looked closely—he
thought suspiciously—at him as they went by.

Willy walked a little further, and then returned. As he
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got back to the lane that led to the house, the two men passed
him again. Once more they looked closely into his face. His
fear prompted him to speak, but again they went on in silence.
As Willy turned up towards home, the truth flashed upon him
that these men were the cause of Ralph’s absence. He knew
enough of what was going on in the world to realise the bare
possibility that his brother’s early parliamentarian campaign might
bring him into difficulties even yet. It seemed certain that the
ford of Wythburn Manor would be executed. Only Ralph’s
- obscurity could save him. i

When Willy got back into the kitchen, the impression that
Ralph was being pursued and dogged was written on his face.
His mother understood no more of his trouble than that his
brother had not returned ; she looked from his face back to the
fire, that now died slowly on the hearth. Rotha was quicker to
catch the significance of Willy’s nervous expression and fitful
words. To her the situation” now appeared bardly less than
tragic. With the old father lying dead in the loft above, what
would come to this household if the one strong hand in it was
removed ? Then she thought of her own father. What would
become of him? Where was he this night? The sense of im-
pending disaster gave strength to her, however. She rose and
put her hand on Willy’s arm as he walked to and fro across the
earthen floor, She was the more drawn to him from some scarce
explicable sense of his weakness.

‘ Some one coming now,” he said in eager tones—his ears
were awake with a feverish sensitiveness—‘some one at the
back.” It was Ralph at last. He had come down the side of the
ghyll, and had entered the house from behind. Al breathed frecly.

‘ God bless thee !’ said Mrs. Ray.

‘ You've been anxious, Tt was bad to keep you so,’ he said,
with an obvious effort to assume his ordinary manner.

‘I reckon thou couldst not have helped it, my lad,” said Mrs
Ray. Relieved and cheerful, she was bustling about to get
Ralph’s supper on the table. .

‘Well, no,” he answered. ‘You know, I've been over to
Gosforth—it's a long ride—I borrowed Jackson’s pony from
Armboth; and what a wild country it is, to be sure! It blew
a gale on Stye Head. It’s bleak enough up there on a day like
this, mother. I could scarce hold the horse.’

‘I don’t wonder, Ralph; but see, here’s thy poddish—thou
must be fair clemm’d.’ - ,

¢ No, no; I called at Broom HilL.
F
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‘How did you come in at the back, lad ? - Do you not come
up the lonnin?”’

¢TI thought I'd go round by the low meadow and see all
safe, and then the nearest way home was on the hill side, you
know.’

Willy and Rotha glanced simultaneously at Ralph as ke said
this, but they found nothing in his face, voice, or manner to
indicate that his words were intended to conceal the truth.

¢ But look how late it is!’ he said as the clock struck twelve;

‘hadn’t we better go off to bed, all of us?’

‘I think I must surely go off,’ said Mrs. Ray, and with Rotha
she left the kitchen. Willy soon followed them, leaving Ralph
to eat his supper alone.. TLaddie, who had entered with his
master, was lying by the smouldering fire, and after the one had
finished eating, the other came in for his liberal share of the plain
meal., Then Ralph rose, and, lifting up his hat and staff, walked
quietly to his brother’s room. Willy was already in bed, but his
candle was still burning. Sitting on an old oak chest thas
stood near the door of the little room, Ralph said :

¢I shall perhaps be off again before you are awake in the
morning, but all will be done in good time. The funeral will be
011]1 the day after to-morrow. Robbie Anderson will see to every-
thing,’

‘Robbie Anderson?’ said Willy in an accent of surprise.

‘You know it’s the custom in the dale for a friend of the
family to attend to these offices.’

‘Yes; but Robbie Anderson of all men !’

¢You may depend upon him,’ said Ralph.

¢This is the first time I've heard that he can depend upon
himself;” said Willy. .

¢ True—true—Dbut I'm satisfied about Robbie.” No, you need
fear nothing. Robbie’s a changed man, I think.’

¢ Changed he must be, Ralph, if you would commit to his
care what could not be too well discharged by the most trust-
worthy friend of the farnily.!

‘Yes, but Robbie will do as well as another—better. You
know, Willy, I have an old weakness for a sheep that strays.
‘When I get it back I fancy, somehow, it’s the best of the flock.’

: ‘l\gay your straggler justify your odd fancy this time, bro-
ther ! )

‘ Rotha will see to what has to be done at home,” said Ralph,
rising and turning to go. '

¢ Ralph,’ said Willy, ‘do you know I——" He faltered and

B
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began again, obviously changing the subject. ¢Have you been
in there to-night ?’ with a motion of the Lead towards the room
wherein lay all that remained of their father. .

‘No; have you?’

‘Noj; I dare not go. I would not if T eould. I wish to
remember him as he lived, and one glance at his dead face would
blot out the memory for ever.’

Ralph could not understand this. There was no chord in his
nature that responded to such feelings; but he said nothing in
reply. g
¢ Ralph,’ continued Willy, ¢do you know I think Rotha—I
almost think—do you not think that Rotha rather cares for me?’

A perceptible tremor passed over Ralph’s face. Then he
said, with something like a smile, ‘Do you think she does, my
lad 2’ '

‘I do—T almost do think so.’ '

Ralph had resumed his seat on the oak chest. The simple,
faltering words just spoken had shaken him to the core. Hidden
there—hidden even from himself—had lain inert for months a
mighty passion such as only a great heart can know. In one
moment he had seen it and known it for what it was. Yes, he
had indeed loved this girl; he loved her still. When he spoke
again his voice seemed to have died inwards; he appeared to be
speaking out of his breast.

¢ And what of yourself, Willy ?* he asked.

¢I think I care for her too—1I think so.

How sure was the other of a more absolute affection than
the most positive words could express! Ralph sat silent for a
moment, as was his wont when under the influence of strong
feeling. His head inclined downwards, and his eyes were fixed
on the floor. A great struggle was going on within him.
Should he forthwith make declaration of his own passion? Love
said Yes! love should be above all ties of kindred, all claims of
blood. But the many tongues of an unselfish nature said Not
If this thing were wrong, it would of itself come to-nought; if
right, it would be useless to oppose it. The struggle was soon
over, and the impulse of self-sacrifice had conquered. But at
what a cost—at what a cost!

‘Yet there is her father, you know, Willy added. ¢One
dreads the thought of such a match. There may be something
in the blood—at least, one fears ?

" “ You need have no fear of Rotha that comes of her relation
to Simeon Stagg. Sim is an innocent man.’

T2
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¢So you say—so you say. Let us hope so. It’s a terrible
thought—that of marriage with the flesh and blood of—of a
murderer.’

¢ Rotha is as free from taint of crime as—you are. She isa
noble girl, and worthy of you, worthy of any man, whatever her
father may be,’ said Ralph. )

¢Yes, yes, I know; I thought yowd say so. I'm glad, Ralph’

=1 can’t tell you how glad I am—to hear you say so. And if
I'm right—if Rotha really loves me—I know yowll be as glad as
Tam.

Ralph’s face trembled slightly at this, but he nodded his head
and smled.

‘Not that I could think of it for a long time,’ Willy con-
tinued. ‘This dreadful occurrence must banish all such thoughts
for a very long time.’ ) ,

Willy seemed to find happiness in the prospect, remote as it
might be. Ralph’s breast heaved as he looked upon his brother’s

. brightening face. That secret of his own heart must lie for ever
buried there. Yes, he had already resolved upon that. He
should never darken the future that lay pictured in those radiant
eyes. DBut this was a moment of agony nevertheless, Ralph
was following the funeral of the mightiest passion of his soul.
He got up and opened the door.

¢ Good-night, and God bless you!’ he said huskily.

¢ One moment, Ralph. Did you see two men, strangers, on
the road to-night? Ah, I remember, you came in at the back.

‘Two friends of Joe Garth’s, said Ralph, closing the door
behind him,

When he reached his own room he sat for some minutes on
the bed. 'What were the feelings that preyed upon him? He
hardly knew. His heart was desolate. His life seemed to be
losing its hope, or his hope its object. And not yet had he
reached the worst. Some dread forewarning of a sterner fate
seemed to hang above him.

Rising, Ralph threw off his shoes, and drew on a pair of
stouter ones. Then he laced up a pair of leathern leggings, and,
taking down a heavy cloak from behind the door, he put it across
his arm. He had no light but the light of the moon.

Stepping quietly along the creaky old corridor to the room
where his father lay, Ralph opened the door and entered. A
clod of red turf smouldered on the hearth, and the warm glow
from it mingled with the cold blue of the moonlight, How full
of the odour of a dead age the room now seemed to be! The
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roof was open through the rude timbers to the whitened thatch.
Sheepskins were scattered about the black oaken floor. Ralph
walked to the chimney-breast, and stood on one of the skins as
~he leaned on the rannel-tree shelf. How still and cheerless it
all wag! : : :

The room stretched from the front to the back of the house,
and had a window at each end. The moon that shone through
the window at the front cast its light across the foot of the bed.
Ralph had come to bid his last good-night to him who lay there-
cn. It was in this room that he himself had been born. Ie
might never enter it again.

- How the strong man was laid low! Al his pride of strength
had shrunk to this! ¢ The lofty looks of men shall be humbled,
and the haughtiness of men shall be bowed down.” What indeed
was man, whose breath was in his nostrils !

The light was creeping up the bed. Silent was he who lay
there as the secret which he had never discharged even to his
deaf pillow. Iad that secret mutinied in the heart that knew
its purple war no more? Ah! how true it was that conscience
was a thousand swords. With no witness against him except
himself, whither could he have fled from the accusation that
burned within him as a fire? Not chains nor cells could have
spoken to this strong man like the awfal voice of his solitary
heart. How remorse must have corroded that heart! How he
must have numbered the hours of that remorse! How one san-
guinary deed must have trampled away all joyous memories !
But the secret agony was over at last: it was over now.

The moonlight had crept up to the head. It was silvering
the grey hairs that rested there. Ralph stepped up to the bed-
side and uncovered the face. Was it changed since he looked on
it last? Tast night it was his father’s face: was it laden with
iniquity now? How the visible phantom of one horrible' moment
must have stood up again and again before these eyes! How
sternly fortune must have frowned on these features! Yet it
was his father’s face still.

And what of that father’s great account? Who could say
what the final arbitrament would be? Had he who lay there,
the father, taken up all this load of guilt and remorse for love of
him, the son? Was he gone to a dreadful audit, too, and all for
love of him? And to know nothing of it until now—until it
was too late to take him by the hand or to look into his eyes !
Nay, to have tortured him unwittingly with a hundred ecruel
words !
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Ralph remembered how in days past he had spoken bitterly

in his father’s presence of the man who allowed Simeon Stagg to
rest under an imputation of murder not his own. That murder
had been done to save his own life—however unwisely, however
rashly, still to save his (Ralph’s) own life. :

Ralph dropped to his knees at the bedside. What. barrier
had stood between the dead man and himself that in life the one
had never revealed himself to the other? They were beyond
that revealment now, yet here was everything as in a glass.
¢O my father,’ cried Ralph as his head fell between his hands,
¢ would that tears of mine could scald away your offence !’

Then there came back the whisper of the old words—‘The
lofty looks of men shall be humbled, and the haughtiness of men
shall be bowed down.’

Ralph knelt long at his father’s side, and when he rose from
his knees it was with a calmer but a heavier heart. ‘

¢Surely God’s hand is upon me,” he murmured. The mystery
would yield no other meaning. ¢Gone to his account with the
burden, not of my guilt, but of my fate, upon him,’

Ralph walked to the fire and turned over the expiring peat.
Tt gave a fitful flicker. He took from his pocket the paper that
had fallen from his father’s breast, and looked long at it in the
feeble light. - It was all but the only evidence of the crime, and
it must be destroyed. He put the paper to the light. Drawing
it away, he paused and reflected. He thought of his stricken
mother, and his resolve seemed fixed. He must burn this wit-
ness against his father; he must crush the black shadow of it
in his hand. Could he but crush as easily the black shadow of
impending doom! Could he but obliterate as completely the
dread reckoning of another world !

The paper that hung in his hand had touched the flickering
peat. It was already ignited, but he drew it once more away,
and crushed the burning corner to ashes in his palm.

No, it must not be destroyed. He thought of how Rotha
had stood over her father's prostrate form in the room of the
village inn, and cried, in her agony, ¢ Tell them it is not true.
1\;Vh?o could say what this paper might yet do for him and

er?

Ralph put the warrant back, chaired and crumpled, into the
breast pocket of the jerkin he wore.

The burning of the paper had for a moment filled the
chamber with light, After the last gleam of it had died away,
and the ash of the burnt portion lay in his palm, Ralph walked
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¢o0 the front window and looked out. All was still. Only the
wind whistled. How black against the moon loomed the brant
walls of the Castle Rock across the vale!

Turning about, Ralph re-covered the face and said, ¢ Death
is kindest; how could I look into this face alive?’

And the whisper of the old words came back once more:
¢ The lofty looks of men shall be humbled, and the haughtiness
of men shall be bowed down.’

Ralph walked to the window at the back and gently pushed
it open. It overlooked the fell and the Shoulthwaite Ghyll. A
low roof went down from it almost to the ground. He stepped
out on to this, and stood for a moment in the shadow that lay
upon it.

He must take his last look now. He must bid his last good-
night. The moon through the opposite window still shone on
the silvery hair. The wind was high. It found its way through
the open casement. It fluttered the face-cloth above the face.
Ralph pushed back the sash, and in a moment he was gone.

CHAPTER X.

MATTHA BRANTI'ET ¢ FLYTES ' THE PARSON.

Tae household on the Moss were early astir on the morning
appointed for the funeral of Angus Ray. Matthew Branth-
waite's wife and daughter were bustling about the kitchen of the
old house soon after daybreak.

Mrs. Branthwaite was a fragile little body, long past her best,
with the crow’s-feet, deeply indented about her eyes, which had
the timid look of those of a rabbit, and were peculiarly appro-

rate to a good old creature who seemed to be constantly

abouring against the idea that everything she did was done
wrongly., Her daughter Liza was a neat little thing of eighteen,
with the bluest of blue eyes, the plumpest of plump cheeks, and
the merriest of merry voices. They had walked from their
home in the grey dawn in order to assist at the preliminaries to
the breakfast which had to be eaten by a large company of the
dalesmen before certain of them set out on the long journey
across the fells.

The previous day had been the day of the ¢ winding,” a name
that pointed to the last offices of Abraham Strong, the Wyth-
burn carpenter. In the afterncon of the winding day the
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mistresses of the houses within the ¢ warning’ had met to offex
liberal doses of solace and to take equally liberal doses of sweet
broth, a soup sweetened with raisins and sugar, which was re-
served for such melancholy occasions, - )

According to ancient custom, the ¢ maister men? 'of the dale
were to assemble at nine o’clock on the morning following the
winding, and it was to meet their needs that old Mrs. Branth-

. waite and her daughter had walked over to assist Rotha. The
long oak table had to be removed from the wall before the
window, and made to stand down the middle of the floor.
Robbie Anderson had arrived early at the Moss in order to effect
this removal. After his muscles had exercised themselves upon
the ponderous article of furniture, and had placed the benches
called skemmels down each side and chairs at each end, he went
into the stable to dress down the mare and sharpen her shoes
preparatory to her long journey. :

The preliminaries in the kitchen occupied a couple of hours,
and during this time Mrs, Ray and Willy sat together in a room

- above. The reason of Ralph’s absence had been explained to

his mother by Rotha, who had received her information from

Robbie Anderson. The old dame had accepted the necessity

with characteristic resignation. What Ralph thought well
to do she knew would be best. She did not foresee evil con-
sequences,

Willy bhad exhibited more perturbation. Going into his

brother’s room on the morning after their conversation, he saw

clearly enough that the bed had not been slept upon. The two
friends of Joe Garth’s, of whom Ralph had spoken with so
much apparent unconcern, had obviously driven him away from
home in the depth of the night. Then came Rotha’s ex-
planation.

His worst fears were verified. Was it conceivable that
Ralph could escape the machinations of those who had lain a
web that had already entangled the lord of Wythburn himself?
Every one who had served in the trained bands of the Parlia-
ment was at the mercy of any man who, for the gratification of
personal spite, chose to become informer against him.

The two strangers had been seen in the city during the pre-
ceding,day. It was obviously their purpose to remain unti)
time itself verified the rumour that Ralph had lefs these parts to

escape them. The blacksmith had bragged in his cups at the
Red Lion that Wilfrey Lawson, of the Constable’s Court at

Carlisle, would have Relph Ray in less than a week. Robhig

-

Pt
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Anderson had overheard this, and had reported it at the Moss.
Robbie professed to know better, and to be able to laugh at such
pretensions, - Willy was more doubtful. He thought his better
education, and consequently more intimate acquaintance with
the history of such conflicts with the ruling powers, justified
him in his apprehensions. - He sat with his mother while the
business was going on downstairs, apparently struggling with an
idea- that it was his duty to comfort her, but offering such
curious comfort that the old dame looked up again and again
with wide eyes, which showed that her son was suggesting to
her slower intellect a hundred dangers and a hundred moods
of sorrow that she could neither discover for herself nor cope
with. )
Towards nine the ‘maister men’ of Wythburn began to
arrive at Shoulthwaite. Such of them as intended to accom-

pany the remains of their fellow-dalesman to their resting-place -

at Gosforth came on mountain ponies, which they dismounted in
the court and led into a spare barn. Many came on foot, and of
these by much the larger part meunt to accompany the cortége
only to the top of the Armboth Fell, and, having ¢ sett’ it so far,
to face no more of the more than twenty miles of rough country
that lay between the valley and the churchyard on the plains by
the sea.

Matthew Branthwaite was among the first to arrive. The
old weaver was resplendent in the apparel usually reserved for
¢Cheppel Sunday.” The external elevation of his appearance
from the worn and sober brown of his daily ¢ top-sark’ seemed
to produce a corresponding elevation of the weaver’s spirit.
Despite the solemnity of the occasion, he seemed tempted to
let fall a sapient proverb of anything but a funereal tone. On
stepping into the kitchen and seeing the provision that had been
made for a repast, he did indeed intimate his intention of assist-
ing at the ceremony in the language of the time-honoured wren
- who cried ‘I helps’ as she let a drop of water fall into the sea.

At this moment the clergyman from the chapel-of-case on the
Raise arrived at the Moss, and Matthew prepared to put his
precept.into-practice. B e—

{ The priest, Nicholas Stevens by name, was not a Cumbrian.
He had kept his office through three admitistrations, and ta
their several forms of legislation he had proved equally tract-
able. His spirit of accommodation had not been quite so con-
gpicuous in his dealings with those whom he conceived to be
beneath him., DBut in truth he had left his parishioners very
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fargely to their own devices. When he was moved to come
among them, it was with the preoccupied air not so much of the
student or visionary as of a man who was isolated from those
about him by combined authority, influence, and perhaps
guperior blood. He now took his seat at the head of the table
with the bearing of one to whom it had never occurred to take a
lower place. He said little at first, and when addressed he
turned his face slowly round to him who spoke with an air of
mingled abstraction and self-satisfaction, through which a feeble
smile of condescension struggled and seemed to say in a mild
voice, ¢ Did you speak?’

Matthew sat at the foot of the table, and down each side
were seated the dalesmen, to the number of twenty-four. There
were Thomas Fell and Adam Rutledge, Job Leathes and
Luke Cockrigg, John Jackson of Armboth, and little Reuben
Thwaite. ‘

His reverence cut up the ham into slices as formal as his
creed, while old Matthew poured out the contents of two huge
black jacks. Robbie Anderson carried the plates to and froj
Mrs. Branthwaite and Liza served out the barley and oaten
bread.

The breakfast was hardly more than begun when the kitchen
door was partially opened, and the big head of a little man
became visible on the inner side of it, the body and legs of the
new-comer not having yet arrived in the apartment.

¢Am Ilate?’ the head said in a hoarse whisper from its
place low down on the door-jamb. It was Monsey Laman, red
and puffing after a sharp run.

“T's the laal Frenchman. Come thy ways in,’ said Matthew.
Rotha, who was coming and going from the kitchen to the
larder, found a chair for the schoolmaster, and he slid into it
with the air of one who was persuading himself that his late
advent was unobserved.

‘T met that Garth—that—Joe Garth on the road, and he
kept me,” whispered Monsey apologetically to Matthew across
the table. The presence of Death somewhere in the vicinity
had banished the schoolmaster’s spirit of fun.

While this was going on at one end of the table, Rotha
had made her way to the other end, with the ostensible pur-
pose of cutting up the cheese, but with the actual purpose of
listening to a conversation in which his reverence Nicholas
Stevens was beginning to bear an unusually animated part.
Some one had made allusion to the sudden and, as was alleged,

e
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the unseemly departure of Ralph Ray on the eve of his father’s
funeral. Some one else had deplored the necessity for that de-
parture, and had spoken of it as a cruel outrage on the liberties
" of a good man. From this generous if somewhat disloyal senti-
ment his reverence was expressing dissent, He thought it
nothing but just that the law should take its course. This
might involve the mortification of our private feelings; it
would certainly be a grief to him, loving, as he did, the souls
committed to his care; but individual affections must be sacri-
ficed to the general weal. The young man, Ralph- Ray, bad
outraged the laws of his country in fighting and conspiring
against his anointed King. It was hard, but it was right, that
he should be punished for his treason. ‘

His reverence was speaking in cold metallic tones, that fell
like the clank of chains on Rotha’s ears.

¢ Moreover, we should all do our best for the King,” said the
clergyman, ¢ to bring such delinquents to justice.’

“Shaf !’ cried Matthew Branthwaite from the other end of
the table. 'The little knots of talkers had suddenly become
silent. -

¢ Shaf!’ repeated Matthew; ¢what did ye do yersel for the
King in Oliver’s days? Wilt thoo mak me tell thee? Didst
4hoo not tak what thoo called the oath of abjuration agen the
King five years agone? Didst thoo not? Ey? And didst
thoo not come round and ask ivery man on us to do the
game?’

The clergyman looked confounded. He dropped his knife
and, unable to make a rejoinder, turned to those about him and
gaid, in a tone of amazement, ¢ Did you ever hear the like?’

‘Nay, cried Matthew, following up his advantage, ye may
hear it agen, an ye will’ C

Poor Mrs. Branthwaite seemed sorely distressed. Standing
by her hushand’s chair, she appeared to be struggling between
impulse and fear in an attempt to put her hand on the mouth of
her loquacious husband, in order to avert the uncertain catis-

trophe which she was sure must ensue from this unexpected and -

uncompromising defiance of the representative in Wythburn of
the powers that be.

Rotha gave Matthew a look of unmistakable gratitude, which,
however, was wasted on that infuriated iconoclast. TFixing his
eyes steadily on the priest, the weaver forthwith gave his reve-
rence more than one opportunity of hearing the unwelcome out-
burst again, telling him by only tco palpable hints that the depth
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of his loyalty was his stipend of 800l a year, and the secret of
his willingness to see Ralph in the hands of the Constable of
Carlisle was the fact that the young man had made no secret of
his unwillingness to pus off his hat to a prisst who had thrice put
off his own hat to a money-bag. L

¢ Gang yer gate back to yer steeple-house, Nicholas Stevens,’
said Matthew, ‘and mortify yer fatherly bosom for the good of
the only soul the Almighty has gein to yer charge, and mind the-
auld saying, “ Nivver use the taws when a gloom will do the
turn,”’ Sev oz Eh !

¢You deserve the taws about your back, sirrah, to forget my
sacred office so far as to speak so,” said the minister.

 “And ye hev forgat yer sacred office to call me nicknames,’

answered Matthew, nothing abashed.

‘I see you are no better than those blaspheming Quakers

whom Justice Rawlinson has wisely committed to the common

gaol—vpoor famished seducers that deserve the stocks !’

¢ Rich folk hev rowth of friends,’ rejoined Matthew, ‘an’ olas
will hev while the mak of thyself are aboot.’

His reverence was not slow to perceive that the pulpit had
been no match for the Red Lion as a place of preparation for an
encounter like the present. Gathering up with what grace he
could the tattered and besmeared skirts of his priestly dignity, he
affected contempt for the weaver by ignoring his remarks ; and,
turning to those immediately around him, he proceeded with
quite unusual warmth to deliver a homily on duty. Reverting
to the subject of Ralph Ray’s flight from Wythburn, he said that
it was well that.the young man had withdrawn himself, for had
he remained longer in these parts, and had the High Sheriff at

. Carlisle not proceeded against him, he himself, though much

against bis inclination, might have felt it his duty as a servant of
God and the King to put the oath of allegiance to him.

‘I do not say positively that I should have done so,” he said,
in a confidential parenthesis, ¢ but I fear I could not have resisted
that duty.’ :

‘Dree out the inch when ye've tholed the span,” cried
Matthew; ¢I'd nivver strain lang at sic a wee gnat as that.’

Without condescending to notice the interruption, his reve-
rence proceeded to say he had recently learned that it had been
the intention of the judges on the circuit to recommend Angus
Ray, the lamented departed, as a justice for the district. This
step had been in contemplation since the direful tragedy which
had recently been perpetrated in their midst, and of which the

>
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facts remained still unexplained, though circumstantial evidence
pointed to a solution of the mystery.

‘When saying this the speaker turned, as though with an
involuntary and uneconscious gaze, towards the spot where Rotha
stood. ~ He had pushed past the girl cn coming through the
porch without acknowledging her salutation.

¢ And if Angus Ray had lived to become a justice,” con-
tinued the Reverend Nicholas, ‘it very likely must have been
his duty before God and the King to apprehend his son Ralph
on a charge of treason.’

Robbie Anderson, who was standing by, felt at that moment
that it would very likely be hés duty before long to take the
priest by certain appendages of his priestly apparel, and carry
him less than tenderly to a bed more soft than odorous.

¢It must have been his duty, I repeat, said his reverence,
gpeaking with measured emphasis, ¢ before God and the King.’

¢ Leave God oot on'ty shouted Matthew. ¢ Ye may put that |
in when ye get intil yer pulpit, and then ye'll deceive none but |

them that lippen till ye. Don't gud yersel wi’ God’s name.’

¢It is written,” said his reverence, ‘It is an abomination to
kings to commit wickedness; for the throne is established by
righteousness,” ’

¢ Dus’ta think to knock me doon wi’ the Bible?’ gaid Mat- :

thew with a touch of irreverence. ‘I reckon ony cock may
crouse on his own middenheed. Ye mind me of the clerk at
Tickell, who could argify none at all agen the greet Geordie Fox,
80 he up and broke his nose wi’ a bash of bis family Bible.’

This final rejoinder proved too much for the minister, wha
rose, the repast being over, and stalked past Rotha into the adjoin~
ing chamber, where the widow and Willy sat in their sorrow.
The dalesmen looked after his retreating figure, and as the door
of the inner room closed, they heard his metallic voice ask if the
deceased had judiciously arranged his temporal affairs.

_ During the encounter between the weaver and the clergyman

the company had outwardly observed a rigid neutrality. Little
Liza, it is true, had obviously thought it all the best of good fun,
and had enjoyed it accordingly. She had grinned and giggled

just as she had done on the preceding Sunday when a companion,’

the only surviving child of Baptist parents now dead, had had
the water sprinkled on her face at her christening in the chapel
on the Raise. But Luke Cockrigg, Reuben Thwaite, and the
rest had remained silent and somewhat appalled, The school-
master had felt himself called upon to purticipate in the strife,
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but being in the anomalous position of owing his official obliga-"

tions to the minister and his convictions to the side champmned
by the weaver, he had contented him with sundry grave shakes
of his big head, which shakes, being subject to diverse interpre-
tations, were the least compromising expressions-of opinion which
his genius could suggest to him. No sooner, however, had the
door closed on the clergyman than a titter went round the table,
Matthew was still at a white heat. Accustomed ag he was to
‘tum’le’ his neighbours at the Red Lion, he was now profoundly
agitated. It was not frequently that he brought down such rare
game in his sport.

¢ Mattha Branthet,” said Reuben Thwaite, ¢ what, man, thoo
didst flyte the minister! What it is to hev the gift o’ gob and
gumption !’ .

¢Shaf! It’s kittle shootin’ at crows and clergy, replied
Matthew.

The breakfast being over, the benches were turned towards.

the big peat fire that glowed red on the hearth and warmed the
large kitchen on this wintry day. The ale jars were refilled,
pipes and tobacco were brought in, and the weaver relinquished
his office of potman to his daughter.

‘Td be nobbut a clot- heed he said when abdicating, ¢and

| leave nane for mysel if I sa.rrad it oot

Robbie Anderson now put on his great cloak, and tock down
a whip from a strap against the rafters.

- ¢ What’s this?’ said little Reuben to Robbie. ¢Are you
going without a glass?’

Robbie signified his intention of doing just that and nothing
else. At this there was a general laugh, after which Reuben,
with numerous blinkings of his little eyes, bantered Robbie
about the great drought not long before, when a universal fast
had been proclaimed, and Robbie had asked why, if folks could
not get water, they would not content themselves with ale.

¢Liza, teem a short pint intil this lang Robbie,’ said Mat-
thew.

Liza brought up a foaming pot, but the young man put it
agide with a bashful smile at the gir], who laughed and blushed
as she pressed it back upon him.

¢ Not yet, Liza ; when we come back, perhaps

¢Will you not "take it from me?° said the girl, turning her
pretty head aside, and giving a sly dig of emphasis to the
pronouns.

¢Not even from you, Liza, yet awhile.
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The mischievous little minx was piqued at his refusal, and
determined that he should drink it, or decline to do so at the
peril of losing her smiles. '

¢ Come, Robbie, you shall drink it oﬁ"—you must. ?

‘No, my girl, no.’

¢1 think I know those that would do it if I asked them,’ said
Liza, with an arch elevation of her dimpled chin and a shadow
of a pout.

¢Who wouldn’t do it, save Robbie Anderson?’ he said,
laughing for the first time that morning as he walked out of the
kitchen.

In a few minutes he returne;saying all was ready, and it
wag time to start away. Every man rose and went to the front
of the house. The old mare Betsy was there, with the coffin
strapped on her broad back. Her bruised knees had healed;
the frost had disappeaved, her shoes were sharpened, and she
could not slip. When the mourners had assembled and ranged
themselves around the horse, the Reverend Nicholas Stevens
came out with the relatives, the weeping mother and son, with
Rotha Stagg, and the ¢ Old Hundredth’ was sung.

Then the procession of men on foot and men on horseback
set off, Robbie Anderson in front leading the mare that bore the
coffin,’and a boy riding a young horse by his side. Last of all
rode Willy Ray, and as they passed beneath the trees that over-
hung the lane, he turned in the saddle and waved his arm to the
two women, who, through' the blinding mist of tears, watched
their departure from the porch, ,

CHAPTER XI.
LIZA’S WILES.

Tyr procession had just emerged from the lane, and had turned
into the old road that hugged the margin of the mere, when two
men walked slowly by in the opposite direction, Dark as it had
been when Willy encountered these men before, he had not an
instant’s doubt as to their identity.

The reports of Ralph’s disappearance, which Matthew had so
assiduously promulgated in whispers, had reached the destination
which Ralph had designed for them. The representatives of the
Carlisle high constable were conscious that they had laboured
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under serious disadvantages in their efforts to capture a dales-
man in his own stronghold of the mountains, Moreover, their
zeal was not so ardent as to make them eager to risk the dangers
of an arrest that was likely to be full of peril. They were will-
ing enough to accept the story of Ralph’s flight, but they could
not reasonably neglect this opportunity to assure themselves of
its credibility. So they had beaten about the house during the
morning under the pioneering of the villager whom they had
injudiciously chosen as their guide, and now they scanned
the faces of the mourners who set out on the long mountain
journey. ‘ ,

Old Matthew’s risibility was evidently much tickled by the
sense of their thwarted purpose. Despite the mournful condi-
tions under which he was at that moment abroad, he could not
forbear to wish them, from his place in the procession, ‘a gay
canny mornin’;’ and failing to satisfy himself with the eflect

-

7 -
produced by this insinuating salutation, he could not resist the

further temptation of reminding them that they had frightened

and not caught their game.

¢Fleyin’ a bird’s not the way to grip it,” he cried, to the
obvious horror of the clergyman, whose first impulse was to
remonstrate with the weaver on his levity, but whose maturer
reflections induced the more passive protest of a lifted head and
a suddenly-elevated nose.

This form of contempt might have escaped the observation of
the person for whom it was intended had not Reuben Thwaite,
who walked beside Matthew, gently emphasised it with a jerk of
the elbow and a motion of the thumb.

¢He'll glower at the moon till he falls in the midden,’ said
Matthew, with a grunt of amused interest.

The two strangers had now gone by, and Willy Ray breathed
freely, as he thought that with this encounter the threatened
danger had probably been averted.

Then the procession wound its way slowly along the breast
of Bracken Water. When Robbie Anderson, in f{ront, had
reached a point at which a path went up from the pack-horse
road to the top of the Armboth Fell, he paused for a moment, ag
though uncertain whether to pursue it.

/ ‘Keep to the auld corpse road,” cried Matthew, and then, in
explanation of his advice, he explained the ancient Cumbrian
land law, by which a path becomes public property if a dead
body is carried over it.

Before long the procession had reached the mountain path
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across Cockrigg Bank, and this path it was intended to follow ag
far as Watendlath. .

Here the Rev. Nicholas Stevens left the mourners. In
accordance with an old custom, he might have required that
they should pass through- his chapel yard on the Raise before
leaving the parish, but he had waived his right to this tribute to
episcopacy. After offering a suitable blessing, he turned away,
not.without a withering glance at the weaver, who was- mutter-
ing rather too audibly an adaptation of the rhyme—

Tl set him up on yon crab-tree,
It's sour and dour, and sois he,

¢I reckon,” continued Matthew to little Reuben Thwaite, by
his side, as the procession started afresh, ‘I reckon you auld
Nick,” with a lurch of his thumb over hig shoulder, ‘likes Ash = u/3
Wednesday better ner this Wednesday—better ner ony Wednes-
day—for that’s the day he curses every yan all roond, and asks
the folks to say Amen tul him.’

The schoolmaster had walked demurely enough thus far ; nor
did the departure of the clergyman effect a sensible elevation of Lot s
his spirits.  Of all the mourners, the ¢ laal limber Frenchman * ’
was the most mournful,

It was a cheerless winter morning when they set out from
Shoulthwaite. The wind had never fallen since the terrible
night of the death of Angus, As they ascended the fell, how-
ever, it was full moon. 'The sun had broken languidly through
the mists that had rolled midway across the mountains, and were
now being driven by the wind in a long white continent towards
the south, there to gather between more sheltered headlands to
the strength of rain. When' they reached the top of the Arm-
both Fell the sky was clear, the sun shone brightly and bathed
the gorse that stretched for miles around in varied shades of soft
blue, brightening in some places to purple, and in other places
deepening to black. The wind was stronger here than it had been
in the valley, and blew in gusts of all but overpowering fierce-
ness from High Seat towards Glaramara. .

¢ This caps owte,’” said Matthew, as he lurched to the wind. 3 n
‘Yan waddent hev a crowful .of flesh on yan’s bones an gan | M
lived up here.’

When the procession reached the village of Watendlath &
pause was made. From this point onward the journey through
Borrowdale towards the foot of Stye Head Pass must necessarily
be a hard and tiresome one, there being scarcely a traceable
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path through the huge boulders. Here it was agreed that the
mourners on foot should turn back, leaving the more arduous
part of the journey to those only who were mounted on sure-
footed ponies. Matthew Branthwaite, Monsey Laman, and
Reuben Thwaite were among the dozen or more dalesmen who
left the procession at this point. .

When, on their return journey, they had regained the summib
of the Armboth Fell, and were about to descend past Blea Tarn
towards Wythburn, they stood for a moment at that highest
point and took a last glimpse of the mournful little company,
with the one riderless horse in front, that wended its way slowly
beyond Rosthwaite, along the banks of the winding Derwent,
which looked to them now like a thin streak of blue in the deep
valley below. . .

Soon after the procession left the house on the Moss arrange-
ments were put in progress for the meal that had to be prepared
for the mourners upon their return in the evening.

Some preliminary investigations into the quantity of food
that would have to be cooked in the hours intervening disclosed
the fact that the wheaten flour had run short, and that some one
would need to go across to the mill at Legberthwaite at once if
hot currant cake were to be among the luxuries provided for the
evening table.

So Liza took down her cloak, tied the ribbons of her bonnet
about her plump cheeks, and set out over the dale almost imme-
diately the funeral party turned the end of the lonnin. The
little creature tripped along jauntily enough, with alarge sense
of her personal consequence to the enterprises afoot, but without
an absorbing sentiment of the gravity of the occurrences that
gave rise to them. She had scarcely crossed the old bridge that
led into the Legberthwaite highway when she saw the black-
smith coming hastily from the opposite direction.

Now, Liza was not insensible of her attractions in the eyes
of that son of Vulcan, and at a proper moment she was not
indisposed to accept the tribute of his admiration. Usually,
however, she either felt or affected a measure of annoyance at
the importunity with which he prosecuted his suit, and when she
saw him coming towards her on this occasion her first feeling
was a little touched with irritation. ¢Here's this great tiresome
fellow again,’ she thought ; ¢he can never let a girl go by with-~
out speaking to her. I've a great mind to leap the fence and
cross the fields to the mill.’ :

Liza did not carry into effect the scarcely feminine athletie
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‘exercise she had proposed to herself; and this change of inten.
tion on her part opens up a more curious problem in psycholog:
‘than the little creature herself had any notion of, The fact ig
that just as Liza had resolved that she would let nothing in the
world interfere with her fixed determination not to let the young
blacksmith speak to her, she observed, to her amazement, that
the gentleman in question had clearly no desire to do s0, but
was walking past her hurriedly, and with so Preoccupied an air
as actually seemed to suggest that he was not so much as con-
scious of her presence.

It was true that Liza did not want to speak to Mr. Joseph.
It was also true that she had intended to ignore him. But that
ke should not want to speak to her, and that ke should seem to
ignore fer, was much more than could be borne by her stubborn
little bit of coquettish pride, distended at that moment, too, by
the splendours of her best attire, In short, Liza was pigued
into a desire to investigate the portentous business which had
obviously shut her out of the consciousness of the blacksmith.

* Mr, Garth,’ she said, stopping as he drew up to her.

¢Liza, is that you?’ he replied; ‘I'm in a hurry, lass—
good morning.’

‘Mr. Garth,” repeated Liza, ¢and maybe you'll tell me what’s
all your hurry about. Has some one’s horse dropped a shoe,
or is this your hooping day, or what, that you don't know a body
now when you meet one in the road ?’

¢ No, no, my lass—good morning, Liza, I must be off’

‘Very well, Mr. Garth, and if you must, you must. Im
not the one to keep anyone ’at doesn’t ant to stop; not I,
indeed,’ said Liza, tossing up her head with an air as of supreme
indifference, and turning half on her heel. ¢Next time you
speak to me, you—you—you will speak to me—mind that.’
And with an expression denoting the triumph of arms achieved
by that little outburst of irony and sarcasm combined, Liza tossed
the ribbons aside that were pattering her face in the wind, and
seemed about to continue her journey.

Her parting shot had proved too much for Mr. Garth. That
young man had stopped a few paces down the road, and between
two purposes seemed for a moment uncertain which to adopt ;
but the impulse of what he thought his love triumphed over the
impulse of what proved to be his hate. Retracing the few steps
that lay between him and the girl, he said—

‘Don’t take it cross, Liza, my lass ; if I thought you really
wanted to speak to me, I'd stop anywhere for nowt—that I would.
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T'd stop anywhere for nowt ; but you always seemed fo me over
throng with you Robbie, that yon did; but if for certain you
~ really did want me— that’s to say, want to speak to me—I'd stop
' anywhere for nowt.’ '

The liberal nature of the blacksmith’s offer did not.so much
impress the acute intelligence of the girl as the fact that Mr.
Garth was probably at that moment abroad upon an errand
which he had not undertaken from equally disinterested motives.
Concerning the nature of this errand she felt no particular
curiosity, but that it was unknown to her, and was being
withheld from her, was of itself a sufficient provocation to
investigation. '

Liza was a simple country wench, but it would be an error
to suppose that because she had been bred up in a city more
diminutive than anything that ever before gave itself the name,
and because she had lived among handlooms and milking-pails,
and had never seen a ball or an opera, worn a mask or a domino,
<he was destitute of the instinct for intrigue which in the gayer
and busier world seemsto be the heritage of half her sex. Putting
her head aside demurely, as with eyes cast down she ran her
fingers through one of her loose ribbons, she said softly—

¢ And who says I'm so very partial to Robbie? I never said
go, did I? - Not that I say T'm partial to anybody else either—
not that I say so—Joseph !’ ,

The sly emphasis which was put upon the word that expressed
Tiza’s unwillingness to commit herself to a declaration of her
affection for some mysterious entity unknown seemed to Mr.
Garth to be proof beyond contempt of question that the girl
before him implied an affection for an entity no more mysterious
than himself. The blacksmith’s face brightened, and his manner
changed. What had before been almost a supplicating tone gave
place to a tone of secure triumph.

¢Tiza,’ he said, ¢ I'm going to bring that Robbie down a peg
or two. He's been a perching himself up alongside of Ralph
Ray this last back end, but I'm going to feckle him this turn.’

¢No, Joseph ; are you going to do that, though ?” said Liza,
with a brightening face that seemed to Mr. Garth to say, ‘Do it
by all means.’

¢ Mayhap I am, said the blacksmith, significantly shaking his
head. He was snared as neatly by this simple face as ever was
a swallow by a linnet hidden in a cage among the grass.

¢ And that Ralph, too, the great lounderan fellow—he treats
me like dirt, that he does.’

et
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¢But you'll pay him out now, won’t you, Joseph?’ said Liza,
as though glorying in the blacksmith’s forthcoming glory.

¢ Liza, my lass, shall I tell you something?’ Under the fire
of a pair of coquettish little eyes, his head as well as his heart
seemed to melt, and he became eagerly communicative. Drop-
ping his voice, he said—

¢ That Ralph’s not gone away at all. He'll be at his father’s
berrying, that he will.’
 “Nay!’ cried Liza, without a prolonged accent of surprise;
and, indeed, this fact had come upon her with so much unex-
pectedness that her curiosity was now actually as well as osten-
gibly aroused.

¢ Yes,” said Mr. Garth; ¢and there’s those as knows where to
lay hands on him this very day—that there is.

¢I shouldn’t be surprised, now, if yon Robbie Anderson has
been up to something with him,’ said Liza, with a curl of the lip
intended to convey an idea of overpowering disgust at the conduct
of the absent Robbie.

¢ And maybe he has,’ said Mr. Garth, with a ponderous shake
of the head, denoting the extent of his reverse. Evidently ¢he
could an’ he would. _

¢ But yowll go to them, won’t you, Joseph? That is them
as wants them—leastways one of them—them as wants him will
go and take him, won't they 7’ :

¢That they will, said Joseph emphatically. ¢But I must be
off, lass; for I've the horses to get ready, forby the shortness of
the time.’

¢ So you're going on horseback, eh, Joey? Will it take you
long ?’

¢ A matter of two hours, for we must go by the Black Sail
and come back to Wastdale Head, and that's round-about, thou
knows.’

“So you’ll take them on Wastdale Head, then, eh?’ said
Liza, turning her head aside as though in the abundance of her
maidenly modesty, but really glancing slily under the corner of
her bonnet in the direction taken by the mourners, and wonder-
ing if they could be overtaken.

Joseph was a little disturbed to find that he had unintention«
ally disclosed so much of the design. The potency of the bright
blue eyes that looked up so admiringly into his face at the reve-
Sation of the subtlety with which he had seen through a mystery
impenetrable to less powerful vision had betrayed him into unex~
pected depths of confidence.
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Having gone so far, however, Mr. Garth evidently concluded
that the best course was to make a clean breast of it—an expe-
dient which he conceived to be insusceptibie of danger, for he
could see that the funeral party were already on the brow of the
hill.  So, with one foot stretched forward as if in the preliminary
stage of a hurried leave-taking, the blacksmith told Liza that he
had met the schoolmaster that morning, and had gathered enough
from a word the little man had dropped without thought to put

him upon the trace of the old garrulous body with whom the

schoolmaster lodged; that his mother, Mistress Garth, had

undertaken the office of sounding this person, and had learned

that Ralph had hinted that he would relieve Robbie Anderson of
his duty at the top of the Stye Head Pass.

Having heard this, Liza had heard enough, and she was not
unwilling that the blacksmith should make what speed he could
out of her sight, sc that she in turn might make what speed she
could out of his sight, and, returning to the Moss without delay,
communicate her fearful burden of intelligence to Rotha,

CHAPTER XIL

THE FLIGHT ON THE FELLS.

I.

AFTER going a few paces in order to sustain the appearance of
continuing the journey on which she had set out, Liza waited
until the blacksmith was far enough away to admit of retracing
her steps to the bridge. There she climbed the wooden fence,

and ran with all speed across the fields to Shoulthwaite. She.

entered the house in a fever of excitement, but was drawn back
to the porch by Rotha, who experienced serious difficulty in re-
straining her from a more public- exposition of the facts with
which she was full to the throat than seemed well for the tran-
quillity of the household. With quick-coming breath she blurted
out the main part of her revelations, and then paused, as much
from physical exhaustion as from an overwhelming sense of the
threatened calamity. ‘
Rotha was quick to catch the significance of the message com~
municated in Liza’s disjointed words. Her pale fuce became
paler, the sidelong look that haunted her eyes came back to them
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at this moment, her tremulous lips trembled visibly, and for a
few minutes she stood apparently powerless and irresolute.

Then the light of determination returned to the young girl’s
face. Leaving Liza in the poreh, she went into the house for her
cloak ‘and hood. When she rejoined her companion her mind
was made up to a daring enterprise.

¢The men of Wythburn, such of them as we can trust,’ she
gaid, ‘are in the funeral train. We must go ourselves; at least
I must go.’ :

‘Do let me go, too, said Liza; ¢but where are you going?’

¢ Mo cross the fell to Stye Head.

¢We can’t go there, Rotha—two girls.’

¢What of that? But you need not go. It’s eight miles
across, and I may run most of the ‘way. They’ve been gone
pearly an hour; they are out of sight. I must make the short
cut through the heather.

The prospect of the inevitable excitement of the adventure,
amounting, in Liza's mind, to a sensation equivalent to sport,
prevailed over her dread of the difficulties and dangers of a
perilous mountain journey, and she again begged to be permitted
to go.

g Are you quite sure you wish it?’ said Rotha, not without
an underlying reluctance to accept of her companionship. ‘It'sa
rugged journey. We must walk under Glaramara.’ She spoke
as though she had the right of maturity of years to warn her
friend against a hazardous project.

Liza protested that nothing would please her but to go. She
accepted without a twinge the implication of superiority of will
and physique which the young daleswoman arrogated. If social
advantages had counted for anything, they must have been all in
Liza's favour ; but they were less than nothing in the person of
this ruddy girl against the natural strength of the pale-faced
young woman, the days of whose years scarcely numbered more
than her own. :

¢ We must set off at once,’ said Rotha; ¢ but first I must go
to Fornside.

To go round by the tailor’s desolate cottage did not sensibly
impede their progress. Rotha had paid hurried visits daily to her
forlorn little home since the terrible night of the death of the
master of Shoulthwaite. She had done what she could to make
the cheerless house less cheerless. She had built a fire on the
hearth and spread out her father’s tools on the table before the
window at which he worked. Nothing had tempted him to
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return, Each morning she found everything exactly ag she had
left it the morning before. o :

When the girls reached the cottage, Liza instinctively dropped
back. Rotha’s susceptible spirit perceived the restraint, and suf-
fered from the sentiment of dread which it implied,

¢ Stay here, then,” she said, in reply to her companion’s un-
spoken reluctance to go farther. In less than a minute Rotha
had returned. Her eyes were wet. '

‘ He is not here,’ she said, without other explanation. ¢ Could
we not go up the fell 7’

The girls turned towards the Fornside Fell on an errand which
both understood and neither needed to explain,

‘Do the words of a song ever torment you, Liza—rising up
in your mind again and again, and refusing to go away?’

¢ No—why ?” said Liza, simply.

‘ Nothing—only I can’t get a song out of my head to-day. It
eomes back and back—

One lonely foot sounds on the keep,
And that’s the warder’s tread.’

The girls had not gone far when they saw the object of their
search leaning over a low wall, and holding his hands to his eyes
as though straining his sight to catch a view of some object in the
distance. Simeon Stagg was already acquiring the abandoned
look of the man who is outlawed from his fellows. Iis hair and
beard were growing long, shaggy, and unkempt. They were
beginning to be frosted with grey. His dress was loose; he wore
no belt. The haggard expression, natural to his thin face, had
become more marked,

Sim had not seen the girls, and in the prevailing wind his
quick ear had not caught the sound of their footsteps until they
were nearly abreast of him. When he became fully conscious of
their presence, Rotha was standing by his side, with her hand on
his arm, Liza was a pace or two behind.

¢ Father,” said Rotha, ‘are you strong enough to make a long
journey ?’

Sim had turned his face full on his daughter’s with an expres-
sion of mingled shame, contrition, and pride. It was as though
hig heart yearned for that love which he thought he had forfeited
the right to claim.

In a few words Rotha explained the turn of events. Sim’s
agitation overpowered him. He walked to and fro in short, fitful
steps, crying that there was no help, no help.

o
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¢T thought I saw three men leading three horses up High Seat
from behind the smithy. It must have been those very taistrels,
it must. I was looking at them the minute you came up. See,
there they are—there beyond the ghyll on the mere side of yon
big bowder. But they’ll be at the top in a crack, that they will
—and the best man in Wythburn will be taken—and there’s no
help, no help.’

The little man strode up and down, his long nervous fingers
twitching at his beard.

¢ Yes, but there ¢s help,’ said Rotha; ¢there must be.’

‘How? how? tell me—jyou're like your mother, you are—
that was the very look she had.’ ’

¢ Tell me, first, if Ralph intended to be on Stye Head or Wast-
dale Head. ‘

¢ He did—Stye Head—he left me to go there at daybreak this
morning.’

¢ Then he can be saved,” said the girl firmly. ¢The mourners
must follow the path. They have the body and they will go
slowly. It will take them an hour and a half more to reach the
foot of the pass. In that time Liza and I can cross the fell by
Harrop Tarn and Glaramara and reach the foot, or perhaps the
head, of the pass. But this is not enough. The constables will
not follow the road taken by the funeral. They know that if
Ralph is at the top of Stye Head he will be on the look-out for
the procession, and must see them as well as it.’

- ¢It's true, 16 is,” said Sim, ’

¢ They will, as the blacksmith said, go through Honister and
Scarf Gap and over the Black fail to Wastdale. They will ride
fust, and, returning to Stye Head, hope to come upon Ralph from
bebind and capture him unawares. Father,’ continued Rotha—
and the girl spoke with the determination of a strong man—*¢if
you go over High Seat, cross the dale, walk past Dale Head,
and keep on the far side of the Great Gable, you will cut off half
the journey and be there as soon as the constables, and you may
keep them in sight most of the way. Can you do this? haveyou
the strength? You look worn and weak.’

¢I can—I have—I'll go at once. It’s life or death to the best
man in the world, that it1s.

- ¢ There’s not a moment to be lost, Liza, we must not delay
an instant longer.’
I

Long before the funeral train had reached the top of the
Armboth Fell, Ralph Ray stood on the summit of Stye Head,
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watching for the first glimpse of it at the point at which it must
emerge. 'The recent frost had disappeared even at this altitude.
Ralph had walked over the more rugged parts of the pass, and
had satisfied himself that there was no danger to be apprehended
on this score, The ghyll was swollen by thethaw. The wate1s
fell heavily over the great stones, and sent up clouds of spray,
which were quickly dissipated by the wind. Huge hillocks of
yellow foam gathered in every sheltered covelet. The roar of
the cataract in the ravine silenced the voice of the tempest that
raged above if.

From the heights of the Great Gable the wind came in all
but overpowering gusts across the top of the pass. Ralph had
been thrown off his feet at one moment by the fierceness of a
terrific blast. It was the same terrible storm that began on the
night of his father’s death. Ralph had at first been anxious for
the safety of the procession that was coming, but he had found a
more sheltered pathway under a deep line of furze bushes, and
through this he meant to pioneer the procession when it arrived.
There was one gap in the furze at the mouth of a tributary ghyll.
The wind was strong in this gap, which seemed like a natural
channel to carry it southward ; butthe gap was narrow, it would
soon be crossed.

From the desultory labour of such investigations Ralph re-
turned again and again to the head of the great cleft and locked
out into the distance of hills and dales. The long coat he wore
fell below his knees, and was strapped tightly with a girdle, He
wore a close-fitting cap, from beneath which his thick hair fell
in short wavelets that were tossed by the wind., His dog,
Laddie, was with him.

Ralph took up a position within the shelter of a boulder,
and waited long, hiseyes fixed on the fell six miles down the dale.

The procession emerged at length, The chill and cheerless
morning scemed at once to break into a spring brightness—there
at least, if not here. Through the leaden wintry sky the sun
broke down the hilltop at that instant in a shaft of bright light.
It fell like an oasis over the solemn company walking there.
Then the shaft widened and stretched into the dale, and then the
mists that rolled midway between him and it passed away, and a
blue sky was over all, :

I,

¢ Which way now?’ :

¢ Well, I reckon there be two roads; may beyou'd like

¢ Which way now? Quick, and no clatter!’
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*Then gang your gate down between Dale Head and Grey
Knotts as far as Honister.’ : ;

¢ Let’s hope you're a befter guide than constable, young man,
or, asthat old fellow said in the road this morning, we'll fley the
bird and not grip him. Your clattering tongue had served us a
scurvy trick, my man ; let your head serve us in better stead, or
mayhap youll lose both—who knows?’

The three men rode as fast as the uncertain pathway between
the mountains would allow. DMr. Garth mumbled something
beneath his breath. He was beginning to wish himself well out
of an ungracious business. Not even revenge swectened by
profit could sustain his spirits under the battery of the combined
ridicule and contempt of the men he had undertaken to serve.

¢A fine wild-goose chase this,’ said one of the constables. He
had not spoken before, but had toiled along on his horse at the
obvious expenditure of much physical energy and more temper.

¢ Grumbling again, Jonathan; when will you be content ?’
The speaker was a little man with keen eyes, a supercilious smile,
a shrill sharp voice, and peevish manners.

-¢ Not while I'm in danger of breaking my neck every step—
or being lost on a moor nearly as trackless as an ocean—or
swallowed up in mists like the clouds of steam in a century of
washing days, or drowned in the soapsuds of ugly, gaping pits—
tarns you call them, I believe. And all for nothing, too—not

so much as the glint of a bad guinea will we get out of this fine

job, . :
4 Don’t be too sure of that,’ said the little man. ¢If thisblock-
head here,” with a Iurch of the head backwards to where the black-
smith rode behind, ¢ hasn’t blundered in his * reckonings,” we'll
bag the game yet. :
¢ That you never will, mark my words. I’ve taken the mea-
sure of our man before to-day. He’s enough for fifty such as

our precious guide. I knew what I was doing when I went back:

last time and left him.’ .

¢ Ah, they rather laughed at you then, didn’t they ?—hinted.

you were a bit afraid,” said the little man, with a cynical smile.
¢ They may laugh again, David, if they like; and the man

that laughs loudest, let him be the first to come in my place next

bout ; he’ll be welcome.’

~ “Well, I must say, this is strange langnage. I never talked

like that—never. * It’s in contempt of duty, nothing less,” said

Constable David.

¢ Oh, you're the sort of man that sticks the thing you call

i
i
1
H
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duty above everything else—above wife, life, and all the rest of
it—and when duty’s done with you it generally sticks you below
everything else, I've been a fool in my time, David, but I was
never a fool of that sort. I've never been the dog to dropa good
jawful ofsolids to snap at its shadow. When I've been that dog
T've quietly put my meat down on the plank, ard then
There’s arother break-neck paving-stone—*bowders” you call
them. No horse alive could keep its feet in such country.’

The three men rode some distance in silence. Then the
little man, who kept a few yards in front, drew up and said—

‘You say the warrant was not on Wilson’s body when you
gearched it. Is it likely that some of these dalesmen removed it
before you came down ?’

‘Yes, one dalesman. But that job must have been done
when another bigger job was done. It wasn't done afterwards.
I was down next morning, I was sent after the old Scotch-
man.’

¢ Didn’t it occur to you that the man to whose interest it was
to have that warrant had probably got hold of it ?’

‘Yes; and that he'd burnt it, too. A man doesn’t from

choice carry a death-warrant next his heart. It would make a
bad poultice.’ ’

¢ What now,’ cried the little man to the blacksmith, who had
been listening to the conversation, and in his amazement and
confusion had unconsciously pulled at the reins of his horse,
and brought it to a stand. . -

‘What are you gaping at now? Come, go along in front.
Is this your Scarf Gap ? ' .

Iv.

Simeon Stagg had followed the three men closely enough to
keep them in view, and yet had kept far enough away to escape
identification. Ascending the Bleaberry Fell, he had descended
into Watendlath, and crossed under the‘Bowder’ stone as the
men passed the village of Rosthwaite. He had lost sight of them
for a while asthey went up towards Honister, but when he had
gained the breast of Grey Knotts he could clearly descry them

“two miles away ascending the Scarf Gap. If he could but pass
Brandreth before they reached the foot of the Black Sail he would
have no fear of being seen, and, what was of more consequence,
he would have no doubt of being at Stye Head before them.
He could then get in between the Kirk Fell and the Great
Gable long before they could round the Wastdale Head and
return to the pass.
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But how weak he felt! How jaded these few miles had
made him! Sim remembered that he had eaten little for three
days. Would his strength outlast the task before him? It
should ; it must do so. Injured by tyranny, the affections of
this worn-out outcast among men had, like wind-tossed trees,
wound their roots about a rock from which no tempest could tear
them. ’ ‘

Sim’s step sometimes quickened to a run and sometimes
dropped to a laboured slouch. - The deep declivities, the precipi-
tous ascents, the broad chasm-like basins, the running streams,
the soft turf, had tried sorely the little strength that remained to
him. Sometimes he would sit for a minute with his long thin
hand pressed hard upon his beart; then he would start away
afresh, but rather by the impulse of apprehension than by that
of renewed strength. '

Yes, he was now at the foot of Brandreth, and the horses and
their riders had not emerged above the Scarf. Iow hot and
thirsty he felt! Here stood a shepherd’s cottage—the first human
habitation he had passed since he left Watendlath. Should he
ask for some milk? It would refresh and sustain him. As Sim
~ stood mear the gate of the cottage, doubtful whether to go in or

go on, the shepherd’s wife came out. Would she give him a
drink of milk? Yes, and welcome. The woman looked closely
at him, and Sim shrank under her steady gaze. He was too far
from Wythburn to be dogged by the suspicion of crime, yet his
conscience tormented him. Did all the world, then, know that
Simeon Stagg would have been a murderer if he could—that in
fact he had committed murder in his heart? Could he never
escape from the unspoken reproach? Noj; not even on the
heights of these solitary hills!

The woman turned about and went into the house for the
milk, While she was gone, Sim stood at the gate. In an in-
stant the thought of his own necessities, his own distresses, gave
place to the thought of Ralph Ray’s. At that instant he turned
his eyes again to the Scarf Gap. The three men had covered the
top, and were on the more level side of the hill, riding hard down
towards Ennerdale. They would be upon ‘him in ten minutes
more.

The woman was coming from her house with a cup of milk
in her hand; but, without waiting to accept of it, Sim started
away and ran at his utmost speed over the fell. The woman.
stood with the cup in her hand, watching the thin figure vanish-
ing in the distance, and wondering if it had been an apparitions-
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v. . :

‘You can’t understand why Mr. Wilfrey Lawson is so keen
¢o lay hands on this man Ray ?’ said Constable David,

“That I cannot,’ said Constable Jonathan. ’ :

¢ Why, isn’t it encugh that he was in the trained bands of the
Parliament ?’ :

¢ Enough for the King-—and this new law of Puritan exter-
mination—yes; for Master Wilfrey—no. Besides, the people
can’t stand this hanging of the old Puritan soldiers much longer.
The country had been worried and flurried by the Parliament,
and cried out like a wearied man for rest—any sort of rest—
and it has got it—got it with a vengeance. But there’s no rest
more restless than that of an active man except that of an active
country, and England won’t put up with this butchering of men
to-day for doing what was their duty yesterday—yes, their duty,
for that’s what you call it.’

¢ 8o you think Master Wilfrey means to set a double trap for
Ray ?’

7 T don’t know what he means; but he doesn’s hunt down a
common Roundhead out of thousands with nothing but « duty "
in his head —that’s not Master Wilfrey Lawson’s way.’

¢ But this man was a captain of the trained bands latterly,’
said the little constable. ¢Fellow,’ he cried to Mr. Garth, who
rode along moodily enough in front of them, ¢ did this Ray ever
brag to you of what he did as captain in the army ?°

‘What was he? Captn? I never heard on’t,} growled the
blacksmith.

¢ Brag—pshaw! He’s hardly the man for that,’ said Con-
stable Jonathan,

‘I mind they crack’t of his saving the life of old Wilson,’
said Mr, Garth, growling again.

¢ And if he took it afterwards, what matter ?’ said Constable
Jonathan, with an expression of contempt. ‘Push on, there.
Here we're at the top. Is it down now? What's that below ?
A house, truly—a house at last. Who’s that running from it?
We must be near our trysting-place. Is that our man ? Come,
if we are to do this thing, let us do it.’

‘It's the fellow Ray, to a certainty,’ eaid the little man, prick-

_ ing his horse into a canter as soon as he reached the first fields ,

of Ennerdale. )
In a few minutes the three men had drawn up at the cottage
on the breast of Brandreth where Sim had asked for a drink,
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_ ¢Mistress! Hegh! hegh! Who was the man that left you
just now ?” S
¢1 dunnet know wha’t war—some feckless body, I'm afeart.
e was a’ wizzent and savvorless, Ile begged ma a drink o
milk, but lang ere a cud cum tul him he was gane his gate like
yan dazt-like.

“Who could this be? It's not our man clearly. Who could
it be, blacksmith ?’ )

The gentleman addressed had turned alternately white and
ved at the woman’s description. There had flashed upon his
brain the idea that little Lizzie Branthwaite had betrayed him.

¢ T reckon it must have been that hang-gallows of a tailor—
that Sim, he said, perspiring from head to foot. B

¢ And he's here to carry tidings of our coming. Push on—
follow the man—heed this blockhead no longer.’

VI

The procession of mourners, with Robbie Anderson and the
mare at its head, had walked slowly down Borrowdale after the
men on foot had turned back towards Wythburn. Following
the course of the winding Derwent, they had passed the vil-
lages of Stonethwaite and Seathwaite, and in two hours from the
time they set out from Shoulthwaite they had reached the foot of
Stye Head Pass, The brightness of noon had now given place
to the chill leaden atmosphere of a Cumbrian December.

In the bed of the dale they were sheltered from the wind, but
they saw the mists torn into long streaks overhead, and knew
that the storm had not abated. When they came within easy
range of the top of the great gap between the mountains over
which they were to pass, they saw for a moment a man’s figure
¢learly outlined against the sky. ‘

¢ He's yonder,’ thought Robbie, and urged on the mare with
her burden. He remembered that Ralph had said, ¢ Chain the
young horse to the mare at the bottom of the pass,’ and he did
0. Before going far, however, he found this new arrangement
impeded rather than accelerated their progress.

¢ The pass has too many ing and outs for this,” he thought,
and he unchained the horses. Then they went up the ravine
with the loud ghyll boiling into foam at one side of them.,

VIL

¢Y cannot go farther, Rotha. T must sit down. My foot is

gwelling, The bandage is bursting it.’

#Try, my girl; only try a little longer: only hold out .

w0 WAL
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five minutes more; only five short minutes, and we may be
there.’ ' '

¢It’s of no use trying,’ said Liza with a whimper; ¢ P've tried -

and tried; I must sit down or I shall faint.’ The girl dropped
down on to the grass and began to untie a linen bandage that
was about her ankle, '

¢O dear! O dear! There they are, more than half way up
the pass. They’ll be at the top in ten minutes! And there’s
Ralph; yes, I can see him and the dog. What shall we do?
‘What can we do?’ ' : :

¢ Go and leave me and come back—no, no, not that either;
don’t leave me in this place,” said Liza, crying piteously and
moaning with the pain of a sprained foot,

¢ Impossible,” said Rotha. ‘I might never find you again on
this pathless fell.’

¢O that unlucky stone !> whimpered Liza, ‘ I'm bewitched,
surely. It’s that Mother Garth ?

¢ Ab, he sees us,’ said Rotha. She was standing on a piece
of rock and waving a scarf in the wind. ¢Yes, he sees us and
answers, But what will he understand by that? O dear!
O dear! Would that I could make Willy see, or Robbie—
perhaps they would know. Where can father be? O where?’

A terrible sense of powerlessness came upon Rotha as she
stood beside her prostrate companion within sight of the goal she
had laboured to gain, and the strong-hearted girl burst into a
flood of tears.

VIIL

Yes, from the head of the pass Ralph Ray saw the scarf that

was waved by Rotha, but he was too far away to recognise the
irls.

o Two women, and one of them lying,’ he thought; ¢there

‘has been an accident.’

Where he stood the leaden sky had broken into a drizzling
rain, which was being driven before the wind in clouds like mist.
It was soaking the soft turf, and lying heavy on the thick moss
that coated every sheltered stone.

¢ Slipt a foot, no doubt,” thought Ralph. ‘I must ride over
to them when the horses come up and have crossed the pass; I
cannot go before.’

The funeral train was now in sight. In a few minutes more
it would be at his side. Yes, there was Robbie Anderson lead-
ing the mare. He had not chained the young horse, but that

could be done at this point. It should have been done at the

bottom, however. How had Robbie forgotten it ?
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Ralph’s grave face became yet more grave as he looked down
at the solemn company approaching him. Willy had recognised
him. See, his head drooped as he sat in the saddle. At this
instant Ralph thought no longer of the terrible incidents and the
more terrible revelations of the past few days. He thought not
at all of the untoward fortune that had placed him where he
stood. He saw only the white burden that was strapped to the

- mare, and thought only of him with whom his earliest memories

were entwined. _

Raising his head, and dashing the gathering tears from his
eyes, he saw one of the women on the hill opposite running
towards him and crying loudly, as if in fear; buf the wind
carried away her voice, and he could not catch her words.
From her gestures, however, he gathered that something had

" occurred behind him. No harm to the funeral train could come

of their following on a few paces, and Ralph turned about and
walked rapidly upwards. Then the woman’s voice seemed
louder and shriller than ever, and appeared -to cry in an agony
of distress.

Ralph turned again and stood. Had he mistaken the ges-
ture? Had something happened to the mourners? No, the
mare walked calmly up the pass. What could it mean ? Still
the shrill cry came to him, and still the words of it were borne -
-away by the wind. Something was wrong—something serious.
He must go farther and see. ' :

Then in an instant he became conscious that Simeon Stagg
was running towards him with a look of terror. Close behind
him were two men, mounted, and a third man rode behind them.
Sim was being pursued. His frantic manner denoted it. Ralph
did not ask himself why. He ran towards Sim. Quicker than
speech, and before Sim had recovered breath, Ralph had swung
himself about, caught the bridles of both horses, and by the violent
lurch had thrown both riders from their seats. Bub neither
seemed hurt. Leaping to their feet together, they bounded down
upon Ralph, and laying firm hold upon him tried to manacle
him. )

Then, with the first moment of reflection, the truth flashed
upon him. Itwas be who had been pursued, and he had thrown
himself into the arms of his pursuers.

They were standing by the gap in the furze bushes. The

- mourners were at the top of the pass, and they saw what had

happened. Robbie Anderson was coming along faster with the

Cmuare.  The two men suw that help for their prisoner was at

H
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hand. They dropped the manacles, and tried to throw Ralph
on to the back of ¢ne of their horses. Sim was dragging their
horse away. The dog was barking furiously and tearing at their
legs. But they were succeeding : they were overpowering him;
they had him on the ground. , o
 "Now, they were all in the gap of the furze bushes, struggling
in the shallow stream. Robbie dropped the reins of the mare, and
ran to Ralph’s aid. At that moment a mighty gust of wind
came down from the fell, and swept through the channel. It
caught the mare, and startled by the loud cries of the men and
the barking of the dog, and affrighted by the tempest, she started
away at a terrific gallop over the mountains, with the coffin on
her back. ,
¢ The mare, the madre !’ cried Ralph, who had seen the acci-
dent as Robbie dropped the reins; ¢ for God’s sake, after her!’

The strength of ten men came into his limbs at this. He
rose from where the men held him down, and threw them from
him as if they had been green withes that he snapped asunder.
They fell on either side, and lay where they fell. Then he ran
to where the young horse stood a few paces away, and lifting the
boy from the saddle leapt into it himself. In a moment he was
galloping after the mare.

But she had already gone far. She was flying before the
wind towards the great dark pikes in the distance. Already the
mists were obscuring her. Ralph followed on and on, until the
company that stood as though paralysed on the pass could see
him no more.

CHAPTER XIIIL
A ’BATABLE POINT.

WaeN Constable David tried to rise after that fall, he discovered
too many reasons to believe that his leg had been broken., Con-

stable Jonathan had fared better as to wind and limb, but upon-

regaining his feet he found the voice of duty silent within him
as to the necessity of any further action such as might expose
him to more serious disabilities. With the spirit of the pro-
fessional cowbatant, he rather admired the prowess of their
adversary, and certainly bore him no ill-will because he had
vanquished them.

¢ The man’s six foot high if he's an inch, and has the strength

s ,

[
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of an ox,” h2 said, as he bent over his coadjutor and inquired
into the nature of his bruises.

Constable David seemed disposed to exhibit less of the resig-
nation of a brave humility that can find solace and even food for
gelf-flattery in defeat, than of the vexation of a cowardly pride
that cannot reconcile itself to a stumble and a fall.

Tt all comes of that waistrel Mister Burn-the-wind,’ he said,
meaning to indicate the blacksmith by this contemptuous allusion
to that gentleman’s profession.

Constable Jonathan could not forbear a laugh at the name,
and at the idea it suggested.

¢ Ay, but if he’d burned the wind this time instead of blowing
it,” he said, ¢we might have raised it between us. Come, let me
raise you into this saddle instead.” Iegh, hegh, though,” he
continued, as the horse lurched from him with every gust, ‘no
need to raise the wind up here. Fasy—there—you’re right now,

-T think.” You’ll need to ride on one stirrup.’

It was perhaps natural that the constabulary view of the
disaster should be limited to the purely legal aspect of the loss
of a prisoner; but the subject of the constable’s reproaches was
not so far dominated by official ardour as to be insensible to the
terrible accident of the flight of the horse with the corpse. M.
Garth had brought his own horse to a stand at some twenty paces
from the spot where Ralph Ray had thrown his companions from
their saddles, and in the combat ensuing he had not experienced
any unconquerable impulse to participate on the side of what
stood to him for united revenge and profit, if not for justice also.
When, in the result, the mare fled over the fells, he sat as one
Eetriﬁed until Robbie Anderson, who had earlier recovered from

is own feeling of stupefaction, and in the first moment of return-
ing consciousness had recognised the blacksmith and guessed the
sequel of the rencontre, brought him up to a very lively sense of the
situation by bringing him down to his full length on the ground
with the timely administration of a well-planted blow. Mr.
Garth was probably too much taken by surprise to repay the
obligation in kind, but he rapped out a'volley of vigorcus oaths
that fell about his adversary as fast as a hen could peck. Then
he remounted his horse, and, with such show of valorous re-
Iuctance as could still be assumed after so unequivocal an over-
throw, he made the best of haste away.

He was not yet, however, entirely rewarded for his share in
the day’s proceedings. Ho had almost reached Wythburn on his

return home when he had the singular ill-fortune to encounter
o om2
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Liza. That young damsel was huddled, rather than seated, on
the back of a horse, the property of one of the mourners whom
Rotha had succeeded in hailing to their rescue. With Rotha
walking by her side, she was now plodding along towards the
city in a teniper primed by the accidents of the day to a condi-
tion of the highest irascibility. As a matter of fact, Liza, in her
secret heart; was chiefly angry with herself for the reckless leap
over a big stone that had given the sprained ankle under the
pains of which she now groaned; but it was due to the illogical
instincts of her sex that she could not consciously take so Spartan
a view of her position as to blame herself for what had happened.

It was at this scarcely promising juncture of accident and
temper that she came upon the blacksmith, and at the first sight
of him all the bitterness of feeling that had been brewing and
fermenting within her, and in default of a proper object had been:
discharged on the horse, on the saddle, on the roads, and even on
Rotha, found a full and magnificent outlet on the person of Mr.

- . Joseph Garth.

) e While that gentleman had been jogging along homewards he
W \' had been fostering uncomfortable sentiments of spite respecting
A\ ¢ the ¢laal hussy’ who had betrayed him. He had been mentally
< rehearsing the withering reproaches and yet more withering
glances which he meant to launch forth upon her when next it
- should be her misfortune to cross his path.  Such disloyalty, such
an underband way of playing double, secemed to Mr. Garth
deserving of any punishment short of that physical one which it
would be most enjoyable to inflict, but which it might not, with
that Robbie in the way, be quite so pleasant to stand responsible
for. Perhaps it was due to an illogical instinct of the black-
gmith’s sex that his conscience did not trouble him when he
was concocting these pains and penalties for duplicity. Certainly,
when the two persons in question came face to face at the turn-
ing of the pack-horse road towards the city, logic played an in-

finitesimal part in their animated intercourse.

Mr. Garth meant to direct a scorching sneer as silent pre-
amble to his discourse ; but owing to the fact that Robbie’s blow
had fallen about the blacksmith’s eyes, and that those organs had
since become sensibly eclipsed by a prodigious and discoloured
gwelling, what was meant for a withering glance looked more like
a meaningless grin. At this apparent levity under her many
distresses, Liza’s wrath rose to boiling-point, and she burst out
upon Mr. Joseph with more of the homespun of the country-side
than ever fell from her lips in calmer moments,
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¢Thoo dummel-head, thoo, she said, ‘thoo’rt as daft as a
besom. 'Thoo hes made a botch on't, thoo blatherskite. Stick
- that in thy gizzern, and don’t thoo go bumman aboot like a bee
in a bottle—thoo Judas, thoo.’

Mr. Garth was undoubtedly taken by surprise this time. To
be attacked in such a way by the very person he meant to attack,
to be accounted the injurer by the very person who, he thought,
had injured him, sufficed to stagger the blacksmith’s dull brains.

¢Nay, nay, he said, when he had recovered his breath ; ‘who’s
the Judas 7—that’s a ’batable poins, I reckon.’

¢Giss !’ cried Liza, without waiting to comprehend the signi-
ficance of the insinuation, and—like a true woman—not dream-
ing that a charge of disloyalty could be advanced against her;
¢Giss ! giss!’—the call to swine—¢ thoo’rt thy mother’s awn son
—the witch.’

Utterly deprived of speech by this maidenly outburst of
vituperation, Mr. Garth lost all that self- control which his quieter
judgment had recognised as probably necessary to the satety of
his own person. White with anger, he raised his hand to strike
Tiza, who thereupon drew up, and, giving him a vigorous slap
on each cheek, said—* Keep thy neb oot of that, thoo bummeller,
and go fratch with Robbie Anderson—I hear he dinged thea
ower, thoo sow-faced 'un.’

The mention of this name served as a timely reminder to Mr..

Garth, who dropped his arm and rode away muttering savagely
under his breath. '

‘Don’t come hankerin’ after me again,’ cried Liza (rather
annecessarily) after his vanishing figure.

This outburst was at least serviceable in discharging all the .

ill-nature from the girl’s breast; and when she had watched the
blacksmith wuntil he had disappeared, she replied to Rotha's
remonstrances ag so much scarcely girl-like abuse by a burst of
the heartiest girlish laughter. .

There was much commotion at the Red Lion that night. The
¢ maister men’ who had left the funeral procession at Watendlath
made their way first to the village inn, intending to spend there
the hours that must intervene before the return of the mourners
to Shoulthwaite. They had not been long seated over their pots
when the premature arrival of John Jackson and some of the
other dalesmen who had been ¢ sett’ on the way to Gosforth led to
an explanation of the disaster that had occurred on the pass.
The consternation of the frequenters of the Red Lion, as of the

I
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citizens of Wythburn generally, was as great as their surprise.
Nothing so terrible had happened within their experience. They
had the old Cumbrian horror of an accident to the dead. No-
prospect was dearer to their hope than that of a happy death,
and no reflection was more comforting than that one day they
would have a suitable burial. Neither of these had Angus had.
A violent end, and no grave at all; nothing but this wild ride
across the fells that might last for days or months, There was
surely something of Fate in it.

The dalesmen gathered about the fire at the Red Lion with
the silence that comes of awe.

¢ A sad hap, this,’ said Reuben Thwaite, lifting both hands.

‘T reckon we must all turn out at the edge of the dawn
to morrow, and see what we can do to find old Betsy,’ said Mr.
Jackson.

Matthew Branthwaite’s sagest saws had failed him. Such a
contingency as this had never been foreseen by that dispenser of
proverbs. It had lifted him out of himself. Matthew’s sturdy
individualism might have taken the form of liberalism, or perhaps
materialism, if it had appeared two centuries later; but in the
period in which his years were cast, the art of keeping close to
the ground had not been fully learned, Matthew was filled with
a sentiment which he neither knew nor attempted to define. At
Jleast he was sure that the mare was not to be caught. It was to
be a dispensation somehow and someway that the horse should
gallop over the hills with its dead burden to its back from year’s
end to year’s end. When Mr. Jackson suggested that they should
start out in search of it, Matthew said :

o ¢ Nay, John, nowt of the sort. Ye may gang ower the fell,
M~ but ye'll git na Betsy. It's as Itelt thee; it’s a Fate. It'll be a
¢ tale for iv'ry mother to flyte childer with.’

‘The wind did come with a great bouze, said John. ‘It
must have been the helm-wind, for sure; yet I cannot mind that
I saw the helm-bar. Never in my born days did I see a horse go
off with such a burr.’

¢ And you could not catch hold on it, any of you, ey ?”’ asked
one of the company with a shadow of a sneer.

9. t ¢ Shaf! dost thoo think yon fell’s like a blind lonnin?’ said

* Matthew.

dq - { . ¢ Nay, but it’s a bent place,’ continued Mr. Jackson. ‘How
L‘(Q\\ it dizzled and dozzled, too! And what a fratch yon was! My

i word! but Ralph did ding them over, both of them !’

¢ Ie favours his father, does Ralph,’ said Matthew.

8
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¢Ey! he’s his father’s awn git,’ chimed Reuben. ¢But that
. Joe Garth is a merry-begot, I'll swear.’ v

¢Shaf! he hesn’t a bit of nater intil him, nowther back nor
ond. He's nowt but riffraff, said Matthew. Ralph Ray’s peril
and escape were incidents too uniraportant to break the spell of
the accident to the body of his father.

Robbie Anderson turned in late in the evening.

¢ Here’s a sorry home coming,’ hesaid as he entered.

Tt was easy to see that Robbie was profoundly agitated., Hisg
eyes were aflame; he rose and sat, walked a pace or two and
stood, passed his fingers repeatedly through his short curly beard,
slapped his knee, and called again and again for ale. " When he
spoke of the accident on the fell, he laughed with a wild effort at
a forced and unnatural gaiety. _

¢It’s all along of my being dintless, so it is,” he muttered,
after little Reuben Thwaite had repeated for some fresh batch of
inquirers the story, so often told, of how the mare toock to
flight, and of how Ralph leaped on to the young horse in pursuit
of it.

¢ All along of you, Robbie—how’s that, man ?’

¢Tf I'd chained the young horse at the bottom of the hill
there would have been no mare to run away, none.’

‘Tt's like that were thy orders, then, Robbie?’

¢Tt were that, damn me, it were—the schoolmaster there, he
knows it.

¢Ralph told him to do ity I heard him myself; said Monseyy
from his place in the chimney-nook, where he sat bereft of his
aportive spirit, yeb quite oblivious of the important part which
his own loquacity had unwittingly played in the direful tragedy.

¢ But never bother now. Bring me more ale, mistress : quick
now, my lass.’ »

Robbie had risen once more, and was tramping across the
floor in his excitement.

(What's come over Robbie?’' whispered Reuben to Mat-
thew. ¢ What fettle’s he in—doldrums, I reckon.’

¢ Tak na note on him, Robbie’s going off agen I'm afeart.
He's broken loose. This awesome thing is like to turn the lad’s
heed, for he’d the say ower it all.’

¢ Come, lass, quick with the ale.”

¢ Ye've had eneuf, Robbie,’ said the hostess. ¢ Go thy ways
home. Thou findst the beer very heady, lad. Thou shalt have
more in the morning. )

¢ To-night, lass—I must have some to-night, that I must.’
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¢Robbie is going off agen, surely,” whispered Reuben. ¢It’s
2 SorTry s1ght when yon lad takes to the drink. He'll be deed
drunk soon.’

¢ Say nowt to him,” answered Matthew ‘He's fair daft fo-
neet.’

The evening was far advanced when the dalesmen rose to go.

¢Our work’s cut out for us in the morning, men,’ said John
Jackson., ¢ Let’s off to our beds.’

CHAPTER XIV.

UNTIL THE DAY BREAK.
Until the day break, and the shadows flee away.

It was not at first that Ralph was a prey to sentiments of horror,
His physical energy dominated all emotion, and left no room for
terrible imaginings—no room for a full realisation of what had
occurred. That which appeared to paralyse the others—that
which by its ghastly reality appeared to fix them to the earth
“with the rigidity of stone—endowed him with a power that seemed

all but superhuman, and inspired him with an impulse that leapt-

to its fulfilment.

Mounted on the young horse, he galloped after the mare
along the long range of the pikes, in and out of their deep caver-
nous alcoves, up and down their hillocks and hollows, over
boulders, over streams, across ghylls, through sinking sloughs
and with a drizzling rain overhead. At one moment he caughs
sight of the mare and her burden as they passed swiftly over a
protruding headland which was capped from his point of view by
nothing but the mist and the sky. Then he followed on the
harder; but faster than his horse could gallop over the pathlesg
mountains galloped the horse of which he was in pursuit. He
could see the mare no more. Yet he rode on and on.

When he reached the extremity of the dark range and stood
at that point where Great Howe fringes downward to the plain,
he turned about and rode back on the opposite side of the pikes.
Once more he rode in and out of cavernous alcoves, up and
down hillocks and hollows, over boulders, over streams, across
rivers, through sinking sloughs, and still with a drizzling rain
overhead. The mare was nowhere to be seen.

Then’ he rode on to where the three ranges of mountaing

T frer—
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meet at Angle Tarn, dnd taking first the range nearest the pikes
he rode under the Bow Fell, past the Crinkle Crags to the
Three-Shire Stones at the foot of Greyfriars, where the mountains
slope downward to the Duddon valley. Still the mare was
nowhere to be seen. : :

Returning then to the Angle Tarn, he followed the only remain-
ing range past the Pike of Stickle until he looked into the black
depths of the Dungeon Ghyll. And still the mare was nowhere
to be seen. Fear was behind her, and only by fear could she be
overtaken. It was at about two o’clock in the afternoon that the
disaster had occurred. It was now fully three hours later, and
the horse Ralph rode, fatigued and well-nigh spent, was slipping
its feet in the gathering darkness. He turned its head towards
Wythburn, and rode down to the city by Harrop Tarn.

At the first house—it was Luke Cockrigg’s, and it stood on
the bank above the burn—he left the horse, and borrowed a
lantern,. The family would have dissuaded him from an attempt
to return to the fells, but -he was resolved. There was no
reasoning against the resolution pictured on his rigid and cada-
verous countenance.

The drizzling rain still fell and the night had closed in when
Ralph set his face afresh towards the mountains.

And now the sickening horrors of sentiment overtook him,
for now he had time to reflect upon what had occurred. The
~ figure of the riderless horse flying with its dead burden before
the wind had fixed itself on his imagination; and while the

darkness was concealing the physical surroundings, it was reveal- .

ing the phantasm in the glimmering outlines of every rock and
tree. Look where he would, peering long and deep into the
blackness of a night without moon or stars, without cloud or sky,

with only a blank density around and about, Ralph seemed to

see in fitful flashes that came and went—now on the right and
now on the left of him, now in front and now behind, now on
the earth at his feet and now in the dumb vapour floating above
him—the spectre of that riderless horse. Sometimes he would
stop and listen, thinking he heard a horse canter close past him ;
but no, it was the noise of a hidden river as its waters leapt over
the stones. Sometimes he thought he heard the neigh of a horse
in the distance; but no, it was only the whinny of the wind.
His dog had followed close behind him when he fled from the
pass, and it was still at his heels. Sometimes Laddie would dart
away and be lost for a few minutes in the darkness. Then the
dog’s muffled bark would be heard, and Ralph’s blood would

Vst
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seem to stand still with a dread apprehension that dared not to
take the name of hope. Noj; it was only a sheep that had
strayed from its fold, and had taken shelter from wind and rain
beneath a stone in a narrow cleft, and was now sending up into
the night the pitiful ery of a lost-and desolate creature.

No, no, no; nowhere would the hills give up the object of
his search; and Ralph walked on and on with a heart that sank
and still sank.

He knew these trackless uplands as few knew them, and not
even the abstraction of mind that came with these solitary hours
caused him an uncertain step. On and on, through the long
dark night, to the Stye Head once more, and again along the
range of the rugged pikes, calling the mare by the half-articulate-
cry she knew so well, and listening for her answering neigh, but
hearing only the surging of the wind or the rumble of the falling
ghyll; then on and on, and still on.

When the earliest gleams of light flecked the east, Ralph
was standing at the head of the Screes. Slowly the grey bars
stretched across the sky, wider and more wide, brighter and
more bright, now changed to yellow and now to pink, chasing
the black walls of darkness that died away on every side. In
the basin below, at the foot of the steep Screes, whose sides rum-
bled with rolling stones, lay the black mere, half veiled by the
morning mist. Still veiled, too, were the dales of Ireton, but far
away, across the undulating plains through which the river ram-
bled, flowed the wide Western Sea, touched at its utmost bar by
the silvery light of the now risen sun.

Ralph turned about and walked back, with the flush of the
sky reflected on his pale and stony face. His lantern, not yet
extinguished, burned small and feeble in his hand. Amnother
night was breaking to another day ; another and another would
yet break, and all the desolation of a heart, the ruin of many
hearts—what was it before Nature’s unswerving and unalterable
course ! The phantasms of a night that had answered to his hallu-
cinations were as nothing to the realities of a morning whose cruel
light showed him only more plainly the blackness of his despair.

The sentiments of horror which now possessed him were

more terrible because more spiritual than before. To know .

no sepulture ! The idea was horrible in itself; hoerrible in its
association with an old Hlebrew curse more remorseless than the
curse of Cain, most horrible of all because to Ralph’s heightened
imagination it seemed to be a symbol—a symbol of retribution
past and to come.

e
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Yes, it was as he had thought, as he had half thought; God’s
hand was on him—on him of all others, and on others only
through him. Having once conceived this idea in its grim
totality, having once fully received the impress of it from the
violence and suddenness of a ghastly occurrence, Ralph seemed
to watch with complete self-consciousness the action of the mor-

-bid fancy on his mind. He traced it back to the moment when
the truth (or what seemed to him the truth) touching the- murder
of Wilson had been flashed upon him by a look from Simeon Stagg.
He traced it yet farther back to’ that night at Dunbar, when, at
the prompting of what he mistook for mercy, he had saved the
life of the enemy that was to wreck his own life and the lives of
all that were near and dear to him. To his tortured soul guilt
seemed everywhere about him, whether his own guilt or the guilt
of others, was still the same ; and now God had given this dread
disaster for a sign that vengeance was His, that retribution had
come and would come.

Was it the dream of an overpowered imagination—the night-
mare of a distempered fancy? Yet it would not be shaken off.
It had bathed the whole world in another light—a lurid light.

Ralph walked fast over the fells, snatching at sprigs of
heather, plucking the slim boughs from the bushes, pausing
sometimes to look long at a stone, or a river, or 2 path that last
night appeared to be as familiar to him as the palm of his hand,
and had suddenly become strange and a mystery. The shadow
of a supernatural presence hung over all.

Throughout that day he walked about the fells, looking for
the riderless horse, and calling to it, but neither expecting to see
nor to hear it. He saw once and again the people of Wythburn
abroad on the errand that kept him abroad, but they never came
within hail, and a stifling sense of shame kept him apart, none
the less that he knew not wherefore such shame should fall on
him, all the same that they knew not that it had fallen.

The day would come when all men would sece that God’s
hand was on him.

Yes, Ralph; but when that day does indeed come, then all
men shall also see that whom God’s hand Tests on has God at his
right hand. o

When the darkness was closing in upon a second night, Ralph

* was descending High Seat towards Shoulthwaite Moss. Behind

him lagged the jaded dog, walking a few paces with drooping
head and tail; then lying for a minute, and rising to walk lan-
guidly again. :
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CHAPTER XV.

RALPH'S SACRIFICE.

WHEN he reached the old house, Ralph was prepared for the
results of any further disaster, for disaster had few further re-
sults for which it was needful to prepare. A light burned in
the kitchen, and another in that room above it where lately his
father had Jain. When Ralph entered, Willy Ray was seated
before the fire, his hand in the hand of Rotha, who sat by his

side. On every feature of his pallid face were traces of suf-

fering.

‘What of mother?’ said Ralph huskily, his eyes tra,versmg
the kitchen.

Willy rose and put his hand on Ralph’s shoulder. ¢We will
go together,’ he said, and they walked towards the stair that led
to the floor above.

There she lay, the mother of these stricken sons, unconscious
of their sufferings, unconscious of her own. Yet she lived. Since
the terrible intelligence had reached her of what had happened
on the pass she had remained in this state of insensibility, being
stricken into such torpidity by the shock of the occurrence.
Willy's tears fell fast as he stood by the bed, and his anguish was
subdued thereby to a quieter mood. Ralph’s sufferings were not
so easily fathomable.. He stooped and kissed the unconscious face
without relaxing a muscle in the seftled fixity of his own face.
Leaving his brother in the room, he returned to the kitchen.
How strange the old place looked to him now! Had everything
grown strange? There were the tall clock in the corner, the
big black worm-eaten oak cabinet, half-cupboard, half- dtawers,

there was the long table like a rock of granite ; there was the.

spinning-wheel in the neuk window; and there were the whips
and the horns on the rafters overhead—yet how unfamiliar it all
seemed to be !

Rotha was hastily preparing supper for him. He sat on the
settle that was drawn up before the fire, and threw off his heavy
and sodden shoes. His clothes, which had been saturated by the
rain of the preceding night, had dried upon his back. He was

hungry; he had not eaten since yesterday at midday ; and when -

food was put upon the table he ate with the voracious appetite
that so often follows upon a long period of mental distress.
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As he sat at his supper, his eyes followed constantly the
movements of the girl, who was busied about him in the duties
of the household. Tt were not easy to say with what passion or
sentiment his heart was struggling with respect to her. He saw
her as a hope gone from him, a joy not to be grasped, a possible
fulfilment of that part of his nature which was never to be ful-
filled. And she? Was she conscious of any sentiment peculiar
to berself Tespecting this brave rude man, whose heart was tender
enough to be drawn towards her and yet strong enough to be
held apart at the awful bidding of an iron fate? Perhaps not.
She in turn felt drawn towards him; she knew the force of a
feeling that made him a centre of her thoughts, a point round
which her deeper emotions insensibly radiated. But this was

associated in her mind with no idea of love. If affection touched

her at all, perhaps at this moment it went out where her pity—
rather, her pride—first found play. Perhaps Raiph seemed too
high above her to inspire her love. His brother’s weaker, more
womanly nature came closer within her range.

There was now a long silence between them.

¢ Rotha,” said Ralph at length, ¢ this will be my last night at
the Moss; the last for a long time, at least—I didn’t expect to
be here to-night. Can you promise one thing, my girl? It
won’t be hard for you now—not very hard now.” He paused..

¢What is it, Ralph?’ said Rotha, in a voice of apprehen-
sion, :

¢ Only that you won’t leave the old house while my mother
lives.’

Rotha dropped her head. She thought of the lonely cottage
at Fornside, and of him who should live there. Ralph divined
the thought that was written in her face.

¢ Get him to come here if you can,’ he said, ‘Ie could help
Willy with the farm.’

¢'He would not come,’ she said. ¢I'm afraid he would not.’

¢ Then neither will he return to Fornside. Promise me that
while she lives—it can’t be long, Rotha, it may be but too short
—promise me that youw’ll meke this house your home.’

¢ My first duty is to him,” said Rotha with her hand to her
eyes.

¢True—that’s true,” said Ralph; and the sense that two
homes were made desolate silenced him with something that
stole upon him like stifling shame. There was only one way
out of the difficulty, and that was to make two homes one. If
zlﬁe loved his brother, as he knew that his brother loved her,

en—
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‘Rotha,’ said Ralph, with a perceptible tremulousness of
voice, ‘I will ask you another question, and, perhaps—who
knows rightly ?—perhaps it is harder for me to ask than for you
to answer; but you will answer me—will you not ?—for I ask
you solemnly and with the light of Heaven on my words-—on the
most earnest words, I think, that ever came out of my heart.’

He paused again. Rotha sat on the end of the settle, and
with fingers intertwined, with eyelids quivering and lips trem-
bling, she gazed in silence into the fire.

¢Thig is no ‘time for idle vanities,’ he said; ¢it’s no time to
indulge unreal modesties; and you have none of either if it
were. God has laid His hand onus all, Rotha; yes, and our

hearts are open without disguise before Him—and before each,

other, too, I think,’

“Yes,” said Rotha. She scarcely knew what to say, or whither
Ralph’s words tended. She only knew that he was speaking as
she had never heard him speak before. ¢Yes, Ralph,’ she re-
peated. ) )
¢ Perhaps, as I say, it's harder for me to ask than for you to
answer, Rotha,’ he continued, and the strong man looked into the
girl’s eyes with a world of tenderness. ‘Do you think you have
any feeling for Willy—that is, more than the commen? Isaw
how you sat together as I came in to you. I’ve marked you be-
fore, when he has been by. I've marked him, too. You've been
strength and solace to him in this trouble. Do you think if he
loved you, Rotha—do you think, then, you could love him?
‘Wait,” he added, as she raised her eyes, and with parted lips
seemed prepared to speak. ¢It is not for him I ask. God knows
it is as much for you as for him, and perhaps—perhaps, I say,
most of all—for myself)’ .

With a frank voice and face, with luminous eyes in which
there was neither fear nor shame, Rotha answered :

¢Yes, I could love him; I think I do so now.” -

She spoke to Ralph as she might have spoken to a father
whom she reverenced, and from whom no secret of her soul
should be hid. He heard her in silence. Not until now, not
until he had heard her last word, had he realised what it would

cost him to hear it. The agony of a lifetime seemed crushed into.

that short moment. But he had made it for himself, and now at
length it was over., To yield her up—perhaps it was a link in
the chain of retribution. To say nothing of his own love—
perhaps it would be accepted as a dumb atonement, To see her
win the love and be won by the love of his brothexr—perhaps it

s



RALPH’S SACRIFICE riz

would soften his exile with thoughts of recompense for a wrong
that it had been his fate to do to her and hers, though she knew
it not. There was scmething like the white heat of subdued
passion in his voice when he spoke again.

¢« He does love you, Rotha,” he said quietly, ‘and he will ask
you to be his wife. But he cannot do so yet, and, meantime,
while my mother lives—while I am gone—~God knows where—
while I am away from the old home—TI ask you now once more
to stay.” :

T}Iie great clock in the corner ticked out loud in the silence

of the next minute; only that and the slow breathing of the dog -

sleeping on the hearth fell on the ear.

¢Yes, I will stay,’ said the girl; and while she spoke Willy
Ray walked into the kitchen. ‘

Then they talked together long and earnestly, these three,
under the shadow of the terrible mystery that hung above them
all, of life and death. Ralph spoke as one overawed by a sense
of fatality. The world and its vicissitudes had left behind
engraven on his heart a message and lesson, and it was not
altogether a hopeful one. He saw that fate hung by a thread ;
that our lives are turned on the pivot of some mere chance ; that,
traced back to their source, all our joys and all our sorrows
appear to come of some accident no more momentous than a
word or a look. In solemn tones he seemed to say that there is
a plague-spot of evil at the core of this world and this life, and
that it infects everything. We may do our best—we should do
our best—but we are not therefore to expect reward, Perhaps
that reward will come to us while we live. More likely it will
be the crown laid on our grave. Happy are we if our loves find
fulfilment—if no curse rests upon them. Should we hope on?
He hardly knew. Destiny works her own way !

Thus they talked in that solitary house among the mountains.
They sat far into the night, these rude sons and this daughter of
the hills, groping in their own uncertain .unlearned way after

solutions of life’s problems that wiser heads than theirs ages on -

ages before and since have never compassed-—shouting for echoes
‘into the voiceless caverns of the world’s great and awful
mysteries,
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CHAPTER XVIL
AT SUNRISE ON THE RAISE.

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,
Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel.

AT sunrise the following morning, two men walked through
Wythburn towards the hillock known as the Raise, down the
long road that led to the south. The younger man had attained
to the maturity of full manhood. Brawny and stalwart, with
limbs that strode firmly over the ground; with an air of quiet
and reposeful power ; with a steadily-poised head; with a full
bass voice—soft, yet deep; with a face that had for its utmost
beauty the beauty of virile strength and resolution, softened,
perhaps, into tenderness of expression by washing in the waters
of sorrow—such, now, was Ralph Ray. Over a jerkin he wore
the long sack coat, belted and buckled, of the dalesmen of his
country. Beneath a close-fitting goatskin cap his short, wavy
hair lay thick and black. A pack was strapped about him from
ghoulder to waist. He carried the long staff of a mountaineer.

‘Were there in the wide world of varying forms and faces a
form and a face so much unlike his own as were those of the
man who walked, nay, jerked along, in short, fitful paces, by his
side? Little and slight, withlong thin grey hair and dishevelled
beard, with the startled eyes of a frighted fawn, and with its
short, fearful glances, with a sharp face, worn into deep ridges
that changed their shape with every step and every word, with
nervous, twitching fingers, with a shrill voice and quick speech
—1it was Simeon Stagg, the outcast, the castaway.

These two were to part company soon. Not more devoted
to its master was the dog that ran about them than was Sim to
Ralph, He was now to lose the only friend who had the will
and the strength to shield him against the cruel world that was
all the world to him.

They were walking along the pack-horse road on the breast
of the fell, and they walked long in silence. Each was busy

with his thoughts—the one too weak, the other too strong, to

give them utterance.
¢ There, said Ralph as they reached the top of the Raise,
¢ we must part now, old friend.” Tle tried fo give a cheery tone

h
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to his voice. ‘You'll go on to the fell every day and look
around-—an idle task, I fear, but still you'll go, as I would have
gone if I might have stayed in the old country.’

Sim nodded assent. :

¢ And now you’'ll go back to the Moss, as I told you. Rotha
will want you there, and Willy too. You'll £l my place till I
return, you know.’ »

Sim shook his head.

¢I'd be nothing but an ache and a stound to the lass, as I've | Civan
- olas been—nothing but an ache and a stound to them all.’ ‘

¢ No, not that; a comfort, if only you will try to have it so,
Be a man, Sim—look men in the face—things will mend with
you now. Go back and live with them at the old home ; they’Il
want you there.’ )

¢ Since you will not let me come with you, Ralph, tell ma
when will you come back? I'm afeart—I don’t know why—but
some’at tells me youw'll not come back—tell me, Ralph, that you [ S
Cwill)? -
"~ ¢These troublous times will soon be past,’ said Ralph.
¢ There'll be a great reckoning day soon, I fear. Then we'll
meet again-—never doubt it. And now, good-bye—good-bye
once more, old friend, and God be with you !’ .

Ralph turned about and walked a few paces southward,
The dog followed him, -

: ‘Go back, Laddie,’ said Ralph. ILaddie stood and looked

into his face with something of the supplicatory appeal that was
on the countenance of the man he had just left. The faithful
creature had followed Ralph throughout life ; he had been to hig
master a companion more constant than his shadow; he had
never before been driven away.

Go back, Laddie, said Ralph again, and not without a
tremor in his deep voice. The dog dropped his head and slunk
towards Sim.

Then Ralph walked on.

The sun had risen over Lauvellen, and the white wings of a
- fair morning lay on the hamlet in the vale below. Sim stood
long on the Raise, straining dim eyes into the south, where the
diminishing figure of his friend was passing out of his ken,

It was gone at length; the encircling hills had hidden it.
Then the unfriended outcast turned slowly away.
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’

CHAPTER XVIIL

THE GARTHS : MOTHER AND SON.

TrE smoke was rising lazily in blue coils from many a chimney
as Sim turned his back on the Raise and retraced his steps to
Wythburn.

In the cottage by the smithy—they stood together near the
bridge—the fire had been newly kindled. Beneath a huge
kettle, swung from an unseen iron hook, the boughs crackled and
puffed and gave out the odour of green wood. -
©  Bared up to the armpits and down to the breast, the black-
smith was washing himself in a bowl of water placed on a chair.
His mother sat on a low stool, with a pair of iron tongs in her
hands, feeding the fire from a bundle of gorse that lay ab one
side of the hearth. She was a big, brawny, elderly woman with
large bony hands, and a face that had hard and heavy features,
which were dotted here and there with discoloured warts. Her
dress was slatternly and somewhat dirty. A soiled linen cap
covered a mop of streaky hair, mouse-coloured and unkempt.

¢ He’s backset and foreset,’ she said in a low tone. ‘Ey, ey;
he’s made a sad mull on't’

Mrs. Garth purred to herself as she lifted another pile of
gorse on to the crackling five.

Joe answered with a grating laugh, and then with a burr he
applied a towel to his face,

¢ Nay, nay, mother. He has a gay bit of gumption in him,
has Ray. It'1l be no kitten play to catch hold on him, and they
know that they do.

The emphasis was accompanied by a lowered tone, and a
sidelong motion of the head towards a doorway that led out of

the kitchen.

¢Kitten play or cat play, it's dicky with him; nought so
sure, Joey,” said Mrs. Garth, and her cold eyes sparkled as she
purred again with satisfaction.

¢ That's what you're always saying,’ said Joe testily ; ¢ but it
never comes to anything and never will’

¢ Weel, weel, there’s nought so queer as folk,’ mumbled Mrs.

Joe seemed to understand his mother’s implication,

oW e
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‘Pm moider’d to_death,” he said, ‘ what with yourself and
them. I'm right glad they’re going off this morning, that's the
truth.’

This declaration of Mr. Garth’s veracity was not conducive
to amiability. ~He looked as black as his sanguine complexion
would allow.

Mrs. Garth glanced up at him. ¢Why, laddie, what ails
thee? Thou’rt as crook’t as a tiphorn this morning,” she said,
in a tone that was meant to coax her son out of a cantankerous
temper. .

¢ Im like to be,” grumbled Mr. Garth.

¢ Why, laddie ?* asked his mother, purring now in other
rashion.

‘Why ?’ said Joe. ‘Why?—because I can never sleep at
night now, no, nor work in the day neither —that’s why.’

‘Hush!’ said Mrs. Garth, turning a quick eye towards the
aforementioned door. Then quietly resuming her attentions to
the gorse, she added, in another tone, ¢ That’s nowther nowt nor
summat, lad.’

¢I¢'ll take a thicker skin nor mine, mother, to hold out much
longer,” said Joe huskily, but struggling to speak beneath hig
breath.

Yer skin’s as thin as a cat-lug,” said Mrs. Garth in a bitter
whisper.

‘I've told you I cannot hold out much longer,’ said Joe, ¢and
¥ cannot.

‘Hod thy tongue, then,” growled Mrs. Garth over the kettle,

There was a minute’s silence between them.

The blacksmith donned his upper garments. His mother
listened for the simmer and bubble of the water on the fire.

‘How far did ye bargain to tak them ?°

‘To Gaskarth—the little lame fellow will make for the
Carlisle coach once they're there ?’

‘When was t’ horse and car to be ready ?°

¢ Nine o’clock forenoon.’

¢ Then it’s full time they were gitten roused.’

Mrs. Garth rose from the stool, hobbled to the door which
had been previously indicated by sundry nods and jerks, and
gave it two or three sharp raps.

A voice from within answered sleepily : ¢ Right—right as a
trivet, old lady,’ and yawned.

Mrs. Garth put her head close to the door-jamb.

¢Ye'd best be putten the better leg afore, gentlemen,’ she

12
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gaid with becoming amiability; ¢ yer breakfast is nigh about
ready, gentlemen.’ :

‘The better leg, David, eh? Ial hal ha!l’ came from
another muffled voice within. )

Mrs. Garth turned about, oblivious of her own conceit. Ina

voice and manner that had undergone a complete and sudden .

change, she whispered to Joe:

¢ Thow'rt a great bledderen fool.’

The blacksmith had been wrapped in his thoughts. His
reply was startlingly irrelevant.

¢ Fool or none, I'll not do it,’ said Joe emphatically.

‘Do what?' asked his mother, in a tone of genuine in.
quiry.
{What I told you.’

¢ Ty, what's it to thee ?”

¢ Ay, but it is something to me, say 1’
| ¢Tush, thou'rt yan of the wise asses.

¢If these constables,’ lurching his head, ¢ if they come back,
as they say, to take Ralph, I'll have no hand in't.

¢ And why did ye help them this turn ?° said Mrs. Garth,
with an elevation of her heavy eyebrows. .

¢ Because I knew nowt of what they were after. If T'd but
known that it were for—for—him——’

¢ Hod thy tongue. Thou wad mak a priest sweer,’ said Mrs.

Garth. 'The words rolled within her teeth.

¢ T heard what they said of the warrant, mother,” said Joe;
¢it were the same warrant, I reckon, as old Mattha’s always
preaching aboot, and it’s missing, and it seems to me thab they
want to make out as Ray—as Ralph !

¢ Wilt ye never hod yer bletheren tongue?’ said Mrs. Garth
in a husky whisper. Then in a mollified temper she added—

¢ An what an they do, laddie; what an they do? Did ye
not hear yersel that it were yan o the Rays—yan o’ them ; and
what's the odds which—what’s the odds, I say—father and son,
they were both of a swatch.”

‘At this moment there came from the inner room some
slight noise of motion, and the old woman lifted her finger to
her lip. ) :
¢ And who knows it were mof yan on ‘em-—who ?* added

¢ Nay, mother,” said Joe, and his gruff voice was husky in
his throat. ¢ Nay, mother, but there is them that knows.’
The woman gave a short foreed titter.
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¢ Ye wad mak a swine laugh, ye wad,’ she said.

Then, coming closer to where her son now stood with a
¢lash’ comb in his band before a scratched and faded mirror.
she said under her breath:

¢There’ll be no rest for kém till summat’s done, none; tak
my word for that. But yance they hang some riff-raff for him it
will soon be forgotten. Then all will be as dead as hissel’, back
and end. What's it to thee, man, who they tak for't? Nowt.
Theer’s nea sel’ like awn sel’, Joey. .

Mrs. Garth emphasised her sentiment with a gentle prod of
her son'’s breast. .

¢ That’s what you told me long ago,’ said the blacksmith,
‘when you set me to work to help hang the tailor. I cannot
bear the sight of him, I cannot.’

Mrs. Garth took her son roughly by the shoulder.

‘Ye'd best git off and see to t' horse and car. Stand
biubbering here and ye’ll gang na farther in two days nor
yan.’

’ There was a step on the road in front.

¢ Who's that gone by ?’ asked Mrs. Garth.

Joe stepped to the window.

¢ Little Sim,’ he said, and dropped his head.

CHAPTER XVIIT,

THE DAWN OF LOVE.

_TroueH she lost the best of her faculties, Mrs. Ray did not suc-
cumb to the paralytic seizure occasioned by the twofold shock
which she had experienced. On the morning after Ralph’s
departure from Wythburn she seemed to awake from the torpor
in which she had lain throughout the two preceding days. = She
opened her eyes and looked up into the faces that were bent
above her. :

There were evidences of intelligence surviving the wreck of
physical strength. Speech had gone, but her eyes remained full
of meaning. When they spoke to her she scemed to hear, At
some moments she appeared to struggle with the impulse to
answer, but the momentary effort subsided into an inarticulate
gurgle, and then it was noticed that for an instant the tearsstood
in her eyes,
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¢She wants to-say “God bléss you,”’ said Rotha when she

observed these impotent manifestations, and at such times the
girl would stoop and put her lips to the forehead of the poor dear
goul. ‘ '

There grew to be a kind of commerce in kind between these
two, destitute as the one was of nearly every channel of commu-
nication. The hundred tricks of dumb show, the glance, the
lifted brow, the touch of the hand, the smile, the kiss—all these
acquired their several meanings, and somehow they seemed to
speak to the silent sufferer in a language as definite as words, It
came to be realised that this was a condition in which Mrs. Ray
might live for years.

After a week, or less, they made a bed for her in a room

adjoining the kitchen, and once a day they put her in a great
armchair and wheeled her into her place by the neuk window.

‘It will be more heartsome for her, said Rotha when she
suggested the change; ‘she’ll like for us to talk to her all the
game that she can’t answer us, poor soul.’ :

So it came about that every morning the invalid spent an
hour or two in her familiar seat by the great ingle, the chair she
had sat in day after day in the bygone times, before these terrible
disasters had come like the breath of a plague-wind and bereft
her of her powers.

1 wonder if she remembers what happened,’ said Will; ¢do
you think she has missed them——father and Ralph ?’

¢ Why, surely,’ said Rotha. ¢ But her ears are better than her
eyes. Don’t you mark how quick her breath comes sometimes
when she has heard your voice outside, and how bright her eyes
are, and how she tries to say “ God bless you!" as you come u
to her?’ :

¢ Yes, I think I've marked it, said Willy, fand I’ve seen
that light in her eyes die away into a blank stave or puzzled look,

as if she wanted to ask some question while she lifted them to

my face.’ _ :

¢And Laddie there, when he barks down the lonnin'—
haven’t you seen her then—her breast heaving, the fingers of that
hand of hers twitching, and the mumble of her poor lost voice,
a8 though she’d say, “ Come, Rotha, my lass, be quick with the
supper—he’s here, my lass, he’s back” 7’

‘I think you must be right in that, Rotha—that she misses
Ralph,’ said Willy.

¢She’s nobbut a laal bit quieter, that’s all,} said Matthew
Branthwaite one morning when he turned in at Shoulthwaits,

- .
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$ The dame nivver were much of a talker—not to say a talker,
thoo knows; but mark me, she loves a crack all the same.

Matthew acted pretty fully upon his own diagnosis of his old
neighbour’s seizure. e came to see her frequently, stayed
long, rehearsed for her benefit all the gossip of the village, fired
off his sapient proverbs, and generally conducted himself in his
intercourse with the invalid precisely as he had done before. In
answer to any inquiries put to him at the Red Lion he invariably
contented himself with his single explanation of Mrs. Ray’s con-
dition—*¢ She’s nobbut a laal bit quieter, and the dame nivver
were much of a talker, thoo knows.’

Rotha Stagg remained at Shoulthwaite in accordance with
her promise given to Ralph. Tt was well for the houschold that
she did so. Young as the girl was, she alone seemed to possess

" either the self-command or the requisite energy and foresight to
keep the affairs of the home and of the farm in motion. - It was
not until many days after the disasters that had befallen the
family that Willy Ray recovered enough self-possession  to
engage once more in his ordinary occupations. He had spent
the first few days in the room with his stricken mother, almost
as unconscious as herself of what was going on about him ; and
indeed his nature had experienced a shock only less serious.

Meantime, Rotha undertook the management of the home-
stead. None ever disputed her authority. The tailor’s daughter
had stepped into her place as head of the household at the Moss,
and ruled it by that-force of will which inferior natures usually
obey without question, and almost without consciousness of ser-
vitude. She alone knew rightly what had to be done.

As for the tailor himself, he had also submitted—at least
partially—to his daughter’s passive government. A day or two
after Ralph Ray’s departure, Rotha had gone in search of her
father, and had brought him back with her. She had given
ki his work to do, and had tried to interest him in his occupa-
tions. But a sense of dependence seemed to cling to him, and at
times he had the look of some wild creature of the hills who had
been captured indeed, but was watching his opportunity of escape.

Sim rose at daybreak, and, wet or dry, he first went up on to
the hills. In an hour or two he was back again. Rotha under-
stood his purpose, but no word of explanation passed between
them. She looked into his face inquiringly day after day, but
nothing she saw there gave hint of hope. The mare was lost.
She would never be recovered.

Sometimes a fit of peculiar despondency would come upon
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8im. At such times he would go off without warning, and be
seen no more for days. Rotha knew that he had gone to his old
haunts on the hill, for nothing induced him to return to his cot-
tage at Fornside. No one went in pursuit of him. In a day or
two he would come back and take up his occupation as if he had
never been away. Walking leisurely into the courtyard, he
would lift a besom and sweep, or step into the stable and set to
work at stitching up a rent in the old harness.

Willy Ray can hardly be said to have avoided Sim; he
ignored him. ~There was a more potent relation between these

wo than any of which Willy had an idea. Satisfied as he had
professed himself to be that Sim was an innocent man, he was
nevertheless unable to shake off an uneasy sentiment of repulsion
experienced in his presence. He struggled to hold this in check,
for Rotha’s sake. But there was only one way in which to avoid
the palpable manifestation of his distrust, and that was to con-
duct himself in such a manner as to appear unconscious of Sim’s
presence in the house.

* The girl is not to blame,” he said to himself again and again.
¢ Rotha is innocent, whoever may be guilty.

He put the case to himself so frequently in this way, he tried
80 hard to explain to his own mind that Rotha at least was free
of all taint, that the very effort made him conscious of a latent
suspicion respecting Sim.

As to Sim’s bearing. towards Willy, it was the same as he had
adopted towards almost the whole of the little world in which he
lived ; he took up the position of the guilty man, the man to be
thunned, the man from whose coutaminating touch all other mien
might fairly shrink, It never occurred to Sim that there lay

buried at his own heart a secret that could change the relations '

in which he stood towards this younger and more self-righteous
son of Angus Ray,

Perhaps, if it had once been borne in upon him that another
than himself was involved in the suspicion which had settled
upon his name—if he had even come o realise that Rotha
might suffer the stigma of a fatal reproach for no worse offence
than that she was her father’s daughter—perhaps, if he had once
felt this as a possible contingency, he would have shaken off the
black cloud that seemed to justify the odium in which he was
held by.those about him, and lifted up his head for her sake if
not for his own, '

But Sim lacked virile strength. The disease of melancholy
had long kept its seat at his heart and that any shadow of doubr

7
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could rest on Rotha as a result of a misdeed, or supposed mis-
deed, of his, had never yet occurred to Sim’s mind.

" And truly Rotha was above the blight of withering doubt.
Rude daughter of a rude age, in a rude country, and without the
refinements of education; still how pure and sweet she was;
how strong, and yet how tender; how unconscious in hef instinct
of self-sacrifice ; how devoted in her loyalty; how absolute in
her trust! »

But deep and rich as was Rotha's simple nature, it was yet =
incomplete. She herself was made aware that a great change
was even now coming to pass. She understood the transforma-
tion little, if at all; but it seemed as though, somehow, a-new
sense were taking hold of her. And, indeed, a new light had
floated into her little orbit. Was it too bright'as yet for her to
see it for what it was? It flooded everything about her, and
bathed the world in other hues than the old time. Disaster had
followed on disaster in the days that had just gone by, but
nevertheless—she knew not how—it was not all gloom in her
heart. In the waking hours of the night there was more than
the memory of the late events in her mind; her dreams were
not all nightmares; and in the morning, when the swift recoil of
sad thoughts rushed in at her first awakening, a sentiment of
indefinite solace came close behind it. What was it that was
coming to pass? ' '

It was love that was now dawning upon her, though still
vague and indeterminate; it hardly knew its object.

Willy Ray took note of this change in the girl, and thought
be understood it. He accepted it as the one remaining gleam of
hope and happiness for both of them amid the prevailing gloom.
Rotha avoided the searching light of his glances. When the
work of the household was in hand she shook off the glamour of
the new-found emotion.

In the morning when the men came down for breakfast, and
again in the evening when they came in for supper, the girl
busied herself in her duties with the ardour of one having no
thought bebind them and no feeling in which they did not share.
But when the quieter hours of the day left her free for other
thoughts, she would stand and look long into the face of the poor
invalid to whom she had become nurse and foster-child in one;
or walk, without knowing why, to the window-neuk, and put her
hand on the old wheel, that now rested quiet and unused beneath
it. while she looked towards the south through eyes that saw
vothing that was there.
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She was standing so one morning a fortnight or more after
Ralph’s departure from Wythburn, when Willy came into the
kitchen, and, before she was conscious of his presence, sat in the
seat of the little alcove within which she stood.

He tock the hand that lay disengaged by her side and told
herin a word or two of his love. He had loved her long in
silence. He hadloved her before she became the blessing she
now was to him and to his; to-day he loved her more than ever
before. .

It wus a simple story, and it came with the accent of sin-
cerity in every word.

He thought perhaps she loved him in return-—he had some-
times thought so—was he wrong ?

There was a pause between them. Regaining some momentary

eomposure, the girl turned her eyes once more aside and looked *

through the neuk window towards the south. She felt the colour
mounting to her cheeks, and knew that the young man had
risen to his feet beside her, He, on his part, saw only the fair
* face before him, and felt only the little hand that lay passively
in his own.
¢ It’s a sad sort of home to bring you to. Itwould be idle to
ask if you have been happy here—it would be a mockery ; but—
but—~-
"I have been happy; that is, happy to do as Ralph wished
¢And as I wished ?’
¢ As you wished too, Willy.?
‘You've been a blessing to us, Rotha. I sometimes think,
though, that it was hardly fair to bring you into the middle of
this trouble. ‘
¢ He did it for the best,’ said Rotha.
¢ Who?’
There was a little start of recovering consciousness,
¢ Ralph,’ she answered, and dropped her head.
¢ True—he did it for the best,’ repeated Willy, and relapsed
into silence.
¢ Besides, I had no home then, you know.’
How steadfastly the girl's eyes were fixed on the distant
south !
¢You had your father’s home, Rotha.’
‘Ah, no! When it ceased to be poor father's home, how
could it be mine any longer? No, I was homeless.’
There was another pause,

me,
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¢Then let meask you to make this house your home for ever.
Can you niot-do so ?’

‘I tl,link so—IL can scarcely tell—he said it might be
best ’ : :

Willy let loose her hand. Had he dreamed? Was it a wild
hallucination—the bright gleam of happiness that had penetrated
the darkness that lay about him at every step?

How yearningly the girl’s eyes still inclined to yonder distant
south !

¢ Let us say no more about it now, Rotha,’ he said huskily.
¢If you wish it, we'll talk again on this matter—that is, I say, if
you wish it; if not, no matter.’ : 7

_ The young man was turning away. Without moving the
fixed determination of her gaze, Rotha said quietly—

¢ Willy, I think perhaps I do love you—perhaps—I don’t

«know. I remember he said that our hearts lay open before each
other ?

¢ Who said so, Rotha ?* )

There was another start of recovering consciousness. Then
the wide eyes looked full into his, and the tongue that would
have spoken refused that instant to speak. The name that
trembled in a half articulate whisper on the parted lips came
upwards from the heart. '

But the girl was ignorant of her own secret even yet.

¢We'll say no more about it now, Rotha,’ repeated Willy in
a broken voice. ‘If you wish it, we'll talk again; give me-a
sign, and perhaps we'll talk on this matter again.’

In another moment the young man was gone,

CHAPTER XIX,
" THE BETROTHAL.

It was not till she was alone that the girl realised the situation.
She put her hand over her eyes—the hand that still tingled with
the light pressure of his touch.

‘What had happened? Had Willy asked her to become hig
wife? And had she seemed to say No?

The sound of his voice was still lingering on her ears—it was
a low broken murmur, such as might have fallen to a sob.

Had.she, then, refused? That could not be. She was but a
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poor homeless girl, with nothing to recomménd her to such a
man as he was. Yet she knew—she had heard—that he loved
her, and would one day ask her to be hiswife. She had thought
that day was far distant. She had. never realised that it would
be now. Why had he not given her time to think ? If Ralph
knew what she had done!

For an hour or two Rotha went about the house with a look
of bewilderment in her eyes.

Willy came back soon afterwards and helped her to wheel his
mother in her chair to her place by the hearth. He had re-
gained his wonted composure, and spoke to her as if nothing un-

usual had occurred. Perhaps it had been something like a dream,.

all this that haunted her. Willy was speaking cheerfully enough.
Just then her father came into the kitchen, and slunk away
gilently to a seat in the remotest corner of the wide ingle. Willy
went out almost immediately. Everything was in a maze. Could
it be that she had seemed to say No? ' '

Rotha was rudely awakened from her trance by the entrance
at this moment of the parson of the chapel on the Raise. The
present was the first visit the Rev. Nicholas Stevens had paid
since the day of the funeral. He had heard of the latest disaster
which had befallen the family at the Moss. He had also learned
sornething of the paralytic seizure which the disaster had occa-
sioned. He could not any longer put away the solemn duty of
visitation. To take the comfort of his presence, to give the light
of his countenance to the smitten, was a part of his sacred func-
tion. These accidents were among the sore trials incident to a
cure of souls. The Rev. Nicholas had brushed himself spick-
and-span that morning, and, taking up his gold-headed cane, had
walked the two miles to Shoulthwaite.

Rotha was tying the ribbons of Mrs. Ray’s white cap under
her chin as the vicar entered. She tock up a chair for him, and
placed it near the invalid. But he did not sit immediately. His
eye traversed the kitchen at a glance. He saw Mrs. Ray propped
up with her pillows, and looking vacantly about her, but his at-
tention seemed to be riveted on Sim, who sat uneasily on the
bench, apparently trying to escape the concentrated gaze.

¢ What have we here?’ he said in a cold and strident voice.
¢ The man Simeon Stagg? Is he here too?’

" The moment before Rotha had gone into the dairy adjoining,

and, coming back, she was handing a bowl of milk to her father.
Sim clutched at the dish with nervous fingers.
The Rev. Nicholas walked with measured paces towarda
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where he sat. Then he paused, and stood a yard or two behind
Sim, whose eyes were still averted.

¢ T was told you had made your habitation on the hillside; a
fitting home, no doubt, for one unfit to house with his fellows.’

Sim’s hand trembled violently, and he set the bowl of milk
on the floor beside him. Rotha was standing a-yard or wo
apart, her breast heaving.

¢ Have you left it for good, pray ?” There was the suspicion
of & sneer in the tone with which the question was asked.

¢Yes, he has left it for’ good,’ said Rotha, catching her
breath.

hig knee.

¢More’s the shame, perhaps; who knows but it may have
beenthe best place for shame to hide in !’

Sim got up, and turning about, with his eyes still fixed on the
ground, he hurried out of the house.

«You've driven him away again—do you know that?’ said
Rotha, regaining her voice, and looking full into the vicar's face,
her eyes aflame.

¢If so, I have done well, young woman.’ Then surveying
her with a look of lofty condescension, he added s ¢ And what is
your business here?’

¢To nurse Mrs. Ray ; that is part of it.’

‘Tyen so? And were you asked to come?’

¢ Surely.’

¢ By whom?’

¢ Ralph, her son. » ,

¢ Small respect he could have had for you, young woman,’

_ ¢Tell me what you mean, sir,’ said the girl, with a glance of
mingled pride and deflance.

‘Tell you what I mean, young woman ! Have you, then, no
modesty?” Has that followed the shame of the hang-dog vagrant
* who has just left us?’

¢ Not another word about him | If you have anything to say
about me, say it, sir.” -

¢ What | —the father dead ! the mother stricken info uncon-
sciousness—two sons—and you a young woman—was there no
matron in the parish, that a young woman must come here ?

Rotha’s colour, that had tinged her cheeks, mounted to her
eyes and descended to her neck. The prudery that was itself
a sin had penetrated the armour of her innocence. Without
another word, she turned and left the kitchen.

1

Sim had dropped his head on his hand, his elbow resting on k
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¢ Well, Widow Ray,’ she heard his reverence say, in an altered
tone, as he faced the invalid. «She listened for no more,

Her trance was over now, and rude indeed had been the
awakening. Perhaps, after all, she had no business in this house
—perhaps the vicar was right. Yet that could not be. She
thought of Mrs. Ray smitten down and dependent upon those
about her for help in every simple office of life, and she thought
of the promise she had madeto Ralph. ¢ Promise me,’ he had said,
¢ that you will stay in the old home as long as mother lives’ And
she had promised; her pledged word was registered in heaven.

But then, again, perhaps Ralph had not foreseen that his
mother might live for years in her present state. No doubt he
thought her near to death. He could not have intended that she
should live long in his brother’s house.

Yet he had so intended. ¢Ile will ask you to be his wife.
Rotha,’ Ralph had gaid, ‘but he can’t do so yet.’

This brought her memory back to the earlier events of the
morning. Willy Ray had already asked her to become his wife.

And what had she done on her part? Had she not seemed to

say No?

Willy was far above her. It was true enough that she was
a poor homeless girl, without lands, without anything but the
hands she worked with. Willy was now a statesman, and he
was something of a scholar too. Yes, he was in every way far
above her. Were there not others who might love him ?- Yet
Ralph had seemed to wish her to become his brother’s wife, and
what Ralph had said would be best must of course be so.

She could not bring herself to leave Shoulthwaite—that was
clear enough to her bewildered sense. -Nor could she remain on
the present terms of relation—that, also, was but too clear. If
Ralph were at home, how different everything would be! He
would lead her with a word out of this distressing maze.

When Willy Ray parted from Rotha after he had told her
of his love, he felt that the sunshine had gone out of his life for
ever. He had been living for weeks and months in a paradise
that was not his own. Why he had loved this girl he could
hardly say. She was—every one knew it—the daughter of a
poor tailor, and he was the poorest and meanest creature in the
country round about,

The young man could not help telling himself that he might
have looked to marry the daughter of the largest statesman in a
radius of miles.

But then, the girl herself was a noble creature—none could
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question it. Rude, perhaps, in some ways, without other learn.
ing than the hard usage. of life had given her; yet she was a fine
goul, as deep as the tarn on the mountain-top, and as pure and
clear.

And he had fancied she loved him. No disaster had quite
overshadowed the bright hope of that surmise. Yet had she not
loved Ralph instead? Perhaps the girl herself did not realise
that in reality the love of his brother had taken hold of her.
Did Ralph himself love the girl? That could not be, or he
should have guessed the truth the night they spoke together.
Still, it might be that Ralph loved her after all. »

By the following morning Rotha had decided that her duty
at this crisis lay one way only, and that way she must take.
Ralph had said it would be well for her to become Willy’s wife,
and she bad promised him never to leave the Moss while his
mother lived. She would do as he had said.

Willy had asked her for a sign, and she must give him one—
a sign that she was willing to say ¢ Yes 'if he spoke again to-day
as he had spoken yesterday.

. Having once settled this point, her spirits experienced a com-
plete elevation, 'What should the sign be? Rotha walked to
the neuk window and- stood to think, her hand on the wheel and
her eyes towards the south. What, then, should the sign be?

It was by no means easy to hit on a sign that would show
him at a glance that her mind was made up; that, however she
may have wavered in her purpose yesterday, her resolve was
fixed to-day. She stood long and thought of many plans, bub
none harmonised with her mood.

¢ Why should I not tell him—just in a word?’ Often as
she put it to herself so, she shrank from the ordeal involved.

No, she must hit on a sign, but she began to despair of light-
ing on a fitting one. ' Then she shifted her gaze from the land-
ﬁcape through the window, and turned to where Mrs. Ray sat in

er chair close by. How vague and vacant was the look in those
dear eyes ! how mute hung the lips that were wont to say ¢ God
bless you !’ how motionless lay the fingers that once spun with
the old wheel so-deftly |

The old spinning-wheel—here it was, and Rotha’s right hand
gtill rested upon it. Ah! the wheel—surely that was the sign
she wanted, :

She would sit and spin—yes, she could spin, too, though it
was long since she had done so—she would sit in his mother’s
chair—the one his mother used to sit in when she spun—and
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perhaps he would understand from that sign that she would try
to take his mother’s place if he wished her so to do.

Quick, let it be done at once. He usually came up to the
house at this time of the morning. ' .

She looked at the clock. He would be here soon, she thought;
he might be coming now. '

And Willy Ray was, in truth, only a few yards from the house
at the moment. He had been up on to the hills that morning.
He had been there on a similar errand several mornings before,
and had never told himself frankly what that errand really was.
Returning homewards on this occasion, he had revolved afresh
the subject that lay nearest to his heart. :

If Ralph really loved the girl—but how should he know the
truth as to that, unless Rotha knew it? If the girl loved his
brother, he could relinguish her. He was conscious of no pang
of what was called jealousy in this matter. An idol that he had
worshipped seemed to be shattered—that was all.

If he saw that Rotha loved Ralph, he must give up for ever

his one dream of happiness—and there an end. .

It was in this mood that he opened the kitchen door, just as
Rotha had put her foot on the treadle and taken the flax in her
hand. :

There the girl sat, side by side with his mother, spinning at
the wheel which within his recollection no hand but one had
touched. How fresh and fair the young face looked, tinged, as
it was at this moment, too, with a conscious blush !

Rotha had tried to lift her eyes as Willy entered. She
intended to meet his glance with a smile. She wished to catch

the significance of his expression. But the lids were heavier:
than lead that kept her gaze fixed on the ‘rock’ and flax below

her.
She felt that after a slep or two he had stood still in front of

her. She knew that her face was crimson. Her eyes, too, were

growing dim.

¢ Rotha, my darling!® She heard no more.

The spirning-wheel had been pushed hastily aside. Bhe was
on her feet, and Willy’s arms were about her.
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CHAPTER XX.
¢ FOOL, OF THYSELF SPEAK WELL.'

As the parson lefs Shoulthwaite that morning he encountered
Joe Garth at the turning of the lonnin. The blacksmith was
swinging along the road, with a hoop over his shoulder. Hae
lifted his cap as the Reverend Nicholas came abreast of him.,
" That worthy was usually too much absorbed to return such
salutations, but he stopped on this occasion.
¢Would any mortal think i6?° he said; ‘the man Simeon
Stagg is here honsed at the home of my old friend and esteemed
parishioner Angus Ray I’
Mr. Garth appeared to be puzzled to catch the relevancy of
the remark. Ile made no reply. '
¢ The audacity of the man is past belief, continued the parson,
¢ Think "of his effrontery! Does he imagine that God or man
bas forgotten the mystery of that night in Martinmas ?°
" The blacksmith realised that some response was expected
from him. With eyes bent on the ground, he muttered, ¢ He’s
getting above with himself, sir.’
¢ Getting above himself! I should think so, forsooth. But
verily a reckoning day is at hand. Woe to him who carries a
load of guilt at his heart and thinks that no man knows of it.
. Better a millstone were about his neck, and he were swallowed
up in the great deep.’
The parson turned away. Garth stood for a moment without
* perceiving that he was alone, his eyes still bent on the ground.
Then he walked moodily in the othef direction.
When he reached his home, Joe threw down the hoop in the
smithy and went into the house. Iis mother was there.
¢ Sim, he's at Shoulthwaite,” he said. ¢ It's like enough his
daughter is there too.’ '
A sneer crossed Mrs. Garth's face.

muck.’
¢ You mean she’s setting herself at one of the Rays?’
Mrs.. Garth snorted, but gave no more explicit reply.
¢ By, she’s none so daft, is yon lass,’ observed the blacksmith.
This was not quite the trace he had meant to follow. After
8 pause he said—* What came of his papers—in the trunk 2’
. K

¢ Tut, she’s yan as wad wed the midden for sake of the f
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¢Whose ?’

¢ Thou knows.’

Mrs. Garth gave her son a quick glance.
\ ¢It's like they're still at Fornside. I must see to ‘em again.’

The blacksmith responded eagerly : '

¢ Do, mother, do.’

There was another pause, Joe made some prefence oi
scraping a file which he had picked up from a bench.

¢TThou hasn’t found out if old Angus made a will?’ said Mrs.
Garth. :

¢No.

¢ No, of course not,’ said Mrs. Garth, with a curl of the lip.
- What I want doing I must do myself. Always has been 0, and
always will be. -

¢T wish it were true, mother,” muttered Joe in a ‘voice
scarcely audible.

¢ What’s that 2’

¢Nowt.

| ¢TIl go over to Shoulth’et to-morrow,’ purred Mrs. Garth.

+If the old man made no will, I’ll maybe have summat to say as
may startle them a gay bit.’
The woman grunted to herself at the prospect. ¢ Ey, ey,

she mumbled, ¢it'll stop their match-makin’. Ey, ey, and what’s

mair, what's mair—it’ll bring yon Ralph back helter-skelter.’
¢ Mother, mother,’ cried the blacksmith, ¢ can you never leave
that ugly thing alone?’

CHAPTER XXL

MRS, GARTH AT SHOULTHWAITE.

Tae next day or two passed by with Rotha like a dream. Her

manners had become even gentler and her voice even softer than
nefore, and the light of self-consciousness had stolen into her

.yes. Towards the evening of the following day Liza Bran-
‘hwaite ran up to the Moss to visit her. Rotha was in the dairy
« the churn, 2nd when Liza pushed open the door and came un-
sxpectedly upon her she experienced a momentary sense of con-
‘usion which was both painful and unaccountable. The little
lady was herself flushed with a sharp walk, and muffled up to
the throat from a cutting wind.

¢ Why, Rotha, my girl, what ever may be the matter with
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ou?’ said Liza, coming to a pause in the middle of the floor,
and, without removing the hands that had been stuffed up her
gleevés from the cold, looking fixedly in her face.

¢I don't know, Liza; I wish you could tell me, lass,’ said
Rotha, recovering enough self-possession to simulate a subterfuge.

¢ Here I've been churning and churning since morning, and
don’t seem much nigher the butter yet.”

¢ I’s more than the butter that pests you,” said Liza, with a
wise shake of the head.

¢Yes; it must be the churn. I can make nothing of it.’

¢ Shaf on the churn, girl! You just look like Bessie MacNab
when they said Jamie o’ the Glen had coddled her at the durdum
yon night at Robin Forbes’s)’

¢ Hush, Liza,’ said Rotha, stooping unnecessarily low to in-
vestigate the progress of her labours, and then adding, from the
depths of the churn, ¢ Why, and how did Bessie look ??

‘Look ? look ?’ cried Liza, with a tip of the chin upwards,
as though the word itself ought to have been sufficiently explicit.
¢ Lock, yousay ? Why,” continued Liza, condescending at length
to be more definite as to the aforesaid young lady’s appearance
after a kiss at a country dance, ‘why, she looked just for the
world like you, Rotha.’ )

Then throwing off her thick outer garment without waiting
for any kind of formal invitation, Liza proceeded to make her-
self at home in a very practical way.

¢Come, let me have a turn at the churn,’ she said, *and let
us see if it s the churn that ails you—giving you two great eyes
staring wide as if you were sickening for a fever, and two checks
as red as the jowls of *Becea Rudd’s turkey.’

In another moment Liza was rolling up the sleeves of her
gown, preparatory to the experimental exercise she had proposed
to herself; but this was not a task that had the disadvantage
of interrupting the flow of her gossip.

‘But 1 say, lass,” she rattled on, ‘have you heard what that
great gammerstang of a Mother Garth has been telling 'Becca
Rudd about you? ’Becca told me herself, and I says to *Becca,
says I, “Don’t you believe it; it’s all a lie, for that old wizzent
ninny bangs them all at lying; and that’s saying a deal, you
know. Beside,” I says, “ what does it matter to her or to you,
'Becca, or to me, if so be that it ¢s true, which 'm not for be-
Lieving that it i, not L,” I says.”

¢ But what was it, Liza ? You’ve not told me what it was, lassg,

that Mrs, Garth had said about me.’
X 2
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Rotha had stopped churning, and was standing, with the colour
rising even closer round her eyes." Luckily, Liza had no time to
observe the minor manifestations of her friend’s uneasiness; she
had taken hold of the ¢ plunger,’ and was squaring herself to Ler
work. o
¢Say !’ she eried; ‘why the old carlin will say aught in the
world -but her prayers—she says that you're settin’ your cap at
one of these Rays’ boys; that'sabout what she says, the old witch-

- wife, for she’s no better. But it’s as I said to "Becca ‘Rudd, says

I, “1If it is true what traffic is it of anybody’s; but it isn’t true,” I
says, “and if it s, where's the gir] that has more right? It can’t
be Ralph that she’s settin’ her cap at, "Becea,” I says, “for Ralph’s
gone, and mayhap never to come to these parts again the longest
day he lives.”’
¢ Don’t say that, Liza,’ interrupted Rotha in a hoarse voice. "
¢ Why not? Those redcoats are after him from Carlisle, arn’t

‘Don’t say he'll not come back.,” We scarce know what may
happen.’

‘ Well, that’s what father says, anyway. But, back or not
back, it can’t be Ralph, I says to *Becca.”

‘ There’s not a girl worthy of him, Liza; not a girl on the
country side. But well not repeat their old wife’s gossip, eh,
lass?’

‘ Not if you're minded not to, Rotha. But as to there being
no girl worthy of Ralph,’ said Liza, pausing in her work and lift-
ing herself into an erect position with an air of as much dignity
as a lady of her stature could assume, ‘I'm none so sure of that,
you know. He has a fine genty air, I will say; and someways
you don’t feel the same to him when he comes by you as you do.
to other men, and he certainly is a great traveller; but to say
that there isn’t a girl worthy of him, that’s like Nabob Johnny
tellin’ Tibby Fowler that he never met the girl that wasn’t partial
to him.’

Rotha did not quite realise the parallel that had commended
itself to Liza's quick perception, but she raised no objection
to the sentiment, and would have shifted the subject.

¢ What about Robbie, my lass ? * she said.

¢ And as to Willy Ray,” says I to "Becea,’ continued the low
quacious churner, without noticing the question, ¢ itisn’t true as
Rotha would put herself in his way ; but she’s full his match, and
you can’t show me one that is nigher his equal.”’

Rotha's confusion was increasing every minute,

i R
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. ““What if her father can’t leave her much gear, she hasa head
that’s worth all the gold in Willy’s pocket, and more.” Then says
‘Becea, “ What about Kitty Jackson?” ' Shaf,” says I, “she’s
always curlin’ her hair before her bit of alooking-glass.” ¢ And
what about Maggie of Armboth ?” says 'Becca. *She hasn’t
got such a head as Rotha,” says I, “forby that she’s spending a
fortune on starch, what with her caps, and her capes, and her
frills, and what not.”?

Liza had by this time rattled away, until by the combined
exertion of arms and tongue she had brought herself to a pause for
lack of breath. "Resting one hand on the churn, she lifted the
other to her head to push back the hair that had tumbled over her

forehead. As she tossed up her head to facilitate the latter pro- v’

cess, her eyes caught a glimpse of Rotha’s crimsoning face. ¢ Well,’
she said, ‘I must say this churn’s a funny one; it seems to make
you as red as *Becca’s turkey, whether you're working at it or
lookin’ at some one else.’

‘Do you think T could listen to all that praise of myself and
not blush ?’ said Rotha, turning aside. :

‘I could—just try me and see,’ responded Liza, with a laugh.
¢ That’s nothing to what Nabob Johnny said to me once, and I
gave him a slap over the lug for it, the strutting and smirking old
peacock. Why, he’s all lace—lace at his neck and at his wrists,
and on his ? _

¢You didn’t favour Zim much, Liza.

¢ No, but Daddie did; and he said’ (the wicked little witch

imitated her father’s voice and manner) ¢ ¢ Hark ye, lass, ye must |
} b Jy H

hev him and then ye’ll be yan o’ his heirs!” ¢ He wants one or
two,” I says, “for the old carle would be bald but for the three
that are left on his crown.”’

. ¢ Well, but what about Robbie Anderson?’ said Rotha, re-
gaining her composure, with a laugh.

At this question Liza's manner underwent a change. The

perky chirpness that had a dash of wickedness, not to say of spite,
in it, entirely disappeared. Dropping her head and her veice to-
gether, she answered :

‘I don’t know what’s come over the lad. He’s maunderin’
about all day long except when he’s at the Lion, and then, I
reckon, he’s maunderin’ in another fashion.’ )

¢ Can’t you get him to bide by his work ??

‘No, it’s first a day for John Jackson at Armboth, and then
two days for Sammy Robson at the Lion, and what comes one
way goes the other,  When he’s sober-—and that’s not often in




THE SHADOW OF A4 CRIME

these days—he’s as sour as Mother Garth’s plums, and when he's,
tipsy his head’s as soft ag poddish.’ ) -
¢ Tt was & sad day for Robbie when his old mother died,’ said
Rotha.
¢ And that was in one of his bouts, said Liza; ‘ but I thought
it had sobered him for ever. He loved the old soul, did Robbie,
though he didn’t always do well by her. And now he's broken
loose again.’

Tt was clearly as much as Liza could do to control her tears,
and, being conscious of this, she forthwith made a determined
effort to simulate the sternest anger.

¢I hate to see a man behave as if his head were as soft ag
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poddish. - Not that [ care,’ she added, as if by an afterthought,
and as though to conceal the extent to which she felt compro-"-

mised ; ¢it’s nothing to me, that I can see Only Wythburn’s a
hard-spoken place, and they’re sure fo make a scandal of it
¢It’s a pity about Robbie, said Rotha sympathetically.
Tiza could scarcely control her tears. After she had dashed
a drop or two from her eyes, che said: ¢TI cannot tell what iv's
all about. He's always in a ponder, ponder, with his mouth open
—except when he’s grindin’ his teeth. I hate to see aman walk-

ing about like a haystack. And Robbie used to have so much .

fun once on a time.’

The tears were stealing up to Liza’s eyes again.

¢He can’t forget what happened on the fell with the mare—
tkat was a fearful thing, Liza’

¢ Father says it’s "cause Robbie had the say over it all; but
Joe Garth says it comes of Robbie sticking himself up alongside
of Ralph Ray, What a genty one Robbie used to be !’

Liza’s face began to brighten at some amusing memories.

<Do you mind Reuben Thwaite’s merry night last winter ab
Aboon Beck?’

¢T wasn’t there, Liza,” said Rotha.
 ¢Robbie was actin’ like a play-actor, just the same as he’d
seen at Carlisle. He was a captain, and he murdered a king, and
then he was made king himself, and the ghost came and sat in
his chair at a great feast he gave. Lord o’ me ! but it was queer.
Tirst he came on when he was going to do the murder and let
wit he saw a dagger floating before him. He started and jumped
game as our big tom cat when Mouser comes round about him.
You'd have died of laughing. Then he comes on for the bank’et,
and stamps his foot and tells the ghost to be off; and then he
trembles and dodders from head to foot like Mouser when he’s

-
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had hzs wash on Saturday nights, Youwd have dropt, it was so
queer.,

Liza’s enjoyment of the tragedy had not been exhausted with
the occasion, for now she laughed at the humours of her own
narrative,

¢ But those days are gone,” she continued. ¢ I met Robbie last
night, and I says, says I, ¢ Have you pawned your dancing shoes,
Robbie, as you're so glum ?”  And that’s what he is, save when
he's tipsy, and then what do ye think the maizelt creature does??

¢ What ? ? said Rotha, '

¢ Why,” answered Liza, with a big tear near to toppling over
the corner of her eye, ¢ why, the crack’t *un goes and gathers up
all the maimed dogs in Wythburn; 'Becca Rudd’s ¢ Dash,”
and that’s lame on a hind leg, and Nancy Grey’s “ Meg,” and you
know she’s blind of one eye, and Grace M'Nippen’s ¢ King Dick,”
and he’s been broken back’t this many a long year, and they all
up and follow Robbie when he’s nigh almost drunk, and then he’s
right—away he goes with his cap a’ one side, and all the folks
laughin’—the big poddish-head !’ :

There was a great sob for Liza in the heart of the humour

. of that situation ; and trying no longer to conceal her sorrow at
her lover’s relapse into drinking habits, she laid her head on
Rotha’s breast and wept outright.

¢We must go to Mrs. Ray; she’ll be lonely, poor old thing,’
sald Rotha, drying Liza's eyes; ¢besides, she hasn't had her
supper, you know.’ ;

The girls lefs the dairy, where the churning had made small
progress as yet, and went through the kitchen towards the room
where the Dame of Shoulthwaite lay in that-long silence which
had begun sooner with her than with others.

As they passed towards the invalid’s room, Mrs. Garth came
in at the porch. It was that lady’s first visit for years, and her
advent on this occasion seemed to the girls to forebode some ill.
But her manner had undergone an extraordinary transformation.
Her spiteful tone was gone, and the look of sourness, which had
often suggested to Liza her affinity to the plums that grew in her
own garden, had given place to what seemed to be a look of
extreme benevolence. .

¢ It's glashy and cold, but I’ve come to see my old neighbour,’
she said. ¢ I'm sure I've suffered lang and sair ower her affliction,
poor body.’ v

Without much show of welcome from Rotha, the three
women went into Mrs, Ray’s room and sat down,
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‘
A/\"}\A: ¢ Poor body, who wad have thought it?’ said Mrs. Gartk,
putting her apron to her eye as she looked up at the vacant gaze |

in the eyes of the sufferer. ‘I care not now how soon my awn
glass may run out. I've so fret myself ower this mischance that
the wrinkles 'l soon come.’

¢ She needn’t wait much for them if she's anxious to be off)’
whispered Liza to Rotha. :
s ¢ Yes,’ continues Mrs. Garth, in her melancholy soliloquy, ‘I
] ”{)\," ' fret mysel’ the lee-lang day.’
Lo ¢ She’s a deal over slape and smooth,’ whispered Liza again:
 *What's it all about? There’s something in the wind, mind me.’

},, A ‘ The good dear old creatur; and there’s no knowin’ now if
(¥~_8he’s provided for ; there’s no knowin’ it, I say, is there ?’
"/IO To this appeal neither of the girls showed any disposition to
1%

respond. Mrs. Garth thereupon applied the aprozn once more to
N her eye, and continued: * Who wad have thought she could
hve nf- have been brought down so low, she as held her head so high.
e ¢ So she did, did she! Never heard on it,” Liza broke in.

Not noticing the interruption, Mrs. Garth continued: ¢ And
now, who knows but she may come down lower yet—who knows
but she may ?’

Still failing to gain a response to her gloomy prognostications,
Mrs. Garth replied to Ler own inquiry. )

M A ‘None on us knows, I reckon! ~And what a down-come it

< ¥ wad be for her, poor creatur !’

A ¢ Bhe's sticking to that subject like a cockelty burr,’ said Liza,
not troubling this time to speak beneath her breath. ¢ What ever
does she mean by it?’

Rotha was beginning to feel concerned on the same score, 5o
she said—* Mrs. Ray, poor soul, is not likely to come to a worse
pass while she has two sons to take care of her.’

) ¢ No good to her, nowther on ’em—no good, I reckon ; mair’s

/X\i i%!\?he pity,’ murmured Mrs. Garth, calling her apron once more
to active service.

‘How so?’ Rotha could not resist the temptation to probe
these mysterious deliverances. _

¢ Leastways, not ’xcept the good dear man as is gone, Angus
bissel’, made a will for her; and, as I say to my Joey, there's no
knowin’ as ever he did; and nowther is there.’

Rotha replied that it was not usual for a statesman to make a
will.  The law was clear enough as to inheritance. There could
be no question of Mrs. Ray’s share of what had been left. Be-
gides, if there were, it-would not matter mueh in her case, where




MRS. GARTH AT SHOULTHWAITE 133

everything that was the property of her sons was hers, and
everything that was hers was theirs.

Mrs, Garth pricked up her ears at this. She could not con-
ceal her interest in what Rotha had said, and, throwing aside her
languor, she asked, in anything but a melancholy tone : ¢ So he's
left all hugger-mugger, has he ?*

‘I know nothing of that,’ replied Rotha; ¢but if he has not
made a willit cannot concern usat all. It’s all very well for the
lords of the manor and such sort of folk to make their wills, for,
what with one thing and another, their property runs cross and
sross, and there’s scarce any knowing what way it lies; but for a
statesman owning maybe a hundred or two of acres and a thousand
or two of sheep, forby a house and the like, it’s not needful at
all. The willing is all done by the law.’ .

“Bo it is, so it is, lass,’ said Mrs. Garth. The girls thought
there was a cruel and sinister light in the old woman’s eyes as
she spoke. ¢Ey, the willin’s all done by t' law; but, as I says

1 gy XN

to my Joey, “It isn't always done to our likin’, Joey ”; and -

nowther is it.’

Liza could bear no longer Mrs. Garth’s insinuating manner,
Coming forward with a defiant air, the little woman said : ¢ Look
you, don’t you snurl so; but if you've anything to say, just open
your mouth and tell us what it’s about.’

The challenge was decidedly unequivocal,

¢’0d bliss thelass !’ cried Mrs. Garth with an air of profound
astonishment. ¢ What ails the bit thing ?’

¢ Look here, you've got a deal too much talk to be jannic,
you have,’ cried Liza, with an emphasis intended to convey a
sense of profound contempt of loquaciousness in general and of
Mrs. Garth’s loquaciousness in particular.

Mrs. Garth’s first impulse was to shame her adversary out of
her warlike attitude with a little biting banter. Curling her lip,
she said, not very relevantly to the topic in hand, ¢ They’ve telt
me yer a famous sweethearter, Liza.’

¢ That’s mair nor iver you could have been,’ retorted the girl,
who always dropt into the homespun of the country side im
degree as she became excited.

‘ Yer gitten ower slape, a deal ower slippery,” said Mrs. Garth.
‘I always told my Joey as he’d have to throw ye up, and I'm fair
pleased to see he's taken me at my word.’

¢ Oh, he has, has he ? "said Liza, rising near to boiling point
at the imputation of being the abandoned sweetheart of the
blacksmith. I always said as ye could bang them all at leein,
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f would not have your Joey if his lips were droppin’ honey and’
his pockets droppm’ gold. Nothing would hire me to do ik
Joey indeed!’ added ILiza, with a_ vision of the blacksniith's
ganguine head rising before her, ¢ why, you might light a candle
at his poll.

Mrs. Garth’s banter was not caleulated to outlast this kind of
assault. Rising to her feet, she said: ¢ Weel, thou'rt a rare yan,
I will say. Yer ower fond o' red ribbons, laal thing. It's aff
with her apron and on with her bonnet, iv'ry chance. I reckon
ye'd like a silk gown, ye wad.’ : '

¢ Never mind my clothes,’ said Liza. Mrs. Garth gave herno

time to say more, for, at the full pitch of indignation, she turned
to Rotha, and added: ¢ And ye're a rare pauchtie damsel. Ye
might have been bred at Court, you as can’t muck a byre’
¢ Gohome to bed, old Cuddy Garth,” said Liza, ¢ and sup more
poddish, and take some of the wrinkles out of your wizzent skin.’
¢ Setting yer cap at the Rays’ boys,’ continued Mrs. Garth,

I Aﬂf\, “but it'll be all of no use to ye, mark my word. Old Angus
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never made a will, and the law’ll do all the willin’, ye'll see.’

¢ Don’t proddle up yon matter again, woman,” said Liza.

¢ And dunnet ye threep mé down. I'll serve ye all out, and
goon too.”

Mrs. Garth had now reached the porch. She had by this
time forgotten her visit of consolation and the poor invalid, who
lay on the bed gazing vacantly at her angry countenance.

¢ Good evening, Sarah,’ cried Liza, with an air of provoking
familiarity. ¢ May you live all the days o’ your life!’

Mrs. Garth was gone by this time.

Rotha stood perplexed, and looked after her as she dis-

appeared down the lonnin. Liza burst into a prolonged fit of
uproarious laughter.

¢ Hush, Liza ; Pm afraid she means mischief)’

¢ The old witch-wife !’ cried Liza. ¢If tempers were up at
the Lion for sale, what a fortune yon woman’s would fetch !’
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CHAPTER XXIL

THE THREATENED CUTLAWRY.

Rorna’s apprehension of mischief, either as a result of Mrs:
Garth’s menace or as having occasioned it, was speedily to find
realisation,

A day cx two after the rencontre, three strangers arrived a$
Shoulthwaite, who, without much ceremony, entered the house,
and took seats on the long settle in the kitchen.

Rotha and Willy were there at the moment, the one baking
oaten-cake, and the other tying a piece of cord about a whip
which was falling to pieces. The men wore plain attire, but a
glance was enough to satisfy Willy that one of them was the
taller of the two constables who had tried to capture Ralph on
Stye Head.

“What do you want?’ he asked abruptly.

¢ A little courtesy,” answered the stalwart constable, who
apparently constituted himself spokesman to his party.

¢From whom do you come ?’

¢ From whom and for whom !—you shall know both, young
man. We come from the High Sheriff of Carlisle, and we come
for—so please you—Ralph Ray.'

¢ He's not here.”

¢So we thought.” The constables exchanged glances and
broad smiles. ‘

¢ He’s not here, I tell you,” said Willy, obviously losing his
gelf-command as he became excited.
¢ Then go and fetch him.’ ' .
¢ T would not i£ I could ; I could not if I would. So be off)
¢ We might ask you for the welcome that is due to the com-
missioners of a sheriff.’ _

‘You take it. But youwll be better welcome to take your-
selves after it.’ ‘

¢ Listen, young master, and let it be to your profit. We want
Ralph Ray, sometime captain in the rebel army of the late
usurper in possession. We hold a warrant for his arrest. Here
it is,” and the man tapped with his fingers a paper which he drew
from his belt. :

¢T tell you once more he is not here,” said Willy.

¢ And we tell you again, Go and fetch him, and God send
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you may find him! Tt will be better for all of you,’ added the.
constable, glancing about the room. -

‘Willy was now almost beyond speech with excitement. He
walked nervously aeross the kitchen, while the constable, with
the utmost calmness of voice and manner, opened his warrant
and read : .

¢ These are to will and require you forthwith to receive inte
your charge the body of Ralph Ray, and him detain’
under secure imprisonment—— o

‘You've had the warrant a long while to no purpose, I
believe,” Willy broke in. ¢You may keep it still longer.’

The constable took no further note of the interruption thas.
to pause in his reading, and begin again in the same measured
tones : .

¢We do therefore command, publish, and declare that the
said Ralph Ray, having hitherto withheld himself from
judgment, shall within fourteen days next after per-
sonally deliver himself to the High Sheriff of Carlisle
under pain of being excepted from any pardon or
indemnity both for his life and estate.’

Then the constable calmly folded up his paper, and returned
it to its place in his belt. Willy now stood as one transfixed.

¢ So you see, young man, it will be best for you all to go and
fetch him,’ . '

*And what if T cannot?’ asked Willy. - ¢ What then will
bappen?’

¢ Outlawry ; and God send that that be all 1°

¢ And what then ?°’

¢ The confiscation to the Crown of these goods and chattels.’

‘How s0?’ said Rotha, coming forward. ‘Mrs. Ray is still
alive, and this is a brother.’ ‘ ’

¢ They must go elsewhere, young mistress.’ k .

‘You don’t mean that you can turn the poor dame into the
road ?’ said Rotha eagerly.

The man shrugged his shoulders. His companions grinned,
and shifted in their seats. :

‘You can’t do it ; you cannot do it,’ said Willy emphatically,
stamping his foot on the floor. ' ‘

‘And why not?’ The constable was unmoved. ‘Angus
- Ray is dead. Ralph Ray is his eldest son.’

¢It’s against the law, I tell you,” said Willy. v

‘ You scem learned in the law, young “rmer; enlighten ns,
pray.’

S -
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¢ My mother, as relict of my father, has her dower, as well ag
her own goods and chattels, which came from her own father,
and revert to her now on her husband’s death.’

- ¢True; alearned doctor of the law, indeed!’ said the con~
stable, turning to his fellows. ‘

‘I have also my share,” continued Willy, ¢of all éxcept the
frechold. These apportionments the law cannot touch, however
it may confiscate the property of my brother.”

¢ Look you, young man,’ said the constable, facing about and
lifting his voice ; ¢ every commissioner must feel that the law had
the ill-luck to lose an acute exponent when you gave up your
days and nights to feeding sheep; but there is one- point which
go learned a doctor ought not to have passed over in silence.
When you said the wife of the deceased had a right to her dower,
and his younger son to his portion, you forgot that the wife and
children of a traitor are in the same case with a fraitor himself.”

¢ Be plain, sir; what do you mean?’ said Willy.

¢ That wise brain of yours should have jumped my meaning;
it is that Angus Ray was as much a traitor as his son Ralph Ray,
and that if the body of the latter is not delivered to judgment
within fourteen days, the whole estate of Shoulthwaite will be
forfeited to the Crown as the property of a felon and of the out-
lawed son of a felon.

¢ It’s-a quibble—a base, dishonourable quibble,” said Willy ;
“my father cared nothing for your politics, your kings, or your
commonwealths.”

The constables shifted once more in their seats.

¢ He feels it when it comes nigh abreast of himself,’ said one
of them, and the others laughed.

Rotha was in an agony of suspense. This, then, was what
the woman had meant by her forebodings of further disaster to
the semi-conscious sufferer in the adjoining room.

The men rose to go. Wrapping his cloak about him, the
constable who had been spokesman said:

‘ You see it will be wisest to do as we say. Find him for us,
and he may have the benefit of pardon and indemnity for his life
and estate.”

‘It’s a trick, a mean trick,’ cried Willy, tramping the floor ;
¢ your pardon is a mockery, and your indemnity a lie.’

¢ Take care, young man; keep your strong words for better
service, and do you profit by what we say.’ '

¢ That for what you say,” cried Willy, losing all self-control
" and snapping his fingers before their faces. ¢ Do your worst;
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and be sure of this, that nothing would prevail with me to dis-
close my brother’s whereabouts even if I knew it, which I do
not.’ - ,
The constables laughed. ¢We know all about it, you see.
Ha! ha! You want a touch of your brother’s temper, young
master. He could hardly fizz over like this, We should have
less trouble with him if he could. But he’s a vast deal cooler
than that—worse luck !’

Willy’s anger was not appeased by this invidious parallel.
¢That’s enough,’ he cried at all but the full pitech of his voice,
pointing at the same time to the door.

The men smiled grimly and turned about.

‘Remember, a fortnight to-day, and we’ll be with you again.?

Rotha clung to the rannel-tree rafter to support herself.
Willy thrust out his arm again, trembling with excitement.

¢A fortnight to-day, repeated the constable calmly, and
pulled the door after him. » ,

CHAPTER XXIIL

SHE NEVER TOLD HER LOVE,

Wauex the door had closed behind the constables, Willy Ray
sank exhausted into a chair. The tension of excitement had

been too much for his high-strung temperament, and the relapse -

was swift and painful.

¢ Pardon and indemnity ! ” he muttered, ¢ a mockery and a lie—
that's what it is, as I told them. Onece in their clutches, and
there would be no pardon and no indemnity. - T know enough for
that. It’s a trick to catch us, but, thank God, we cannot be
caught.’

“Yet I think Ralph ought to know—that is, if we can tell

him,’ said Rotha, She was still clinging to the rannel-tree-ewér

the ingle. Her face, which had been flushed, was now ashy
pale, and her lips were compressed.

‘He would deliver himself up. I know him too well; &
cannot doubt what he would do,” said Willy.

¢ 8till, I think he ought to know,’ said Rotha. The girl was
speaking in a low tone, but with every accent of resolution.

¢ He would be denied the pardon if he obtained the indemnity.
He would be banighed perhaps for years.’
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- ¢ 8till, I think he ought to know.” Rotha spoke calnily and
slowly, but with every evidence of suppressed emotion.

‘My dear Rotha,’ said Willy in a peevish tone, * I understand
this matter better than you think for, and I know my brother
better than you can know him. There would be no pardon, I
tell you. Ralph would be banished.’

¢ Let us not drive them to worse destruction,” said Rotha.

¢ And what could be worse ?’ said Willy, rising and walking
nimlessly across the room. ¢They might turn us from this
shelter, true; they might leave us nothing but charity or beg-
gary, that is sure enongh: Is this worse than banishment?
Worse! Nothing can be worse !

¢ Yes, but something can be worse,” said the girl firmly,
never shifting the fixed determination of her gaze from the spot
whence the constables had disappeared. ¢ Willy, there ¢s worse
to come of this business, and Ralph should be told of it if we can
tell him.

‘ You don’t know my brother,” repeated Willy in a high tone
of extreme vexation. ‘IHe would be banished, I say.’

¢ And if 5o ,, said Rotha.

¢Ifso!’ cried Willy, catching at her unfinished words. ¢If
so we should purchase our privilege of not being kicked out of
this place at the price of my brother’s liberty. ~Can you be so
mean of soul, Rotha?’

¢ Your resolve is a noble one, but you do me much wrong,”
said Rotha with more spirit than before,

¢ Nay, then,’ said Willy, assuming a tone of some anger,
- not unmixed with a trace of reproach, ‘I see how itis. I know
now what you’d have me to do, You’d keep me from exasperating
these bloodhounds to further destruction in the hope of saving
these pitiful properties to us, and perchance to our children.
But with what relish could I epjoy them if bought at such a
price? Do you think of that? And do you think of the curse
that would hang on them—every stone and every coin—for us
and for our children, and our children’s children? Heaven
forgive me, but I was beginning to doubt if one who could feel
so concerning these things were worthy to bear the name that
goes along with them.’

¢ Nay, sir, but if it's a rue-bargain it is easily mended,’ said
the girl, her eyes aflame and her figure quivering and erect.

Willy scarcely waited for her response. Turning hurriedly
about, he hastened out of the house. :

¢ It is a noble resolve,” Rotha said to herself when left alone
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¢and it makes up for a worse offence.  Yes, such self-sacrifice
merits a deeper forgiveness than it is mine to offer. He deserves
my pardon. And he shall have it, such as it is. But what he -
gaid was cruel indeed—indeed it was.’ : ’

" The girl walked to the neuk window, and put her hand on
the old wheel. The tears were creeping up into the eyes that
looked vacantly towards the south.

¢ Very, very cruel; but then he was angry. The men had
angered him.  He was sore put about. Poor Willy, he suffers
‘much. Yet it was cruel; it was cruel, indeed it was.’

Rotha walked across the kitchen and again took hold of the
rannel-tree. It was as though her tempest-tossed soul were
traversing afresh every incident of the scenes that had just
before been enacted on that spot where now she stood alone.

Alone! the burden of a new grief was with her., To be
guspected of selfish motives when nothing but sacrifice had been
in her heart; that was hard to bear. To be suspected of such
motives by that man, of all others, who should have looked into
her heart and seen what lay there ; that was yet harder. ¢ Willy’s
sore put about, poor lad,’ she told herself again ; but close behind
this soothing reflection crept the biting memory, ¢ It was cruel,
what he said; indeed it was.’ )

The girl tried tq shake off the distress which the last inci-
dent had perbaps chiefly occasioned. It was matural that her
own little sorrow should be uppermost, but the heart that held it
was too deep to hold her personal sorrow only.

Rotha stepped into the room adjoining, which for her con«
venience as well as that of the invalid, had been made the bed-’
room of Mrs. Ray. Placid and even radiant in its peacefulness
lay the face of Ralph’s mother. There was not even visible at
this moment the troubled expression which, 1o Rotha’s mind,
denoted the baffled effort to say ¢ God bless you!” Thank God,
she at least was unconscious of what had happened and was still
happening ! It was with the thought of her alone-—the weak,
unconscious sufferer, near to death—that Rotha had said that
worse might occur. Such an eviction from house and home
might bring death yet nearer. To be turned into the road,
without shelter—whether justly or unjustly, what could it mat-
ter ?—this would be death itself to the poor creature that lay
here.

No, it could not, it should not happen, if she had power to
prevent it.

Rotha reached over the bed and put her arms about the head
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of the invalid and fervently kissed the placid face. Then the
girl’s fair head, with its own young face already ploughed deep
with labour and sorrow, fell on to the pillow, and rested there,
while the silent tears coursed down her cheeks.

“Not if T can prevent it} she whispered to the deaf ears.
- But in the midst of her thought for another, and that other
Willy’s mother as well as Ralph’s, like a poisonous serpent crept
up the memory of Willy’s bitter reproach. ‘It was cruel, very
cruel.’ :

In the agony of her heart the girl’s soul turned one way only,
and that was towards him whose absence had occasioned thig
latest trouble. ¢ Ralph! Ralph !’ she cried, and the tears thag
had left her eyes came again in her voice,

But perhaps, after 4ll, Willy was right. To be turned into the
road would not mean that this poor sufferer should die of the
cold of the hard winter. There were tender hearts round about,
and shelter would be found for her. Yet, no ! it was Ralph’s
concernment, and what right had they to take charity for his
mother without his knowledge? Ralph ought to be told, if they
could tell him. Yes, he must be told,

- Having come to a settled resolution on this point, Rotha rose
up from the bed, and, brushing her tangled hair from her fore-
head, walked back into the Kitchen. Standing where she had
stood while the constables were there, she enacted every incident
and heard every syllable afresh.

There could be no longer any doubt that Ralph should know
what had already happened and what further was threatened.
Yet who was to tell him, and how was he to be told? It was
useless to approach Willy in his present determination rather to
suffer eviction than to do Ralph the injury of leading, or seeming
to lead, to his apprehension, :

‘That was a noble purpose, but it was wrong,” thought
Rotha, and it never occurred to her to make terms with a mis-
take. It was a noble purpose,” she thought again; and when
the memory of her own personal grief crept up once more, she
suppressed it with the reflection, ‘Willy was sore tried, poor lad.’

Who was to tell Ralph, and how was he to be told? .Whe
knew where he had gone, or, knowing this, could go in search
of him? Would that she herself had been born a man; then
she would have travelled the kingdom over, but she would have
found him. She was only a woman, however, and her duty lay
here—here in the little circle with Ralph’s mother, and in his
house and his brother’s.  Who could go iu search of Ralph ?

L
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At this moment of doubt Sim walked into the courtyard of
the homestead. He had not been seen since the day of the par-
son’s visit, but, without giving sign of any consciousness that he had
been away, he now took up a spade and began to remove a drift
of sleet that had fallen during the previous night. Rotha'’s eyes
brightened, and she hastened to the door and hailed him.

¢ Father,” she said, when Sim had followed her into the
house, ¢ you made a great journey for Ralph a while ago; cotild
you make another now ??

¢ What has happened? Do they rype the country with yon
warrant still ? 7 asked Sim. -

¢ Worse than that, said Rotha. ¢If that were all we could
leave Ralph to settle with them ; they would never serve their
warrant, never.’ '

¢ Worse; what's worse, lass ?” said Sim, changing colour.

¢ Qutlawry,” said Rotha. ,

¢What's that, girl?—what’s outlawry ?—nothing to do with
— with-—with Wilson, has it?’ said Sim, speaking beneath his
breath, and in quick and nervous accents.

¢No, no ; not that. It means that unless Ralph is delivered
up within fourteen days this place will be taken by the bailiffs of
the Sheriff.

¢ And what of that 7’ said Sim. ¢Let them take it—Dbetter let
them have it than Ralph fall into their hands’
¢ Father, poor Mistress Ray would be turned into the roads
~—-they’d have no pity, none

G e | ¢ 71 uphod thee that's true ? said Sim. ¢ It staggers me.’
p ? Dg

¢ We must find Ralph, and at once too,’ said Rotha.

¢Pind him? He’s gone, but Heaven knows where/

¢ Father, if I were a man, I'd find him, God knows I would.

¢ It’s nigh about the worst as could have happened, it-is,’ said
Sim.

¢The worst will be to come if we do not find him.’

¢But how? where? Following him will be the rule o’
thumb,’ said Sim. '

¢ You said he took the road over the Raise, said Rotha.
¢He'll not go far, depend upon that. The horse has not been
caught—Ralph is among the mountains yet, take my word for it,
father. , :
¢It’s bad weather to trapes the fells, Rotha. The ground i3
all slush and sladderment.’

¢So it is, so it is; and you're grown weal, father. Tl go
myself, Liza Branthwaite will come bee and fill my place.

?ﬂ.‘. .
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¢No, no, I'll go; yes, that I will,” said Sim. Rotha’s ardour
of soul had conquered her father’s apprehension of failure.

~ ‘It’s only for a fortnight at most, that’s all,’ added Sim.

¢ No more than that. If Ralph is not found in a fortnight,
make your way home.’ :

¢ But he shall be found, God helping me, he shall,’ said Sim.

‘He will help you, father,” said Rotha, her eyes glistening
with tears. '

¢ When should I start away ??

¢ To-morrow, at daybreak; that’s as I could wish you,’ said
Rotha,

¢ To-morrow—=Sunday ? Let it be to-night. It will rain
to-morrow, for it rained on Friday. Let it be to-night, Rotha.’

¢To-night, then,” said the girl, yielding to her father's super-
stitious fears, Thrusting her hand deep into a pocket, she added,
¢I haye some money, not much, but it will find you lodgings for
o fortnight. :

¢ Never mind the money, girl,’ said Sim; give me the horse-
wallet on my back, with a bit of barley bread—and that
will do.

‘You must take the money as well. These are cold, hard
nights. Promise me you'll lodge at the inns on the road;
" remember to keep yourself strong, for it’s your only chance of
finding Ralph—promise me !’

¢I give you my word, Rotha.’

‘And now promise to say nothing of this to Willie,” said
Rotha.

Sim did not reply, but a quick glance expressed more than
words of the certainty of secrecy in that regard.

¢ When you've crossed the Raise, follow on to Kendal,’ said
Rotha, ‘and ask everywhere as you go. A fortnight to-day the
men reburn ; remember that, and tell Ralph when you meet.’

‘I fear- he’ll give himself up, I do,’ said Sim ruefully, and
still half doubting his errand.

¢That’s for him to. decide, and he knows best, answered
" Rotha. ‘To-night, after supper, be you at the end of the lonnin,
and I'll meet you there.’

" Then Sim went out of the house.

When Willy Ray left Rotha an hour ago it was with an
overwhelming sense of disappointment. Catching at an unfinished
phrase, he had jumped to a false conclusion as to her motives.
He thought that he had mistaken her character, and painful as

: L2
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it had been to him some days ago to think that perhaps the girl
had not loved him, the distress of that moment was as nothing to
the agony of this one, when he began to suspect that perhaps he
did not love her. Or if, indeed, he loved her, how terrible it
was to realise, as he thought he did but too vividly, that she was
unworthy of his love ! Had she not wished to save the old home
at the cost of his brother’s liberty 2 True, Ralph was his brother,
not hers, and perhaps it was too much to expect that she should
feel his presentsituation as deeply ashe did. Yet he had thought
hier a rich, large soul, as unselfish as pure. It was terrible to
icel that this had been an idle dream, a mere mockery of the
poor reality, and that his had been a vain fool’s paradise.

Then to think that he was for ever to be haunted by this idle
dream; to think that the shattered idol which he could no longer
worship was to live with him to the end, to get up and lie down
with him, and stand for ever beside him !

Perhaps, after all, ha had been too hard on the girl. Willy
told hifnself it had been wrong to expect so much of her. She
was—he must look the stern fact in the face—she was a country
girl, and no more. Then was she not also the daughter of
Simeon Stagg? '

Yes, the sunshine had been over her when he looked at her
before, and it had bathed her in a beauty that was not her own.
That had not been her fault, poor girl. He had been too hard
on her. He would go and make amends.

As Willy entered the house Sim was coming out of it. They
passed without a word.

¢Forgive me, Rotha, said Willy, walking up to her and
taking her hand. ¢I spoke in haste and too harshly.”

TRotha let her hand Le in his, but made no reply. ~After his
apology, Willy would have extenuated his fault. '

¢You see, Rotha, you don't know my brother as well as I do,
and hence you could not foresee what would have happened if we
had done what you proposed.’ ,

- gtill there was no response. Willy’s words came more slowly
as he continued : ¢ And it was wrong to suppose that whether
Ralph were given up or not they would leave us in this place,
but it was natural that you should think it a good thing to save
this shelter.’ : ‘

¢T was thinking of your mother, Willy,” said Rotha, with her
eyes on the ground.

¢ My mother—true.” Willy had not thought of this befure
that Rotha’s mind had been running on the possible dangers to

%
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bis mother of the threatened eviction had never occurred to him

until now. '

He had been wrong—entirely so. His impulse was to take
the girl in his arms and confess the injustice of his reflections ;
but he shrank from this at the instant, and then his mind
wriggled with apologies for his error.

“To spare “mother the peril of being turned into the roads—
that would have been something; yes, much. Ralph himself
must have chosen to do that. But once in the clutches of those
bloodhounds, and it might have meant banishment for years, for

life perhaps—aye, perhaps even death itself.

) ¢t And even so, said Rotha, stepping back a pace and
throwing up her head, while her hands were clenched con~
vulsively. :

¢ And even so,’she repeated. ‘Death comes to allj it will
come to him among the rest, and how could he die better? If
he were a thousand times my brother, I could give him up to

.such a death.’

‘Rotha, my darling,’ cried Willy, throwing his arms about
her, ‘T am ashamed. Forgive me if I said you were thinking of
yourself. Look up, my darling; give me but one look, and say
you have pardoned me.’ .

Rotha had dropped her eyes, and the tears were now blinding
them.

‘I was a monster to think of it, Rotha; lock in my face, my
girl, and say you forgive me.’

¢I could have followed you over the world, Willy, and

" looked for no better fortune. I could have trusted to you, and
loved you, though we had no covering but the skies above us.’

‘Don’t kill me with remorse, Rotha ; don’t heap coals of fire
on my head. Look up and smile but once, my darling.’

Rotha lifted her tear-dimmed eyes to the eyes of her lover,
and Willy stooped to kiss her trembling lips, At that instant
an impulse took hold of him which he was unable to resist, and
werds that he struggled to suppress forced their own utterance.

¢ Great God !’ he cried, and drew back his head with & quick
zecoil, ‘ how like your father you arel’

-
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CIIAPTER XXIV.

. TREASON OR MURDERs

TeE night was dark that followed. If had been a true Cumbrian
day in winter. The leaden sky that hung low and dense had

been relieved only by the white rolling mists that capped the

fells and swept at intervals down their brant and rugged sides.
The air had not cleared as the darkness came on. There was no
moon. The stars could not struggle through the vapour thab
lay beneath them. There was no wind. Tt was a cold and
silent night,

Rotha stood at the end of the lonnin, where the lane to
Shoulthwaite joined the pack-horse road. She was wrapped in
a long woollen cloak having a hood that fell deep over her face.
Her father had parted from her half an hour ago, and though the
darkness bad in a moment hidden him from her sighs, she had
continued to stand on the spot at which he had left her. -

She was slight of figure and stronger of will than physique,
but she did not feel the cold. She was revolving the step she
had taken, and thinking how great an issue hung on the event.
Sometimes she mistrusted her judgment, and felt an impulse to
run after her father and bring him back. Then a more potent
influence would prompt her to start away and overtake him, yet
only in order to bear his message the quicker for her fleeter
footsteps.

But no; Fate was in it: a power above herself seemed to
dominate her will. She must yield and obey. The thing was
done. v

The girl was turning about towards the house, when she heard
footsteps approaching her from the direction which her father
had taken. She could not help but pause, hardly knowing why,
when the gaunt figure of Mrs. Garth loomed large in the road
beside her. Rotha would now have hastened home, but the
woman had recognised her in the darkness.

‘How’s all at Shoulth’et?’ said Mrs. Garth in her blandest
tones; ‘rubbin’ on as usual?’

“Rotha answered with a civil commonplace, and turned to go.
But Mrs, Garth had stood, and the gixl felt compelled to stand
also.

‘It’s odd to see ye mot at work, lass, said the woman in a

—
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conciliatory way; ¢ye’re nigh almost always as thrang as Thorp
wife, tittyvating the house and what not.

Again some commonplace from Rotha, and another step
homewards.

‘I've just been takin’ a sup o’ tea with laal 'Becca Rudd.
It's early to go home, but, as I says to my Joey, there’s no place
Iike it; and nowther is thele It's like ye've found that yersel’,
lass, afore this.

There was an insinuating sneer in the tone in whlch Mrs.
Garth uttered her last words. Getting no response, she added-—

¢ And yer fadder, I reckon %¢’s found it out too, bein’ so lancr
beholden to others. I met the poor man on the road a while ago.’

¢It’s cold and sappy, Mrs. Garth. Good-night,’ said Rotha.

¢Poor man, he has to scrat now,” said Mrs. quth regardless
of Rotha'’s adien. ¢ Ireckon he’s none gone off for a spoag ; he's
none gone for a jaunt.

The  woman was angry at Rotha’s silence, and, failing fo
conciliate the girl, she was determined to hold her by other means.
Rotha percelved the purpose, and wondered within herself why
she did not go.

¢ But he’s gone on a bootless errand, I tell ye,’ continued Mrs.
Garth,

¢ What errand ?” It was impossible to resist the impulse to
probe the woman’s meaning,

Mrs. Garth laughed. It was a cruel laugh, with a crow of
triumph in it.

“Yer waxin’ apace, lass; I reckon ye think ye'll be amang
the next batch of weddiners,’ said Mrs, Garth. g

Rotha was not slow to see the connection of this scarcely
relevant observation. Did the woman know on what errand her
father- had set qut? Had she guessed it? And if so, what
matter ?

¢I wish the errand had been mine instead,’ said Rotha calmly.
But it was an unlucky remark.

¢‘Like enough. Now, that’s very like,” said Mrs. Garth with
affected smceuty ¢Ye'll wans to see him badly,lass; he's been
lang away. Weel, it's nought but nature. He's a very person-
able young man. "There’s no sayin’ aught against it. Yes, he's
of the bettermer sort, that way.’

Of what use was it to continue this idle gossip? Rotha was
again turning about, when Mrs, Garth added, half as comment
and half as queetlon—-

¢ And likely ye've never had the scribe of a line from him
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gin’ he left. But he’s no wanter ; he'll never marry ye, lass, s0
ye need never set heart on him.! '

Rotha stepped close to the woman and looked into her face.
What wickedness was now brewing?

¢ Nay, saucer een,’ said Mrs. Garth with a snirt, ¢art tryin’ to
gkiander me like yon saucy baggish, laal Liza?’

¢Come, Mrs. Garth, let us understand one another,” said
Rotha sclemnly. ‘What is it you wish to tell me? You said
my father had gone on a bootless errand. What do you know
about it? Tell me, and don’t torment me, woman,’

. ¢Nay, then, I’ve nought to say. hought but that Ralph Ray
is on the stormy side of the hedge this time.’

Mrs. Garth Jaughed again.

‘He isin trouble, that is true; but what has he done to you

“that you should be glad at his misfortunes?”

‘Done? done?’ said Mrs. Garth; ¢ why—but we’ll not talk
of that, my lass, Ask him if ye'd know Or mayhap ye'll ask
yon shafﬂes, yer father.

What could the woman mean ?

¢ Tak my word for it ; never set heart on yon Ralph: he’s a

doomed man. It's not for what he did at the wars that the red-

coats trapes after him. It's worse nor that—a lang way war’ nor
that.”

¢What is 1t woman, that you would tell me7 Be fair and
plain with me,’ cried the girl ; and the words were scarcely spoken
when she despised herself for regarding the matter so seriously:

But Mrs. Garth leared over to her with an ominous coun- .

tenance, and whispered ¢ There’s murder in it, and that’s war’ nor
war. DMay war’ never come among us, say I

Rotha put her hands over her face, and the next moment the-

woman shuffled on.
It was out at length,

Rotha staggered back to the house. The farm people kad
taken supper, and were lounging in various attitudes of repose on
the skemmel in the kitchen.

The girl's duties were finished for the day, and she went up
to her own room. = She had no light, and, without undressing, she
threw herself on the bed. But no rest came to her. Hour after
hour she tossed about, devising reason on reason for disbelieving
the woman's word: But apprehensmn compelled conviction.

Mrs. Garth had forewarned them of the earlier danger, and
she might be but too well mformed concerning this later one.

~



TREASON OR MURDER 153

Rotha rejected from the first all idea of Ralph being guilty of
the crime’in question. She knew nothing of the facts, but her
heart instantly repudiated the allegation. Perhapsthe crime was
something that had occurred at the wars six years ago. It could
hardly be the same that still hung over their own Wyihburn.
That last dread mystery was as mysterious as ever. Ralph had
said that her father was innocent of it, and she knew in her
heart that he must be so. But what was it that he had said ?
‘Do you know it was not father ?’ she had asked ; and he had
answered, ¢ I know it was not.” Did he mean that he himself——

The air of her room felt stifling on that winter’s night. Her
brow was hot and throbbing, and her lips were parched and
feverish. Rising, she threw open the window, and waves of the
cold. mountain vapour rolled in upon her.

That was a lie which had tried a moment ago to steal into
her mind—a cruel shameless lie. Ralph was as innocent of
murder as she was. No purer soul ever lived on earth ; God knew
it was the truth.

Hark! What cry was that which was borne to her through
the silent night?  Was it not a horse’s neigh ?

Rotha shuddered, and leaned out of the window. It was gone.
The reign of silence was unbroken. Perhapsit had been a fancy.
Yet she thought it was the whinny of a horse she knew.

Rotha pulled back the sash and returned to her bed. How
long and heavy were the hours till morning ! Would the daylight
never dawn? or was the blackness that rested in her own heart
to lie for ever over.all the earth ?

But it came at last—the fair and gracious morning of another
day camé to Rotha even as it alwayshas come to the weary watcher,
even as it always will come to the heartsore and hcavy-laden,
" however long and black the night. :

The girl rose at daybreak, and then she began to review the
late turn of events from a practical standpoint.

Assuming the woman’s word {o be true, in what respect was
the prospect different for Mrs. Garth’s disclosure? Rotha had
to confess to herself that it was widely different. When she
told Willy that she could give up Ralph, were he a thousand
times her brother, to such a death of sacrifice as he had pictured,
she had not conceived of a death that would be the penalty of
murder. That Ralph would be innocent of the crime could not
lessen the horror of such an end. Then there was the certainty
that conviction on such a charge would include the seizure of
the property. Rotha dwelt but little on the chances of am



154 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

innocent man’s acquittal. 'The law was to her uninformed mind
not an agent of justice, but an instrument of punishment, and to
be apprehended was to be condemned. '

Ralph must be kept out of the grip of the law. Yes, that
was beyond question. Whether the woman’s words were true or
fulse, the issues were now too serious to be played with.

She had sent her father in pursuit of Ralph, and the effect of
what he would tell of the forthcoming eviction might influence
Ralph to adopt a course that would be imprudent, even dangerous
—nay, even fatal, in the light of the more recent disclosure.

‘What had she dene? God alone could say what would come
of if.

But perhaps her father could still be overtaken and brought
back. Yet who was to do it? She herself was a woman,
doomed as such to sit at her poor little wheel, to lie here like an
old mastiff or its weak tottering whelp, while Ralph was walking
—perhaps at her bidding—to his death. ,

She would tell Willy, and urge him to go in pursuit of Sim.
Yet, no, that was not possible. She would have to confess that
she had acted against his wish, and that he had been right while
she had been wrong. Even that humiliation was as nothing in
the face of the disaster that she foresaw; but Willy and Sim !
—Rotha shuddered as she reflected how little the two names even
could go together.

The morning was growing apace, and still Rotha’s perplexity
increased. She went downstairs, and made breakfast with an
absent mind.

The farm people came and went; they spoke, and she answered;
but all was as a dream, except only the one grim reality that lay
on her mind.

She was being driven to despair. It was far on towards
midday, and she was alone; still no answer came to her question.
She threw herself on the settle, and buried her face in her bands.
She wap in too much agony to weep. What had she done?
What could she do?

When she lifted her eyes, Liza Branthwaite was beside her,
looking amazed, and even frightened.

¢ What has happened, lass?’ said Liza fearfully.

Then Rotha, having no other heart to trust with her haunting
seeret, confided it to this simple girl.

¢ And what can I do?’ she added in a last word. .

During the narration, Liza had been kneeling, with her arms

in her friend’s lap. Jumping up when Rotha had ceased, she

A e o
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oried, in reply to the last inquiry, ‘I know. Tl just slip away
to Rebbie. He shall be off and fetch your father back.’

¢ Robbie ? ? said Rotha, looking astonished. .

¢ Never fear ; I'll manage him. And now, cheer up, my lass;
cheer up.’

In another moment Liza was running at her utmost speed
down the lonnin.

CHAPTER ZXXV.
LizA’S DEVICE,

Waen she reached the road, the little woman turned towards
Wythburn. Never pausing for an instant, she ran on and ov,
passing sundry groups of the country folks, and rarely waiting to
exchange more than the scant civilities of a hasty greeting. v

It was Sunday morning, and through the dense atmosphere
that preceded rain came the sound of the bells of the chapel on
the Raise, which rang for morning service.

¢ What’s come over little Liza?" said a young dalesman, who,
in the solemnity of Sunday apparel, was wending his way thither,
as the little woman flew past him, ‘tearing,” as he said, ‘like a
crazy thing.’

¢ Some barn to be christened afore the service, Liza ?” called
another young dalesman after her, with the memory of the girl’s
enjoyment of a similar ceremony not long before.

T.iza heeded neither the questions nor the banter. Her
destination was certainly not the church, but she ran with greater
speed in that direction than the love of the Reverend Nicholas’s

" ministrations had yet prompted her to compass.

The village was reached at length, and her father’s house was
near at hand; but the girl ran on, without stopping to exchange
a word with her sententious parent, who stood in the porch, pipe
in hand, and clad in those ‘Cheppel Sunday’ garments with
which, we fear, the sanctuary was rarely graced.

¢ Why, theer’s Liza,” said Matthew, turning his head into the
house to speak to his wife, who sat within; ¢ flying ower the road
like a mad greyhound.’

Mors. Branthwaite had been peeling apples towards the family’s
one great dinner in the week. Putting down the bowl which
contained them, she stepped to the door and looked after her
daughter’s vanishing figure.
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¢Sure enough, it is,’ she said. ¢Whatever’s amiss? The lasg
went over to the Moss. Why, she stopping, isn't she ?’

¢ By, at the Lion,’ answered Mattha.: ‘I reckon there’s summat
wrang agen with that Robbie. -I'll Just slip away and see.’

Pantmﬂ and heated on this winter’s day, red up to. the roots
of the hair and down to the nape of the neck, Liza had come to
a fuil pause at the door of the village inn. It was. not a falss
instinct that had led the girl to choose this destination. Sunday
as it was, the young man whom she sought was there, and, morn-
ing though it might be, he was already in that condition of partial
inebriation which Liza had recognised as the sign of a facetious
mood.

Opening the door with a disdainful push, compounded partly
of her contempt for the place and partly of the irritation occasioned
by the events that had brought her to the degradation of calling
there, Liza cried out, as well as she could in her present breathless
condition: ‘ Robbie, come your ways out of this.’

The gentleman addressed was at the moment lying in a some-
what undignified position on the floor. Half sprawling, half

. resting on one knee, Robbie was surprised in the midst of an

amusement of which the perky little body whom he slaimed as
his sweetheart had previously expressed her high disdain. This
consisted of a hopeless endeavour to make alame dog dance. The
animal in question was no other than ’Becca Rudd’s ‘Dash,’ a
piece of nomenclature which can only be described as the wildest
and most satirical misnomer. Liza had not been too severe on
Dash’s physical infirmities when she described him as lame on
one of his hind legs, for both those members were so effectually
out of joint as to render locomotion of the simplest kind a diffi-
culty attended by violent oscillation. This was probably the

circumstance that had recommended Dash as the object of Robbie’s

half drunken pastime; and after a fruitless half-hour’s exercise
the tractable little creature, with a woeful expression of face, was
at length poised on its hindmost parts just as Liza pushed open
the door and called to its instructor.

The new arrival interrupted the course of tuition, and Dash
availed himself of his opportunity to resume the normal functions
of his fron$ paws. At this the reclining tutor looked up from his
place on the floor with a countenance more of sorrow than of
anger, and said, in a tone that told how deeply he was grleved :
¢ There, lass, see how you've spoilt it !’

‘Get up, you .daft-head! Whatever are you mufflin’ about
you silly oue, lying down there with the dogs and the fleas?’

g
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Liza still stood in the doorway with an august severity of
pose that would have befitted Cassandra at the porch. Her un-
sparing tirade had provoked an outburst of laughter, butnot from
Robbie. There were two other occupants of the parlour—Reuben
Thwaite, whohad never been numbered among the regenerate, and
had always spent his Sunday mornings in this place and fashion;

-and little Monsey Laman, whose duty as schoolmaster usually

embraced that of sexton, bellringer, and- pew-opener combined,.
but who had escaped his clerical offices on this Sabbath morning
by some plea of indisposition which, as was eventually perceived,

- would only give way before liberal doses of the medicine kept at

the sign of the Red Lion.

The laughter of these worthies did not commend itself to
Liza’s sympathies, for, turning hotly upon them, she said: ¢ And
you’re worse nor he is, you old sypers.’ »

¢ Liza, Liza,” cried Robbie, raising his forefinger in an attitude
of remonstrance, which he had just previously been practising on
the unhappy Dash. ¢Liza, think what it is to call this reverend
clerk and sexton and curate a toper !’ ‘

¢ And so he is; he’s like yourself; he's only half-baked, the
half thick. )

¢ Now—now-—now, Liza !’ cried Robbie, raising himself on
his haunches the better to give effect to his purpose of playing the
part of peacemaker and restraining the ardour of his outspoken
little friend, '

¢ Come your ways out, I say,’ said Liza, not waiting for the
admonition that was hanging large on the lips of the blear-eyed
philosopher on the floor.

¢Come your ways,’ she repeated ; ‘I would be solid and solemn
with you.’

Robbie was at this instant struggling to regain possession of
the itinerant Dash, who, perceiving a means of escape, was hobbling
his way to the door.

¢ Wait a minute,” said Robbie, having captured the runaway ;
‘wait a minute, Liza, and Dash will show you how to dance like
Mother Garth.’

¢ Shaf on Dash !’ said Liza, taking a step or two into the room
and securing to that animal his emancipation by giving him a
smack that knocked him out of Robbie’s hands. ‘Do you think
I've come here to see your tipsy games?’ .

Robbie responded to this inquiry by asking with provoking
good nature if she had not rather come to give him a token of her
love. :
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¢ Give us'a kiss, lass,” he said, gettmg up to his feet and ex-
tending his arms to help himself,

Liza gave him something instead, but it produced a somewhaf:
Touder and smarter percussion.

¢What a whang over the lug she brong him ! * said Reuben,
turning to the schoolmaster. '

¢T reckon its mair wind ner wool, like clippin’ a swine,’” said
Matthew Branthwaite, who entered the inn at this juncture.

Robbie’s good humour was as radiant as ever. ¢ A kiss for a
blow,” he said, laughing and struggling with the little woman,
¢It's a Christian virtue, eh, father?”’

¢Ye'll not get many of them, at that rate,” answered Mattha,
less than half pleased af an event which he could not compr ehend.
¢ It’s slow wark suppin’ buttermilk with a pitchfork.

¢Will you never be solid with me ?’ cried Liza, with extreme
vexation plctured on every feature as her scapegrace sweetheart
tried to imprison her hands in order to kissher. ¢I tell you——
and then there was some momentary whispering between them,
which seemed to have the effect of sobering Robbie in an instant.
His exuberant vivacity gave place to a look of thentmost solemnity,
not unmixed with a painful expression as of one who was struggling
hard to gather together his scattered wits.

¢ They 11 only have another to take once they catch iim,” said
Robbie in an altered tone, as he drew his hand hard across his eyes.

There was some further whispering, and then the two went
outside. Returning to the door, Liza hailed her father, who
joined them on the ¢ causeway in front of the inn.

Robbie was another man, Of his reckless abandonment of

spirit no trace was left.

Mattha was told of the visit of the constables to Shoulthwaite,
and of Sim’s despatch in search of Ralph.

¢He'll be off for Carlisle,’ said Robbie, standing square on his
legs, and tugging with his cap off at the hair at the back of his
head.

¢ Like eneuf,” answered Mattha, ¢and likely that’s the safest
place for him. It’s best to sit near the fire when the chimney
smokes, thoo knows.’

¢He'll none go for safety, father,” answered Robbie, and turn-
ing to Liza, he added, ¢ But what was it you said about Mother
Garth ?’

¢ The old witch-wife said that Ralph was wanted for murder,’
replied the girl,

‘It’s a lie,” said Robbie vehemently.
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] ‘I?’I,l uphod thee there, said Mattha; ¢ but whatever’s to be
one ?

¢ Why, Robbie must go and fetch Sim back,’ said Liza eagerly.

¢ The lass is right,’ said Robbie; ¢ I'll be off.’ -And the young
man swung on his heel as though about to carry out his purpose
on the instant.

¢ Stop, stop,’ said Mattha; ¢ I reckon the laal tailor’s got farther
ner the next cause’y post. You must come and tak a bite of
dinner and set away with summat in yer pocket.

-¢ Hang the pocket ! I must be off,} said Robbie. But the
old man took him too firmly by the arm to allow of his escape
without deliberate rudeness. They turned and walied towards
the weaver’s cottage.

¢ What a maizelt fool I've been to spend my days and nights
in thishole!’ said Robbie, tipping his finger over his shoulder to-
wards the Red Lion, from which they were walking. '

¢ I've oft telt thee so,’ said Mattha, not fearing the character of
a Job’s comforter.

¢ And while this bad work hasbeen afoot too,” added Robbie,
with a penitent drop of the head. :

They had a tributary of the Wyth river to pass on the way
to Mattha's house. When they came up to it, Robbie cried,
¢Hold a minute!’ Then running to the bank of the stream, he
dropt on to his knees, and before his companions could prevent
him he had pulled off his cap and plunged his head twice or
thrice in the water. : ’

¢ What, man |’ said Mattha, ¢ ye’d want mair ner the strength
of men and pitchforks to stand again the like of that. Why, the
water is as biting as a stepmother welcome on a winter’s mornin’
game as this.’

It’s done me a power of good though,’ said Robbie, shaking
his wet hair, and then drying it with a handkerchief which Liza
had handed him for the purpose. ‘I’'m a stone for strength,’
added Robbie, but rising to his feet he slipped and fell.

“Then didsta nivver hear that a tum'lan stone gedders na
moss,’ said Mattha.

The jest was untimely, and the three walked on in silence.
Once at the house the dinner was soon over, and not even Mrs.
Branthwaite’s homely, if hesitating, importunity could prevail
with Robbie to make a substantial meal.

b " Come, lad,” said Mastthew, ¢ you've had but a stepmother
it.

¢ I've had more than T’ve eaten at one meal for nigh a month
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—nore than Dve taken since that thing happened ot the fell,
answered Robbie, rising from the table, strapping his long coat
tightly about him with his belt, and tying cords about the wide
flanges of his big boots.

Mattha will sett thee on the road, Robbie,’ said Mrs. Bran-
thwaite,

¢ Nay, nay; I reckon, I'd be scarce welcome., Mayhap the lad
has welcomer company.’

This was said in an insinuating tone, and with a knowing in-
clination of the head towards Liza, whose back was turned while
she stole away to the door.

¢Nay, now, but nobody shall sett me;’ said Robbie, ¢ for I
must fly over the dykes like a racehorse.’

¢ Ye've certainly got a lang stroke 0 the grund, Robbie.’

Robbie laughed, waved his hand to the old people, who stilk
sat ab dinner, and made his way outside.

Tiza was there, looking curiously abashed, as though she felt
at the moment prompted to an impulse of generosity of which
she had cause to be ashamed.

¢ Gie us a kiss, now, my lass’ whispered Robbie, who came
behind her and put his arm about her waist.

There was a hearty smacking sound.

(WWhat's that?’ cried Mattha from within; ¢TI thought it
might be the sneck of a gate.’

CHAPTER XXVL

¢ FOOL, DO NOT FLATTER.

Wiy Mrs. Garth reached home, after her interview with

2otha in the road, there was a velvety softness in her manner as
of one who had a sense of smooth satisfaction with herself and
her surroundings.

The blacksmith, who was working at a little bench which he
Tad set up in the kitchen, was also in a mood of more than usual
cheerfuluess.

‘Ey, he’s canght—as good as caught,’ said Mrs. Garth.

Her son laughed, but there was the note of forced merriment
in bhis voice.

¢Where do they say he is—Lancaster ?’

¢ That's it, not a doubt on’t.’

¢ Were they sure of him—the man at Lancaster 2
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¢No, but I were when they telt me what mak of man it YA b
was. o o

The blacksmith laughed again over 2 chisel which he was )
tempering. /

¢ It’s nothing to me, is it, mother ?7?

¢ Nowt in the warld, Joey, ma lad’

¢They are after him for a traitor, but I cannot see as it’s
anything to me what they do with him when they catch hod on § Hhe,
him—it’s nothing to me, is it, mother?’ , f ot

- ¢ Nowt.’ ‘

Garth chuckled audibly. Then in a low tone he added—

¢ Nor nothing to me what comes of his kin afterwards.’

He paused in his work ; his manner changed ; he turned to
where Mrs..Garth was coiled up before the fire.

¢Had he any kin, mother 7’

Mrs. Garth glanced quickly ap at her son.

¢ A brother, na mair”

¢What sort of a man, mother?’

¢The spit of hissel’.’

¢Seen anything of him 2’

¢ Not for twenty year.

¢Nor want to neither?’

Mrs. Garth curled her lip.

CHAPTER XXVIL
RALPH AT LANCASTER.

MuE night of the day on which the officers of the Sheriff’s court
of Carlisle visited Shoulthwaite, the night of Simeon Stagg's’
departure from Wythburn in pursuit of Ralph, the night of
TRotha’s sorrow and her soul’s travail in that solitary house
among the mountains, was a night of gaiety and festival in the
slluminated streets of old Lancaster. The morning had been web
and chill, but the rain-clouds swept northward as the day wore
on, and at sundown the red bars belted the leaden sky that lay to
the west of the towers of the grey castle on the hill.

A proclamation_by the King had to be read that day, and
the ancient city had done all that could be done under many de-
pressing conditions to receive the royal message with fitting
honours.  Flags that had lain long furled floated from parapet
and pediment, from window and balcony, from tower and turret

¥
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Doors were thrown open that had not always swung wide on
their hinges, and open-house was kept in many quarters.

Towards noon a man mounted the steps in the Market Place,
and read this first of the King’s proclamations and nailed it to
- the Cross. ‘ :

A company of red-coated soldiers were marched fro.x the
Castle Hill to the hill on the south-west, which had been thrown
up six years before by the russet-coated soldiery who had at-
tacked and seized the castle. Then they were marched back and
disbanded for the night.

When darkness fell over highway and byway, fires were lif
down the middle of the narrow streets, and they sent up wide
flakes of light that brightened the fronts of the half-timbered
houses on either side, and shot ared glow into the sky, where the
square walls of the Dungeon Tower stood out against dark rolling
clouds. - '

Little knots of people were at every corner, and groups of
the baser sort were gathered about every fire. Gossip and
laughter and the click of the drinking-horn fell everywhere on
the ear. But the night was still young, and order as yet pro-
vailed. B

The Market-place was the scene of highest activity. Num-
bers of men and boys sat and stood on the steps of the Cross,
discussing the proclamation that had been read there. Now and
again some youth of more scholarship than the rest held a link
to the paper, and lisped and stammered through its bewildering
sentences for the benefit of a circle of listeners who craned their
necks to hear. : )

The proclamation was against public vice and immorality of
various sorts which were unpunishable by law. It set forth that
there were many persons who had no method of expressing their
allegiance to their Sovereign but that of drinking his health, and
others who had so little regard for morality and religion as to
have no respect for the virtue of the female sex.

The loyalty of the Lancasterians might be unimpeachable,
but their amusement at the proclamation was equally beyond
question. -

¢ That from Charles Stuart!’ said one, with a laugh; and he
added, with more familiarity of affection for his King than
reverence for his august state, ¢ What a sly dog he is, to be
sure!’

¢Who is that big man in the Iong coat? ' said another, who
had not participated in the banter of his companions on the
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Puritanical devices of Charles and his cronies. He was jerking
his head aside to where a man whom we have known in other
scenes was pushing his way through the crowd.

¢Don’t know ; no one knows, seemingly,” answered the poli-
ticlan whose penetration had solved the mystery of the proclama~-
tion against vice and all loose livers. -

" ¢ He’s been in Lancaster this more nor a week, hasn’t he ?°

¢ Believe he has; and so has the little withered fellow that
haunts him like his shadow. Don’t seem over welcome company,
so far as I can see.

¢ Where’s the little one now ?’

¢ I reckon he’s nigh about somewhere.’

Ralph Ray borrowed a link from a boy who was near, and
stood before the paper that was posted upon the Cross. Just
then a short, pale-faced, elderly man, with quick eyes beneath

" shaggy brows, élbowed his way between the people and came up
close at Ray’s side, ’

It was clearly not. his object to read the proclamation, for
after a glance at 1t his eyes were turned towards Ralph’s face.
If he had hoped to catch the light of an expression there he was
disappointed. Ralph read the proclamation without changing a
muscle of his countenance. He was returning the link to its
owner, when the little man reached out his long finger, and,
touching the paper as it hung on the Cross, looked up into Ralph’s
eyes with a cunning leer, and said, ¢ Unco’ gude, eh 7’

. Ralph made no reply. -As though determined to draw him
into converse, the little man shrugged his shoulders, and added—
¢ Clarendon’s work that, eh 7’ '

There was still no response, so the speaker continued: ¢It’ll
deceive none. It’s lang sin’ the like of it stood true in England
—worse luck !’ '

The dialect in which this was spoken was of that mongrel
sort which in these troublous days was sometimes adopted by
degenerate Scotchmen who, living in England, had reasons of
their own for desiring to conceal their nationality.

‘TIl wager it’s all a joke, added the speaker, dropping his
voice, but still addressing Ralph, and ignoring the people that
stood around them. ]

Ralph turned about, and, giving but a glance to his interlo-
cutor, passed out of the crowd without a word.

The little man remained a moment or two behind, and then
glunk down the street in the direction which Ralph had taken.

There was to be a performance at the theatre that night, and
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already the people had begun to troop towards St. Leonard’s
Gate. Chairs were being carried down the causeway, with link-
boys walking in front of them, and coaches were winding their
way among the fires in the streets, Scarlet cloaks were mingling
with the grey jerkins of the townspeople, and swords were here
and there clanking on the pavement. I

The theatre was a rude wooden structure that stood near the
banks of the river, on a vacant plot of ground that bordered the
city on the east and skirted the fields. It had a gallery that
sloped upwards from the pit, and the more conspicuous seats in
it were draped in crimson cloth. 'The stage, which went out as a
aquare chamber from one side of the circular auditorium, was
lighted by lamps that hung above the heads of the actors.

Before the performance began every seat was filled.. The
men hailed their friends from opposite sides of the house, and
laughed and chaffed, and sang snatches of Royalist and other
ballads. The women, who for the most part wore veils or masks,
whispered together, flirted their fans, and returned without reserve
the salutations that were offered them.

Ralph Ray, who was there, stood at the back of the pit, and
close at his left was the sinister little man who had earlier in the
evening been described as his shadow. Their bearing towards
each other was the same as had been observed at the Cross: the
one constantly interrogating in a low voice ; the other answering
with a stedfast glance or not ab all, X

When the curtain rose, a little butterfly creature, in the blue-
and-scarlet costume of a man—all frills and fluffs and lace and
linen—came forward, with many trips and skips and grimaces,
~and pronounced a prologue, which consisted of a panegyric on
the King and his government in their relations to the stage.

1t was not very pointed, conclusive, or emphatic, but it was~
rewarded with applause, which rose to a general outburst of.
delighted approval when the rigour of the ‘late usurpers’ was
pibbeted in the following fashion :

Affrighted with the shadow of their rage,
They broke the mirror of the times, the Stage;

The Stage against them still maintained the war,
‘When they debauched the Pulpit and the Bar.

¢ Pretty times, forsooth, of which one of that breed could be&

the mirror,” whispered the little man at Ralph’s elbow. -

The play forthwith proceeded, and proved to be the attempt:
of a gentleman of fashion to compromise the honour of a lady of
the Court whom he had mistaken for a courtesan. The audience

povs



A

RALPH AT LANCASTER 165

laughed at every indelicate artifice of the libertine, and screamed
when the demure maiden let fall certain remarks which bore a
double significance. Finally, when the lady declared her interest

“in a cage of birds, and the gentleman drew from his. pocket a
purse of guineas, and, shaking them before her face, asked if
those were the dicky-birds she wished for, the enjoyment of . the
audience passed all bounds of ordinary expression. = The men in
lace and linen lay back in their seats to give vent to loud guffaws,
and the women flirted their fans coquettishly before their eyes, or
used them to tap the heads of their male companions in mild and
roguish remonstrance. _ : .

¢ Pity they didn’t debauch the stage as well as the pulpit and

bar, if this is its condition inviolate,” whispered the little man
again.

The intervals between the acts were occupied by part of the
audience in drinking from the bottles which they carried strapped
about their waists, and in singing snatches of songs. One broad-
mouthed roysterer on the ground proposed the King’s health, and
supported the toast by a ballad in which ¢ Great Charles, like
Jehovah,” was described as merciful and generous to the foes that

-would unking him and the vipers that would sting him. The
chorus to this loyal lyric was sung by the ‘groundlings’ with
heartiness and unanimity : )
Let none fear a fover,
But take it off thus, boys;
Let the King live for ever,
"Tis no matter for us, boys,

Ralph found the atmosphere stifling in this place, which was
grown noisome now to well-nigh every sense. He forced his -
way out through the swaying bodies and swinging arms of the
occupants of the pit. As he did so he was conscious, though he
did not turn his head, that close behind him, in the opening
‘which he made in the crowd, his inevitable ¢ Shadow * pursued
him.

The air breathed free and fresh outside. Ralph walked from -
B8t. Leonard’s Gate by a back lane to the Dam Side. The river
as well as the old town was illuminated. Every boat bore lamps
to the masthead. Lamps, too, of many colours, hung downwards
from the bridge, and were reflected in their completed circle in
the waters beneath them,

The night was growing apace, and the streets were thronged
with people; some laughing, some singing, some wrangling, and
some fighting. Every tavern and coffee-house, as Ralph went by,
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sent out into-the night its babel of voices. Loyal Lancascerians
were within, doing honour to the royal message of that day by
observing the spirit while violating the letter of if. |

Ralph had walked up the Dam Side near to that point at

which thie Covel Cross lies to the left; when a couple-of drunken
men came reeling out of a tavern in front of him. Their dress
denoted their profession and rank. They were lientenants.,of
the regiment which had been newly quartered at the castle.
Both were drunk. One was capering about in a hopeless effort
to dance; the other was trolling out a stave of the ballad that
was just then being sung at the corner of every street—
The blood that he lost, as I suppose ' .
(Fa lala la),
Caused fire to rise in Oliver’s nose
(Fa la la la).
This ruling nose did bear such_a sway,
It cast such a heat and shining ray,

That England scarce knew night from day
© (Falalala).

The singer who thus described Cromwell and his shame was
interrupted by a sudden attack of thirst, and forthwith applied
the unfailing antidote contained in a leathern bottle which he
held in one hand. '

Ralph stepped off the pavement to allow the singer the latitude
his condition required, when that person’s companion pirouetted
into his breast, and went backwards with a smart rebound.

¢What’s this, stopping the way of a gentleman ?”’ hiccuped
the man, bringing himself up with ludicrous effort to his full
height, and suspending his capering for the better support of his
soldierly dignity.

Then, stepping closer to Ralph, and peering into his face, he

cried—¢ Why, it’s the man of mystery, as the Serjeant calls him. .

Here, I say, sir,” continued the drunken officer, drawing with
difficulty the sword that had dangled and clanked at his side;
. ¢ youw've got to tell us who you are. Quick, what's your name?”?

The man was flourishing his sword with as much apparent
knowledge of how to use it as if it had been a marlin-spike.

Ralph pushed it aside with a stout stick that he carried, and was -

passing on, when the singing soldier came up and said—¢ Never
mind his name; but whether he be Presbyter Jack or Quaker

George, he must drink to the health of the King., Here,” he

eried, filling a drinking-cup from the bottle in his hand, ¢ drink
to King Charles and his glory !’
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Ralph took the cup, and, pretending to raise it to his lips,
east its contents by a quick gesture over his shoulder, where the
liquor fell full in the face of the ¢Shadow, who had at that
moment crept up behind him. The soldiers were too drunk to
perceive what he had done, and permitted him to go by without
further molestation. As he walked on he heard from behind
another stave of the ballad, which told how-—

This Oliver was of Huntingdon
(Fa lala la),
Born he was a brewer’s son
(Falalala),
He soon forsook the dray and sling,
And counted the brewhouse a petty thing
Unto the stately throne of a king
(Fala la la),

¢ What did the great man himself say ?’ asked the Shadow,
stepping up to Ralph’s side. ¢He said, “I would rather have a
plain russet-coated captain who knows what he fights for, and
loves what he knows, than what you call a gentleman.” -And he
was right, eh 7’ '

*God knows,” said Ralph, and turned aside.

He had stopped to look into the middle of a small crowd:
that had gathered about the corner of the Bridge Lane. - A blind
fiddler sat on & stool there and played sprightly airs. ITis hearers
consisted chiefly of men and boys. But among them was one
young girl in bright ribbons who was clearly an outcast of the
streets. - Despite her gay costume, she had a wistful look in her
- dark eyes, as of one who was on the point of breaking into tears.

The dance tunes suddenly came to an end, and were followed
by the long and solern sweeps of a simple old hymn such as had
been known in many an English home for many an age. Grad-
ually the music rose and fell, and then gently, and before any
were aware, a sweet, low, girlish voice took up the burden and
sang the words.

It was the girl of the streets who sang.” Was it the memory
of some village home that these chords had awakened? Was it
the vision of her younger and purer days that came back to her
amid the gaieties of thig night—of the hamlet, the church, the
choir, and of herself singing there ? '

The hymn melted the hearts of many that stood around, and
tears now stood in the singer’s downcast eyes.

At that hour of that night, in the solitary homestead far
_ morth, among the hills, what was Rotha'’s travail of soul?
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Ralph dropped his head, and felt something surging in hie
throat. » .
At the same instant a thick-lipped man with cruel eyes
crushed through the people to where the girl stood, and, taking
her roughly by the shoulder, pushed her away. - .

¢ Haud thy gab,” he said, between clenched teeth; ¢ what's
thy business singing hymmns in t'streets? Get along home te
bed; that's more in thy style, I reckon.’

The girl was stealing away covered with shame, when Ralph
parted the people that divided him from the man, and, coming in

front of him, laid one hand on his throat. Gasping for breath,
the fellow would have struggled to free himself, but Ralph held
‘him like a vice. '

¢ This is not the first time we have met ; take care it shall be
the last.’

So saying, Ralph flung the man from him, and he fell like an
infant at his feet. '

Gathering himself up with a look compounded equally of sur-
prise and hatred, the man said—¢ N ay, nay ; do you think it'll be

. the last—don’t you fear it !’ .
Then he slunk out of the crowd, and it was observed that

when he had gained the opposite side of the street the little pale-

. faced elderly person who had been known as Ralph's ¢ Shadow ?

had joined him,

¢Is it our man?’

¢ The same, for sure.’

‘ Then it must be done the day. We've delayed too long
alrcady.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

AFTER WORD COMES WEIRD,
I
WHEN Ralph lay down in his bed that night in a coffee-house in
China Lane there was no conviction more strongly impressed
upon his mind than that it was his instant duty to leave Lan-
caster. It was obvious that he was watched, and that his pre-
sence in the old town had excited suspicion. The man who had
pestered him for many days with his unwelcome society was
clearly in league with the other man who had insulted the girl,
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The latter rascal he knew of old for a declared and bitter enemy.
Probably the pair were only waiting for authority, perhaps
merely for the verification of some surmise, before securing the
aid of the constable to apprehend him. He must leave Lancaster,
and at once.

Ralph rose from his bed and dressed himself afresh. He
strapped his broad pack across his back, called his hostess, and
paid his score. ¢ Must the gentleman start away at midnight ?°’
Yes; a sudden call compelled him. ¢ Should she brew him a pot
of hot ale ?—the nights weve chill in winter! Not to-night; he
must leave without delay.

When Ralph walked through the streets of Lancaster that
cold midnight, it was with no certainty as to his destination. It
was to be anywhere, anywhere in this race for life. Any haven
that promised solitude was to be his city of refuge.

The streets were quiet now, and even the roystering tipplers
had gone off to their homes. For Ralph there was no home-—
only this wild hunt from place to place, with no, safety and rest.

His heavy tread and the echo of his footfall were at length
all that broke the stiliness of the streets.

He walked southwards, and when he reached the turnpike he
stood for a moment and turned his eyes towards the north, The
fires that had been kindled were smouldering away, but even yet
a red gleam lay across the square towers of the castle on the hill.

~ The old town was now asleep. Thousands of souls lay
slumbering there,

Ralph thought of those who slept in a home he knew far, far
north of this town and those towers. What was his crime that
he was banished from them—perhaps for ever? What was his
erime before God or man? ' His mother, his brother, Rotha—-—

Ralph struck his breast and turned about. No, it would not;
bear to be thought about. Zhat dream, at least, was gone.

- Rotha was happy in his brother’s love, and as for himself—as for
him—it was his destiny, and he must bear it! ‘

Yet what was life worth now that he should struggle like this

_ to preserve it ? o

Ralph returned to his old conviction—God’s hand was on
him. The idea, morbid as it might be, brought him solace this
time. Once more he stopped, and turned his eyes afresh towards
the north and the fifty miles of darkness that lay between him
and. those he loved. : ’ L

It was at that very moment of desolation that Rotha heard
the neigh of a horse as she leaned out of her open windovw,
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II.

¢ Aye, poor man, about Martinmas the Crown seized his free~
hold and all his goods and chattels.” i

¢It will be sad news for him when he hears that his old
mother and the wife and children were turned into the road.’

¢Well, well, I will say, treason or none, that John Rushton
was as good a subject as the loudest bagpipes of them all.’ -

Ralph was sitting at breakfast in a wayside inn when two

~r . . :
4~ Lancashire yeomen entered and began to converse in these

terms: ¢ Aye, aye, and the leaven of Puritanism is not to be
crushed out by such measures. But it's flat dishonesty, and

nothing less. 'What did the proclamation of ’59 mean if it didn’t"

promise pardon to every man that fought for the Parliament,
save such as were named as regicides?’

¢ Tut, man, it came to nought; the King returned without
conditions ; and the men who fought against him are reckoned
as guilty as those that cut off his father’s head.’

¢ But the people will never uphold it. The little leaven res
mains, and one day it will leaven the lump.’

¢Tut, the people are all fools—except such as are knaves.
See how theyre given up to drunkenness and vain pleasures,

Hypocrisy and libertinism are safe for a few years' reign. Eng-

land is Merry England, as they say, and she’ll be merry at any
cost.”

¢ Poor John, it will be a sad blow to him !’

Ralph had been an eager listener to the conversation between
the yeomen, who were clearly old Whigs and Parliamentarians,

¢ Pardon me, gentlemen,’ he interrupted, ‘do you speak of
John Rushton of Aberleigh ?’

‘We do, As good a gentleman as lived in Lancashire.’

¢ That’s true, but where was he when this disaster befell hig
household ? ?

¢God knows; he had fled from judgment and was cutlawed.”.

¢ And the Crown confiscated his estate, you say, and turned
his family into the road? What was the indictment—some
trumpery subterfuge for treason ?°

¢Like enough—but the indictment counts for nothing in -
these days; it's the verdict that is everything, and that’s settled

beforehand.’
¢ True, true. :
‘Did you know my neighbour John ??
‘1did; we were comrades years ago.’

Lo
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With these words, Ralph rose from his unfinished breakfast
and walked out of the house.

‘What mischief of the same sort might even now be brewing
ot Wythburn in his absence? Should he return? That worid
be useless, and worse than useless. What could he do?

The daring impulse suddenly possessed him to go on to
London, secure audience of the King himself, and plead for
amnesty. Yes—that was all that remained to him to do, and it
should be done. His petition might be spurned; his person
might be seized, and he might be handed over to judgment; but
what of that? He was certain’ to be captured sooner or later,
and this sorry race for liberty and for life would be over at
length.

1L

The same day Ralph Ray, still travelling on foot, had ap-
proached the town of Preston. It was Sunday morning, but he
perceived that smoke like a black cloud overhung the houses
and crept far up the steeples and towers. Presently a tumultuous
rabble came howling and hooting out of the town. At the head
of them, and apparently pursued by them, was a man half clad,
who turned about at every few yards, and, raising his arm, pre-
dicted woe and desolation to the people he was leaving. He was
a Quaker preacher, and his presence in Preston was the occasion
of this disturbance. '

¢ Oh, Preston,’” he cried, ‘as the waters run when the flood-
gates are up, so doth the visitation of Gud's love pass away from
thee, oh, Preston !’ ‘

¢ Get along with thee, thou righteous Crister,’ said one of the
crowd, lifting a stick above his head. ¢Get along, or ye'll have 1
Gervas Bennett aback of ye again.’ )

¢T shall never cease to cry aloud against deceit and vanities,’
shrieked the preacher above the tumult. ¢You do profess a

~ Sabbath, and dress yourselves in fine apparel, and your women
go with stretched necks.’

¢Tush, tush! Beat him, stone him !’ :

¢Surely the serpent will bite without enchantment,’ the
preacher replied, ‘and a babbler is no better. The lips of a fool

-will swallow up himself.

The church bells were beginning to ring in the town, and the
gound came across the fieldsand was heard even above the mock=
ing laughter of the crowd.

- ¢You have your steeple-houses, too,” cried the preacher, ‘and
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the bells of your gospel markets are even now a-ringing where
your priests and professors are selling their wares.© But God
dwells not in temples made with hands. Oh, men of Preston,
did I not prophesy that fire, and famine, and plagues, and -
slaughter would come upon ye unless ye came to the light with
which Christ hath enlightened all men? And have ye not the
plague of the East at your doors already 7’

¢ And who brought it, who brought it ?’ screamed more than
one voice from the crowd. ¢ Who brought the plague to us from
the East ?  Beat him, beat him !’ The mob, with many uplifted
hands, swayed about the preacher,

‘Your cities will be laid waste, the houses without man, and _
the Jand be utterly desolate. And what will ye do, oh men of
Preston, in the day of visitation, and in the desolation which shall
come from far ?’ '

The rabble had rushed past by this time, still hooting and
howling at the wild, fiery-eyed enthusiast at their head.

Ralph walked on to the town and speedily discovered. the
cause of the black cloud which overhung it. An epidemic of an
alarming nature had broken out in various quarters, and fears
were entertained that it was none other than g great pestilence
which had been brought to Lngland from the Tast.

Indescribably cerie was the look of Preston that Sunday
morning. Men and boys were bearing torches through the streets
to disinfect them, and it was the smoke from these torches that
hung like a cloud above the town. Through the thick yellow
atmosphere the shapes of people passing to and fro in the thorough-
fares stood out large and black.

. IV,

Ralph had travelled thus far in the fixed determination of
pushing on to London, seeking audience of the King himself, and
pleading for an amnesty. But the resolution which had never
failed him before began now to waver. Surely there was more
than his political offences invelved in the long series of disasters

that bad befallen his household? He reflected that every link in ~

that chain of evil seemed to be coupled to the gyves that hung
about his own wrists. Wilson’s life in Wythburn—his death—

Sim’s troubles—Rotha’s sorrow—even his father’s fearful end,

and the more fearful accident at the funeral—then his mother’s
- illness, nigh to death—how nigh to death by this time God alone
could tell him here—all, all, with this last misery of hig own

~
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banishment, seemed somehow to centre in himself. Yes, yes, sin
nnd its wages must be in this thing; but what sin, what sin?
What was the crime that cast its shadow over his life ?

¢As the waters run when the flood-gates are up,” said the
p}l;eac,:her, ¢ so doth the visitation of God’s love pass away from
thee. :

Of what use, then, would be the amnesty of the King?
Mockery of mockeries! In a case like this only the Great King
Himself could proclaim a pardon.

Ralph put his hands over his eyes as the vision came: back
to him of a riderless horse flying with its dread burden across the
fells.. No sepulture! It was the old Hebrew curse—the punish-
ment of the unpardonable sin.

He thought again of his stricken mother in the old home, and
then of the love which had gone from him like a dream of the
night. THeaven had willed it that where the heart of man yearned
for love, somewhere in the world there was a woman’s hears
yearning to respond. But the curse came to some here and some
there—the curse of an unrequitable passion. )

The church bells were still ringing over the darkened town.

Rotha was happy in her love; Heaven be with her and bless
her! As for himself, it was a part of the curse that lay on him
that her face should haunt his dreams, that her voice should come
to him in his sleep, and that ¢ Rotha, Rotha,’ should rise in sobs
to his lips in the weary watches of the night. '

Yes, it must be as he had thought—God’s hand was on him.
Destiny had to work its cwn way. Why should he raise his
feeble hands to prevent it! The end would be the end, when-
ever and wherever it might come. 'Why, then, should he stir ?

Ralph had determined to go no farther. He would stay in
Preston over the night, and set out again for the north at day-
break. Was it despair that possessed him? Even if so, he was
stronger than before. Hope had gone, and fear went with it.

Take heart, Ralph Ray, most unselfish and long-suffering of
men, God’s hand is indeed upon you, but God Himself is at
your right hand !

V.

That day Ralph walked through the streets with a calmer
mind. Towards nightfall he stepped into a tavern and secured
n bed. Then he wentinto the parlour of the house and sat among
the people gathered there, and chatted pleasantly on the topics of
the hour.
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The governing spirit of the company was a little man who
wore a suit of braided black which seemed to indicate that he
belonged to one of the clerkly professions. ~ He was addressed by
the others as Lawyer Lampitt, and was asked if he would be
busy at the Court-house on the following morning.

¢ Yes,” he answered, with an air of consequence, ¢ there’s the
Quaker preacher to be tried for creating a disturbance.”” -

¢ Was he taken, then 2’ asked one.

¢ He's quiet enough now in the old tower,’ said the'lawyer,
stretching himself comfortably before the fire.

¢I should have thought his tormentors were fitter occupants
of his cell,’ said Ralph. : '

¢ Perhaps so, young man ; I express no opinion.’

" ¢There was scarce & man among them whose face would not
have hanged him,’ continued Ralph. \

¢“There again I offer no opinion,’ said the lawyer, ¢ but T'll
tell you an old theory of mine. It is that a murderer and a hero
are all but the same man.’

The company laughed. They were accustomed to these
triumphs of logic, and relished them. Every man braced himself
up in his seat.

¢Why, how’s that, lawyer ?’ said a townsman who sat tailor-
fashion on a bench ; he would hardly have been surprised if the
lawyer had proved beyond question that he swam swanlike among
the Isles of Greece.

¢TIl tell you a story,” said the gentleman addressed. ¢ There
was an ancient family in Yorkshire, and the lord of the house
was of a very splenetive temper. One day in a fit of jealousy ne
killed his wife and put to death all of his children who were at
home by throwing them over the battlements of his castle. He
had one remaining child, and it was an infant, and was nursed
at a farmhouse a mile away. He had set out for the farm with
an intent to destroy his only remaining child, -when a storm of
thunder and lightning came on, and he stopped.’

¢ Thought it was a warning, I should say,’ interrupted a
listener. : , :

¢Tt awakened the compunctions of conscience, and he desisted
from his purpose.’ :

‘Well??

¢What do you think he did next?’

¢ Cannot guess—drowned himself?’ )

¢Noj and this proves what I say—that a murderer and a
hero are all but one. He surrendered himself to justice, and
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stood mute at the bar, and, in order to secure his estates to his
gurviving child, he had the resolution to die under the dreadful
punishment of peine forte.

¢ What, is that, lawyer ?’ :

¢Death Dby iron weights laid on the bare body until the life
18 crushed out of it.’ T

¢Dreadful! And did he secure his estates to his-child by
-guffering such a death?’

¢He did. He stood mute at the bar, and let judgment go
against him without trial. Itis all in black and white. The Crown
cannot confiscate a man's estate until he is tried and condemned.’

¢ What of an outlaw ?’ asked Ralph somewhat eagerly.

¢ A man’s flight is equal to a plea of guilty.’

¢T had a comrade once,’ said Ralph, with some tremor of
voice; ‘he fled from judgment and was outlawed, and his poor
children were turned into the road. Could he have kept his
lands for his family by delivering his body to that death you
speak of ?’

¢ He could. The law stands so to this day.’

¢ Think ‘you, in any sudden case, a man could do as much
now ?’

“He could,’ answered the lawyer; ‘but where’s the man who
would?  Only one who must die in any chance, and then none
but a murderer, I should say.’

¢TI don’t know—I don’t know that,’ said Ralph, rising with
ill-concealed agitation, and stalking out of the room—without
the curtest leave-taking.

vi.

On Tuesday Ralph was walking through Kendal on hisnorth-
ward journey. . The day was young. Ralph meant to take a
meal at the old coaching house, the Woodman, in Kirkland, by
the river Kent, and then push on till nightfall.

The horn of the incoming coach fell on his ear, and the coach
itself—the Carlisle coach, laden with passengers from back to
front—swept into the courtyard of the inn at the moment he
entered it afoot.

There was a littlé commotion there. A group of the serving
folk, the maids in their caps, the ostlers bareheaded, and some
occasional stable people wrre gathered near the taproom door.
The driver of the coach got off his box and crushed into the
widdle of this company. His passengers paused in their descent
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from the top to look over the heads of those who were on the
ground. )

¢ Drunk, surely,’ said one of these to another; ¢that procla-
mation was not unnecessary.’

‘¢ Some. poor straggler, sir—picked him up insensible and
fetched him along,’ said one of the ostlers.

Ralph walked past the group to the threshold of the inn. ,

‘Loosen his neckeloth |—here take my brandy,” said a pas-
senger.

¢ Came from the North, seemingly, sir. Looks weak from
want and a long journey.’

‘From the North?® asked the coachman; ¢TIl give him a
geat in the coach to-night and take him home.’

Ralph stepped back and looked over some of the people.

A man was lying on the ground, his head in a woman’s lap.

It was Simeon Stagg. .

CHAPTER XXIX.

ROBBIE’S QUEST BEGUN.

WHEN Robbie Anderson left Wythburn, his principal and imme-
diate purpose was to overtake Simeon Stagg. It was of less
consequence that he should trace and discover Ralph Ray.
Clearly it had been Ralph’s object on leaving home to keep out
of reach of the authorities who were in pursuit of him. But
there was no saying what course a4 man such as he might take in
order to insure the safety of the people who were dear to ‘him,
and to whom he was dear. The family at Shoulthwaite Moss
had been threatemed with eviction. The ransom was Ralph’s
liberty. Sim had been sent to say so. Buta graver issue lay
close behind. This shadow of a great crime lay over Ralph’s
life. If Robbie could overtake Sim before Sim had time to
overtake Ralph he might prevent a terrible catastrophe. Hven
g0 fearless a man as Ralph was would surely hesitate if he knew,
though but on hearsay, that perhaps a horrible accusation awaited
him at Carlisle,

That accusation might be false—it must be false. Robbie
believed he could swear that it was a lie if he stood before the
Throne of Grace. But of what avail was the innocence of the-
accused in days when an indictment was equal to a conviction !

Sim was an old man, or at least he was past his best. He
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was a frail creature, unable to travel fast. There was little doubt
in the mind of the lusty young dalesman as he took his ‘lang
.stroke o’ the ground’ that before many hours had gone by Sim
would be overtaken and brought back.

It was Sunday morning when little Liza Branthwaite ferreted
Robbie out of the Red Lion, and it was no later than noon of the
same day when Robbie began his journey. During the first few
miles he could discover no trace of Sim. This troubled him a
little, until he reflected that it was late at night when Sim started
away, and that consequently the tailor would pass the little way-
side villages unobserved. = After nine or ten miles had been
covered, Robbie met with persons who had encountered Sim.
The accounts given of him were as painful as they were in har-
mony with his character. Sim had shrunk from the salutations
of those who knew him, and avoided with equal timidity the gaze
of those by whom he was not known. The suspicion of being
everywhere suspected was with the poor outcast abroad as well
as at home, ’

Quickly as the darkness fell in on that Sunday in mid-winter,
Robbie had travelled many miles before the necessity occurred
to him of seeking lodgings for the night. He had intended to
reach the little town of Winander that day, and he had done so.
It was late, however, and after a frugal supper Robbie went off
to bed.

Early next day, Monday, the young dalesman set about
inquiries among the townspeople as to whether a man answering
to the description which he gave of Sim had been seen to pass
through the town. Many persons declared that they had seen
guch a one the day before, and some insisted that he was still in
Winander. An old fellow in a smock, who, being obviously
beyond all active labour, employed his time and energies in the
passive occupation of watching everybody from the corner of a
street, and in chatting with as many as had conversation to spend
on his superannuated garrulity, affirmed very positively that he
had talked with Sim as recently as an hour ago.

Right or wrong, this was evidence of Sim’s whereabouts
which Robbie felt that he could not ignore. He must at least
test its truthfulness by walking through the streets and inquiring
further. It would be idle to travel on until this clue had been
cleared up. .

And so Robbie spent almost the whole day in what proved
to be a fruitless search. It was apparent that if Sim had been
in Winander he had left it on Sunday. Robbie reflected with

X
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vexation that it was now the evening of Monday, and that he was
farther behind the man of whom he was in pursuit than he had
been at starting from Wythburn.

In no very amiable mood Robbie set out afresh just as dark-
ness was coming on, and followed the road as far as the village
of Staveley. Here there wasnothing more hopeful to do at a late
hour on Monday night than to seek for a bed and sleep.

On Tuesday morning Robbie lost no time in making in-
quiries, but he wasted several hours in ascertaining particulars
that were at all reliable and satisfactory. No one appeared to

" have seen such a man as Sim, either to-day, yesterday, or on

Sunday.

Robbie was perplexed. He was in doubt if it might not be his
best course to turn back, when a happy inspiration occurred to
him.

What had the people said of Sim’s shyness and timidity ?

Why, it was as clear as noonday that the poor little man would.

try to avoid the villages by making a circuit of the fields about
them,

With this conviction, Robbie set out again, intending to
make no pause in his next stage until he had reached Kendal.
Upon approaching the villages, he looked about for the footpaths
that might be expected to describe short arcs around them ; and,
following one of these, he passed a cottage that stood at a corner of
a lane. He had made many fruitless inquiries hitherto, and had
received replies that had been worse than valueless; but he could
not resist the temptation to ask at this house.

Walking round the cottage to where the door opened on the
gront farthest from the lane, Robbie entered the open porch, His
unfamiliar footstep brought from an inner room an old woman
with a brown and wrinkled face, who curtsied, and, speaking in
a meek voice, asked, or seemed to ask, his pleasure.

¢ Your pardon, mistress,’ said Robbie, ¢*but mayhap you've
geen a little man with grey hair and a long beard going by ?’

¢Do you say a laal man?’ asked the old woman.

¢ By, wrinkled and wizzent a bit 7’ said Robbie.

¢ Yes, said the woman,

Robbie was uncertain as to what the affirmation implied.
Taking it to be a sort of request for a more definite description,
he continued :

¢ A blate and fearsome sort of a fellow, you know.’

¢ Yos,’ repeated the woman, and then there was a pause.

Robbie, getting impatient of the delay, was turning on his

-
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heel with scant civility, when the old woman said: ¢ Are yca
seeking him for aught that is good ?’

‘ Why, ey, mother,” said Robbie, regaining his former position
and his accustomed geniality in an instant,

¢ Do you know his name?’ she asked.

¢ Sim—that’s to say Sim Stagg. Don’t you fear me, mother ;
T'm a friend to Sim, take my word.’

‘You're a good-like sort of a lad, I think, said the old
woman ; ‘¢ Sim was here ower the night last night.’

¢ Where is he now ?’ said Robbie.

¢ He left me this morning at t’ edge o’ t’ daylight. He axed
for ' coach to Lancaster, and I telt him it started frae the Wood-
man, in Kirklands, and so he went off there.’

¢ Kirklands ; where’s Kirklands?’

¢In Kendal, near the church.’

It twrned out that the good old woman had known Sim many
years before, when they were neighbours in a street of a big
town. She had been with Sim’s wife in her last illness, and had
cared for his little daughter when the child’s mother died.

Robbie did not know when the coach might leave Kendal for
Lancaster ; Sim was several hours in front of them, and therefore
he took a hasty leave. The old woman, who lived a solitary life
in the cottage, looked after the young man with cyes which
seemed to say that, in spite of the instinct which prompted her to
confide in Robbie, she half regretted what she had done.

CHAPTER XXX.
A RACE AGAINST LIFE,

No sooner had Ralph discovered that the straggler from the North
who lay insensible in the yard of the inn at Kendal was Simeon
Stagg than he pushed through the crowd, and lifting the thin and
wasted figure in his arms, ordered a servant to show him to a
room within.

There in a little while sensibility returned to Sim, who was
suffering from nothing more serious than exhaustion and the ex-

- eitement by which it had been in part occasiored.

When in the first moment of consciousness he opened his eyes
and met the eyes of Ralph, who was bending above him, he
exhibited no sign of surprise. With a gesture indicative of
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trritation he brushed his long and bony hand over his face, as
though trying to shut out a vision that had more than once
before haunted and tormented him. But when he realised the
reality cf the presence of the man whom he had followed over
many weary miles, whose face had followed him in his dreams—
when it was borne in upon his scattered sense that Ralph Ray
was actually here at his side, holding his hand and speaking to
him in the deep tones which he knew so well—then the poor
worn wayfarer could no longer control the emotion that surged
upwards from his heart.

Tt was a wild, disjointed, inconsequential tale which Sim
thereupon told, which he had comeall this way to tell, and which
now revealed its full import to the eager listener in spite of the
narrator’s eagerness rather than by means of it. Amid spasms
of feeling, however, the story came at length to an end; and
gathering up the threads of it for himself, and arranging them in
What seemed to him their natural sequence, Ralph understood all
that it was essential to understand of his own position and the
peril of those who were dear to him. That he was to be out-
lawed, and that his estate was to be confiscated ; that his mother,
who still lived, was, with his brother and Rotha, to be turned
into the road—this injustice was only too imminent.

¢In a fortnight—iwas it so?’ he asked. ‘Ina fortnight they

were to be back? A fortnight from what day ?’

¢ Saturday,’ said Sim; ¢that's to say, a week come Saturday
next.’-

¢ And this is Tuesday—ten full days between,’ said Ralph,
walking with drooping head across the room; ¢TI must leave
immediately for the North. Heigh !’ opening a window, and
hailing the ostler who at the moment went past, ¢when does your
next coach start for the North ?”

¢ At nine o’clock, sir.’

¢ Nine to-night? So late? Have you nothing before—no
waggon—nothing ?’

“Nothing before, sir; ’cept—leastways—no, nothing before.:

Ye see, it waits for the coach from Lancaster, and takes on its
passengers.’ : ‘

¢ John, John,’ cried the Jandlady, who had overheard the con-
versation from a neighbouring window, ¢ mayhap the gentleman
would like to take a pair of horses a stage or two an he’s in a
hurry.’ .
= ¢ }f—Ia.ve you a horse that can cover thirty miles to-day ?? gaid

alph,

s oibtise

e




A RACE AGAINST LIFE 131

That we have, yer honour, and mair ner ya horse.’

¢ Where will the coach be at six to-morrow ?’

¢ At Penrith, I reckon,” said the ostler, lifting his cap, and
scratching his head with the air of one who was a good deal
uncertain alike of his arithmetic and his geography.

¢ How long do they reckon the whole journey ?°
_ ¢‘Twelve hours, I've heeard—that’s if nothing binders; weather,

nor the like.’

¢ Get your horse ready at once, my lad, and then take me to
your landlady.’

¢You'll not leave me behind, Ralph,’ said Sim when Ralph
had shut back the casement.

‘You're very weak, old friend; it will be best for you to
sleep here to-day, and take to-night’s Carlisle coach as far back
as Mardale. It will be early morning when the coach gets there,
. and at daybreak you can walk over the Styx Pass to Shoulth-
waite.! . '
¢T dare not, I dare not; no, no, don’t leave me here.’

Sim’s importunity was irresistible, and Ralph yielded more
out of pity than by persuasion. A second horse was ordered,
and in less than half an hour, the travellers, fortified by a meal,
were riding side by side on the high road from XKendal to the
North. :

Sim was not yet so far recovered from his exhaustion but
that the exertion of riding—at any time a serious undertaking
to him—mwas quick in producing symptoms of collapse. DBut he
held on to his purpose of accompanying Ralph on his northward
journey with a tenacity which was unshaken either by his com-
panion’s glances of solicitude or yet by the broad-mouthed merri-
ment of the rustics, who obviously found it amusing to watch
the contortions of an ill-graced, weak, and spiritless rider, and
to fire off at him as he passed the sallies of an elephantine
humour.

When the pair started away from Kendal Sim had clearly
no thought but that their destination was to he Wythburn. It
was therefore with some surprise and no little concern that he
observed that Ralph took the road to the right which led to
Penrith and the north-east, when they arrived at that angle of
the highway outside.the town where two turnpikes met, and one
went off to Wythburn and the North-west.

¢I should have reckoned that the nighest way home was
through Staveley,” Sim said with hesitation.

¢ We can turn to the left at Mardale,” said Ralph, and pushed
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on without further explanation. ‘Do you say that mother has
never once spoken 7’ he asked, drawing up at one moment to
give Sim a little breathing-space.

. ¢Never once, Ralph—mute as the grave, she is—poor body.’

- ¢ And Rotha—Rotha——-

¢Yes, the lass is with her, she is”

¢ God Dblessher in this world and the next !’

Then the two pushed on again, with a silence between them
that was more touching than speech. They rode long and fast
this spell, and when they drew up once more, Ralph turned in
his saddle and saw that the ruins that stood at the top of the
Kendal Scar were already far behind them. .

¢Tt’s a right good thing that yow've given up your solitary life
on the fells, Sim. It will cheer me a deal, old friend, to think
yowll always live with the folks at Shoulthwaite.’

Ralph spoke as if he himself had never to return. Sim felt
this before Ralph had realised the implication of his words.

¢Ig’s hard for a hermit to be a good man,’ continued Ralph;
‘he begins with being miserable and ends with being selfish and
superstitious, and perhaps mad. Have you never marked it?’

¢Maybe so, Ralph; maybe so. It’s like it’s because the
world’s bitter cruel that so many are buryin’ theirsels afore they’re
dead.’

¢Then it’s because they expect too much of the world,’ said
Ralph. ¢ We should take the world on easier terms. Fallible
humanity must have its weaknesses and poor human life its
disasters, and where these are mighty and inevitable what folly
is greater than to fly from them or to truckle to them, to make
terms withthem? Our duty is simply to endure them, to endure
them—that’s it, old friend.’ .

There was no answer that Sim could make to this. Ralph
was speaking to the companion who rode by his side; but in
fact he seemed to be addressing himself,

¢ And to see 2 man buy areprieve from Death !” he continued.
¢ Never do that—never ? Did you ever think of it, Sim, that what
happens is always the best?’

¢ It scarce looks like it, Ralph; that it don’t.’ '

¢Then it’s because you don’t look long enough. In the end,
it is always the best that happens. Truth and the right are the
last on the field—it always has been so, and always will be; it
only needs that you should wait to the close of the battle tc see
that’

There would have been a sublime solemnity in these rude
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words of a rude man of action if im had divined that they
were in fact the meditations of one who believed himself to be
already under the shadow of his death.

The horses broke again into a canter, and it was long. before
the reins of the riders brought them to another pause. The day
was bitterly cold, and, notwithstanding the exertion of riding,
Sim’s teeth chattered sometimes as with ague, and his fingers

were numb and stiff. It was an hour before noon when the

sravellers lefs Kendal, and now they had ridden for two hours.

" The brighter clouds of the morning had disappeared, and a dull,

leaden sky was overhead. Gradually the heavy atmosphere
seemed to close about them, yet a cutting wind blew smartly

from the east.
¢ A snowstorm is coming, Sim. TLook yonder—how thick it

~ hangs over the Gray Crag sheer ahead! We must push on, or

we'll be overtaken.’

¢ How long will it be coming?” asked Sim.

¢ Five hours full, perhaps longer, said Ralph; ¢ we may reach
Penrith before that time.’ ‘

¢ Penrith !’

Siny’s tone was one of equal surprise and fear.

Ralph gave him a quick glance ; then reaching over the neck
of his horse to stroke its long mane, he said, with the manner of
one who makes too palpable an effort to change the subject of
conversation : ¢ Isn't this mare something like old Betsy? 1
couldn’t but mark how like she was to our old mare that is lost
when the ostler brought her into the yard this morning.’

Sim made no reply. -

¢Poor Betsy !’ said Ralph, aid dropped his head onto hisbreast.

Another long canter. When the riders drew up again it was
to take a steadier view of some objects in the distance which had
simultaneously awakened their curiosity.

¢ There seem to be many of them,” said Ralph; and, shielding
his ear from the wind, he added, ¢de you catch their voices 7

¢ Are they quarrelling 7—is it a riot ?” Sim asked.

¢ Quick, and let us see.’ .

In a few moments they had reached a little wayside village.

There they found children screaming and women wringing
their hands. In the high road: lay articles of furniture, huddled
together, thrown in heaps one on another, and broken into frag-
ments in the fall. A sergeant and company of musketeers were
even then in the midstof this pitiful work of devastation, turning
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the people out of their little thatched cottages and flinging their
poor sticks of property out after them. Everywhere were tumuls
and ruin. Old people were lyiug on the cold earth by the waye
side. They had been born in these houses; they had looked to

die in these homes; but houses and homes were to be theirs no |

more. Amidst the wreck strode the gaunt figure of a factor,
directing and encouraging, and firing off meantime a volley of
revolting oaths. .

‘ What's the name of this place ?’ asked Ralph of a man who

stood, with fury we his eyes, watching the destruction of his-

home.

¢ Hollowbank,” answered the man between his teeth,

Ralph remembered that here had lived a well-known Royalist,
whom the Parliament had dispossessed of his estates. The people
of this valley had been ardent Parliamentarians during the long
campaign. Could it be that his lordship had been repossessed of
his property, and was taking this means of revenging himself
upon his tenantry for resisting the cause he had fought for ?

An old man lay by the hedge looking down to the ground
with eyes that told only of despair. -A little fair-haired boy,
with fear in his innocent face, was clinging to his. grandfather’s
cloak and erying piteously.

‘ Get off with you and begone !’ cried the factor, rapping ouf
another volley.

‘Is it Hollowbank you call this place?’ said Ralph, looking
the fellow in the face. ¢ Hellbank would be a fitter name.’

The man answered nothing, but his eyes glared angrily as
Ralph put spur to his horse and rode on.

‘God in heaven !’ cried Ralph when Sim had come up by
his side, ¢to think that work like this goes on in God's sight !’

‘Yet you say the best happens,’ said Sim. -

‘It does—it does—God knows it does, for all that,” insisted
Ralph.  ¢But to think of these poor souls thrown out into the
road like cattle. Cattle? To cattle they would be merciful —
thrown out into the road to lie and die and rot !’

¢ Have they been outlawed—these men ?”’ said Sim,

¢ Damnation !’ cried Ralph, as though at Sim’s ignorant word
a new and terrible thought had flashed upon his mind and
wounded him like a dagger.

Then they rode long in silence.

Away they went, mile after mile, without rest and without
pause, through dales and over uplands, past meres and across
rivers, and still with the gathering blackness overhead,

T
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What force of doom was spurring them on in this race against
Life? :

It was the depth of a Cumbrian winter, and the days were
short. Clearly they woull never reach Penrith to-night. The
delay at Hollowbank and the shortened twilight before a coming
gnowstorm must curtail their journey. = They agreed to put up
for the night at the inn at Askham,

As they approached that house of entertainment they oh- .
served that the coach which had left Carlisle that morning was
in the act of drawing up at the door. It waited only while three
or four passengers alighted, and then drove on and passed them
in its journey south. -

Five hours hence it would pass the northward coach from
Kendal.

_ When Ralph and Sim dismounted at the Fox and Hounds,
at Askham, the landlord came hastily to the door. Ie was a
brawny dalesman, of perhaps thirty. He was approaching the
travellers with the customary salutations of a host, when, check-
ing himself, and coming to Ralph, he said in a low tone—*T ask
pardon, sir, but is your name Ray ?—Captain—hush'!’ he
whispered ; and then, becoming suddenly mute, without waiting
for a reply to his questions, he handed the horses to a man who
came up at the moment, and beckoned Ralph and Sim to follow
him, not through the front of the house, but towards the yard
that led to the back,

‘Don’t you know me?’ he said as soon as he had conveyed
them, as if by stealth, into a little room detached from the rest
of the house.

¢ Surely it’s Brown? And how are you, my lad ?°

¢ Gaily ; and you seem gaily yourself, and not much altered
since the great days at Dunbar—only a bit lustier, mayhap, and
with something more of beard. I'll never forget the days I
served under you!’

¢ That’s well, Brown ; but why did you bring us round here ?’
said Ralph.

¢ Hush ! ? whispered the landlord. ¢I've a pack of the worst
bloodhounds from Carlisle just come. They’re this minute down
by the coach. T know the waistrels. They’ve been here before
to-day. They’d know you to a certainty, and woe’s me if once
‘the gommarels come abreast of you. It’s like I'd never forgive
myself if my old captain came by any ill Iuck in my house.

"~ ‘How long will they stay 2’

¢ Until morning, it’s like.!
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¢How far is it to the next inn?’
¢ Three miles to Clifton.’ _
¢We shall sleep till daybreak to-morrow, Brown, on the

settles you have here. . And now, my lad, bloodhounds or none

on our trail, bring us something to eal.’

CHAPTER XXXI.
ROBBIE, SPEED ON!

S
Uron reaching the Woodman at Kendal, Robbie found little
reason to doubt that Sim had been there and had gone. A lively
young chambermaid, who replied to his questions, told him the
story of Sim’s temporary illness and subsequent departure with
another man.

¢ What like of a man was he, lass—him as took off the little
fellow ? * asked Robbie. .

¢ A very personable sort; maybe as fine a breed as. you'd
see here and there one,” replied the girl. '

¢Six foot high haply, and square up on his legs?’ asked
Robbie, throwing back his body into an upright posture as a sup-
plementary and explanatory gesture.

¢ By, as big as Bully Ned and as straight as Robin the Devily
gaid the girl,

Robbie was in ignorance of the physical proportions of these
local worthies, but he was nevertheless in little doubt as to the
identity of his man. It was clear that Sim and Ralph had met
«on this spot only a few hours ago, and had gone off together.

¢ What o’clock might it be when they left 7 said Robbie.

¢Nigh to noon—maybe eleven or.so.’

It was now two, and Ralph and Sim, riding good horses,
must be many miles away. Robbie’s vexation was overpowering
when he thought of the hours that he had wasted at Winander,
and of the old gossip at the street corner who had prompted him
to the fruitless search. :

¢ The feckless old ninny,’ he thought in his mute indignation;
¢ when an old man comes to be an old woman it’s nothing but
.right that he should die, and have himself done with.’

Robbie was unable to hire a horse in order to set off in pur-
suit of his friends; nor were his wits so far distraught by the
difficulties tormenting them that he was unable to perceive that,




ROBBIE, SPEED ON! 187

even if he could afford to ride, his chance would be inconsider-
able of overtaking two men who had already three hours’ start
of him.

e went into the taproom to consult the driver of the Car-
lisle coach, who was taking a glass before going to bed—his
hours of work being in the nlcrht and his hours of rest being in the
day. That authonty recommended with the utmost positiveness
of advice, that Robbie should take a seat in his coach when he
left for the North that night.

¢But you don’t start tlll nine o'clock, they tell me?’ said
Robbie.

¢Well, man, what of that 77 replied the driver; ‘yon two
men will have to sleep to-night, I reckon; and they'll put up to
a sartenty somewhear, and that’s how we’ll come abreast on ’em.
It’s no use tearan like a crazy thing.’

The driver had no misgivings; “his conjecture seemed reason-
able, and whether his plan were feasible or not, it was the only
one available. So Robbie had to make a virtue of a necessity, as
happens to many a man of more resource.

He was perhaps in his secret heart the better reconciled to a
few hours’ delay in his present quarters, because he fancied that
the little chambermaid had exhibited some sly symptoms of par-
‘tiality for his society in the few passages of conversation which
he had exchanged with her.

She was a bright, pert young thing, with just that dash of
freedom in her manners which usually comes of the pursuit of
her public calling ; and it is only fair to Robbie’s modesty to say
that he had not deceived himself very grossly in his estimate of
the interest he had suddenly ‘excited in her eyes. It was pro-
bably a grievous dereliction of duty 1o think of a love encounter,
however blameless, at a juncture like this—not to speak of the
gravity of the offence of forgetting the absent Liza. But Robbie
was undergoing a forced interlude in the march ; the lady who
dominated his affections was unhappily too far away to appease
them, and he was not the sort of young fellow who could resist
the assault of a pair of coquettish black eyes.

Returning from the taproom to announce his intention of
waiting for the coach, Robbie was invited to the fire in the
kitchen—a privilege for which the extreme coldness of the day
was understood t6 account. Here he lit a pipe, and discoursed
on the route that would probably be pursued by his friends.

© It was obvious that Ralph and Sim had not taken the direct
road home to Wythburn, for if they had done so he must have
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met them as he came from Staveley There was the bare possi-
bility that he had missed them by going round the fields to the
old woman’s cottage ; but this seemed unhkely

¢ Are you quite sure it's an old man you're after?’ said the
girl, with a dig of emphasis that was meant to insinuate a doubs
of Robbie’s eagerness to take so much trouble in running after
anything less enticing than one of another sex who might not
be old.

Robbie protested on his honour that ke was never known to
run after young women—a statement which did not appear to
find a very ready acceptance. The girl was coming and going
from the kitchen in the discharge of her duties, and on one of
ber journeys she brought a parchment map in her hand, saying:
¢ Iere’s a paper that Jim, the driver, told me to show you. It
gives all the roads atween Kendal and Carlisle. So you may see
, for your%e]f whether your friends could get round about to
"(? T f Wy'bern.

W Robble spread out the map on the kitchen table, and at once
N proceeded, with the help of the chambermaid, to trace out the
roads that were open to Ralph and Sim to take. It wasa laby-
rinthine web, that map, and it taxed the utmost ingenuity of ‘
both Robbie and his little acquaintance to make head or tail ¢
of it. '
‘Here you are,’ cried Robbie, with the air of a man making
a valuable discovery, ¢here’s the milestones—one, two, three—-
them’s milestones, thou knows.’
¢ T'ut, you goose ; that’s only the scale, sald the girl; ¢see
what’s prmted—-“ Scale of miles.”’
¢ Oh, ey, lass,’ said Robbie, not feeling sure what ‘scale’
might mean, but too shrewd to betray his ignorance a second
time in the presence of this learned chambermaid.
The riddle, nevertheless, defied solution. However much i

., they pored over the map, it was still a maze of lines. !
9:4}"@ / ¢ It's as widderful as poor old Sim’s face,” said Robbie.

Robbie and the chambermaid put their heads together in
more senses than one. The map was most 1nconven1ent1y small.
Two folks could not consult it at the same time without coming
into really uncomtortable proximity.

¢ There you are,’” said Robbie, reaching over, pipe in hand, tc
where the girl was intent on some minute point,

Suddenly there was a cloud of smoke over the map. Tt also
enveloped the students of geography. Then, somehow, there
was a sly smack of lips.
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¢ And there you are,” said the girl, with a roguish laugh, as
she brought Robbie a great whang over the ear and shot away.

Jim, the driver, came into the kitchen at that moment on his
way to bed, and unravelled the mystery of the map by showing
that it was possible for Robbie’s friends to go off the Carlisle
road towards Gaskarth and Wythburn at the village of Askham.

Robbie was satisfied with this explanation, and did his best
under the circumstances to rest content until nine o'clock with
the harbour into which he had drifted. e succeeded more
completely, perhaps, in this endeavour than might be expected,
when the peril of his friends and his allegiance to Liza Bran-
thwaite is taken into account. :

But when nine o’clock had come and gone, and still the
coach stood in the yard of the inn, Robbie's sense of duty over-
came his appetite for what he would have called a ‘spoag’ It
was usual for the Carlisle coach to await the coach from Lancas-
ter, and it was because the latter had not yet arrived at Kendal
that the former was unable to depart from it. Robbie’s im-
patience waxed considerably during the half-hour thence ensu-
ing; but when ten o’clock had struck, and still no definite
movement was made, his indignation became boisterous.

There were to be four inside passengers, all women ; and cold
as the night might prove, Robbie’s seat must be outside. The
protestations of all five passengers were at length too loud, and
their importunity was too earnest, to admit of longer delay. So
the driver put in his horses and took his seat on the box.

This had scarcely been done when the horn of the Lancaster
coach was heard in the distance, and some further waiting ensued.

¢ Let’s hope yowll have no traffic out of it when it does come;’
gaid Robbie, with a dash of spite.

A few minutes afterwards the late coach drove into the yard
and discharged its travellers.

Two of these, who were going forward to Carlisle, climbed
the ladder and took seats behind Robbie. It was too dark fo see
who or what they were except that they were men, that they
were wrapped in long cloaks, and wore caps that fitted -close to

_their heads and cheeks, being tied over their beards and beneath
their chins.

The much-maligned Jim now gave a smart whip to his horses,
nd in a moment ‘more the coach was on the road. '

The night was dark and bitterly cold, and once outside the
town the glimmer of the lamps which the coach carried was all
the light the passengers had for miles,
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A slight headache from which Robbie had suffered at intervals
since the ducking of his head in the river at Wythburn had now
quite disappeared, but a curious numbness, added to a degree . of
stupefaction, began to take its place. As the coach jogged along
on its weary journey, not even the bracing surroundings of Robbie’s
present elevated and exposed position had the effect of keeping
him actively awake. Ie dozed in short snatches and awoke with
slight shudders, feeling alternately hot and cold. oo

In one of his intervals of wakefulness he heard fragments of
a conversation which was being sustained by the strangers behind
him, Robbie had neither activity nor curiosity to waste on their
talk, but he could not avoid listening. -

¢He would have been the best agent in the King’s service te
a certainty,” said one. ‘Ile’s the 'cutest man I ever tackled.
It’s parlish odd how he baftles us’

The speaker was clearly a Cumbrian. :

¢ Shaf!’ replied his companion, in a kind of whisper,” ‘he’s'a
pauchtie clot-heed. T’ll have him at Haribee in a crack.’

The second speaker was as clearly a Scot who was struggling
against the danger there might be of his speech bewraying him.

¢Well, you're pretty smart on ’im. I never could rightly
make aught of thy hate of ’im.

¢ Tut, man, live and learn. Let me have him in Wilfrey
Lawson’s hands, and ye'll see what for I hate the proud-stomached
taistrel.’ .

¢ Well) said the Cumbrian, in a tone indicative of more resig-

-¢" nation than he had previously exhibited, ¢ I've no more cause to

love ’im than yourself. You saw ’im knock me down in the
streets of Lancaster.’

¢ May ye hang him up for it, Bailiff Scroope,’ replied the Scot.
¢ May ye hang him up for it on the top of Haribee !’ :

Robbie understood enough of this conversation to realise the
character and pursuit of his travelling companions ; but the details
and tone of the dialogue were not of an interest sufficiently en-
grossing to keep him awake. He dozed afresh, and in the uncon-
sciousness of a fitful sleep he passed a good many miles of his
dreary night ride.

A sudden glare in his eyes awoke him at one moment. They
were passing the village of Hollowbank. Fires were lit on the
road, and dark figures were crouching around them. Robbie was
too drowsy to ask the meaning of these sights, and he soon slept
once more.

When he awoke again, he thought he caught the echo .of the
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word ' Wythburn’ as having been spoken behind him; but whether

this were more than a delusion of the ear, such as sometimes comes

at the moment of awakening, he could not be sure until (now

fully awake) he distinctly heard the Cumbrian use the name of

Ralph Ray.

Robbie’s curiosity was instantly aroused, and in the effort to
shake off the weight of his drowsiness he made a backward move-
mient of the head, which was perceived by the strangers. He was
conscious that one of the men had risen, and was leaning over to
the driver to ask who he himself might be, and where he was

oing.
5 ‘gA country lad of some sort,” said Jim. ¢I know nought no
mair.’

¢T thought maybe he were a friend, said the stranger, with

questionable veracity.

The conversation thereupon proceeded with unrestrained
vigour.

¢ It baffles me, his going to Carlisle, As I say, he's a ’cute
sort,  What's his game in this hant ?” :

¢ Shaf! he’s bagged himself, stump and rump.’

¢T don’t mind how soon we've done with this trapesing here
and there. Which will be the ’dictment, think ye?’

¢Small doubt which. '

¢Murder, ey ? = Can you manage it, Wilfrey and yourself?’

¢ Leave that to the pair of us.

The perspiration was standing in beads on every 'inch of
Robbie’s body. He was struggling with an almost overpowering
temptation to test the strength of his muscles at pitching certain
weighty ¢ bodies’ off the top of that coach, in order to relieve it
of some of the physical burden and a good deal of the moral
iniquity under which it seemed to him just then to groan.

Snow began now to fall, and the driver gave the whip to his
horses in ‘order to reach a village which was not far away.

¢ We'll be bound to put up for the night,’ he said ; ¢ this snow-
storm will soon stop us.’ '

The two strangers were apparently much concerned at the
necessity, and used every available argument to induce the driver
to continue his journey.

Robbie could not bring himself to a conclusion a8 to whether

it would be best for his purpose that the coach should stop, and
so keep back the vagabonds who were sitting behind him, or go
on, and so help him to overtake Ralph. The driver in due course
settled the problem very decisively by drawing up at the inn of
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the hamlet of Mardale and proceeding to take his horses off the
chains,

¢ There be some folk as have mercy neither on man nor beast,’
he said in reply to a protest from the strangers.

Jim’s sentiment was more apposite than he thought.

The two men grumbled their way into the inn. Robbie re-
mained outside and gave the driver a hand with the horses.

¢ Where's Haribee?’ he asked

¢In Carlisle,” said the driver.

¢ What place is it?’ asked Robbie.

¢ Haribee 7——why, the place of execution.

‘When left alone outside in the snow, Robbie began to reflect
on the position of affairs. It was past midnight. The two
strangers, who were obviously in pursuit of Ralph, would stay in
this house at least until morning. Ralph himself was probably
asleep at this moment, some ten miles or thereabouts farther up
the road.

It was bitterly cold. Robbie’s hands and face were numbed.
The flakes of snow fell thicker and faster than before.

Robbie perceived that there was only one chance that would
make it worth while to have come on this journey: the chance
that he could overtake Ralph before the coach and its passengers
could overtake him.

To do this he must walk the whole night througl, let it rain
or snow or freeze.

He could and he would do it!

Bravely, Robbie! A greater issue than you know of hangs
on your journey. Onl! on! on!

CIIAPTER XXXIIL
WHAT THE SNOW GAVE UP,

Tur agitation of the landlord of the inn at Askham, who was an
old Parliamentarian, on discovering the captain under whom he
had served in the person of Ralph Ray, threatened of itself to
betray him. With infinite perturbation he came and went, and
set before Ralph and Sim such plain fare as his house could furnish
after the more luxurious appetites of the Royalist visitors had been
satisfied.

The room into which the travellers had been smuggled was a
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wing of the old house, open to the whitewashed rafters, and with

the customary broad hearth. Armour hung about the walls— |

a sword here, a cutlass there, and over the rannel-tree a coat of
chain steel. It was clearly the living room of the landlord’s
family, and was jealously guarded from the more public part of
the inn. But when the door was open into the passage that corm-~
municated with the rest of the house, the loud voices of the
Royalists could be heard in laughter or dispute.

When the family vacated this room for the convenience of
Ralph and Sim, they left behind at the fireside, sitting on a stool,
a little boy of three or four, who was clearly the son of the land-
lord. Ralph sat down, and took the little fellow between his
knees. The child had big blue eyes and thin curls of yellow
hair, The baby lips answered to his smile, and the baby tongue
‘prattled in his ear with the easy familiarity which children extend
only to those natures that Lold the talisman of child-love.

¢ And what is your name, my little man ?’ said Ralph.

¢ Darling,’ answered the child, looking up frankly. into Ralph’s '

face.

¢Good., And anything else?’

¢ Bes, Villie.

¢ Do they not say you are like your mother, Willie? > said
Ralph, brushing the fair curls from the boy’s forehead.

‘ Me mammy’s darling,’ said the little one, with innocent eyes
and a pretty curve of the little mouth. :
, ¢ Surely. And what will you be when you grow up, my

sunny boy?’

¢ A man, :

¢Ah! and a wit,eh? But what will you be at your work—
a farmer 2’ :

¢ Me be a soldier; ’ the little face grew bright at the prospect

¢ Not that, sweetheart. If you have lucklike most of us, perhaps
yowll have enough fighting in your life without making it your
trade to fight. But you don’t understand me yet, Willie, darling ?°

The little one’s father entered the room at this moment, and -

the opening of the door brought the sound of jumbled voices from
a distant apartment. The noisy party of Royalists apparently
belonged to the number of those who hold that a man’s manners
in an inn may properly be the reverse of what they are expected
to be at home. Thelouder such roysterers talk, the more they
rapout oaths, the oftener they bellow for the waiters and slap
them on the back, the better they think they are welcome in &
house of public entertainment, '
' o
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Amidst the tumult that came from a remote part of the inn &
door was heard to open, and a voice was distinguishable above
the rest calling lustily for the landlord.

¢T must go off to them,’ said that worthy. ¢They expect me
to stand host as well as landlord, and sit with them at their
drinking.’

When the door closed again, Sim lifted the boy on to his
knee, and looked at him with eyes full of tenderness. The little
fellow returned his gaze with a bewildered expression that seemed
to ask a hundred silent questions of poor Sim’s wrinkled cheeks
and long, grey, straggling hair.

¢T mind me when my own lass was no bigger nor this,” said
Sim.
Ralph did not answer, but turned his head aside and listened,

¢ She was her mammy's darling, too, she was.’

Sim’s voice was thick in his throat.

¢ And mine as well, he added. ‘We used to say to her,
laughing and teasing like, ¢ Who will ye marry, Rotie ? "—we

called her Rotie then—¢ Who will ye marry, Rotie, when ye -

grow up to be a big, big, woman?” ¢« My father,” she would
say, and throw her little arms about my neck and kiss me/
Sim raised his hard fingers to his forehead to cover his eyes.
Ralph still sat silent, his head aside, looking into the fire.

¢ That’s many and many a year agone—leastways, so it seems. -

My wife was living then. We were married in Gaskarth, but
work was bad, and we packed up and went to live for a while in
a great city, leagues and leagues to the south, And there my
poor girl, Josephine—I called her Josie for short, and because 1t
was more kind and close like—there my poor girl fell ill and
died. Her face got paler day by day, but she kept a brave heart
— she was just such like as Rotha that way—and she tended the
house to the last, she did.

‘A louder burst of merriment than usual came from the distant
room. The fellows were singing a snatch together.

¢Do you know, Rotha called her mother, Josie, too. I
checked her, I did; but my poor girl she said, said she, Never
mind ; the little one has been hearkening to yourself.” You'd
have cried, I think, if you'd been with us the day she died. I
was sitting at work, and she called out that she felt faint; so I
jumped up and held her in my arms and sent our little Rotha for
& neighbour. But it was too late. My poor darling was gone in
a minute, and when the wee thing came running back to us, with
red cheeks, she looked frightened, and cried, “Josie! Josie 1 ®

’

.
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“My poor Rotie, my poor little lost Rotie,” I said, “our dear
Josie, she is in heaven!” Then the little one cried, “ No, no,
no;” and wept, and wept till—till—I wept with her.’

The door of the distant apartment must have been again
thrown open, for a robustious fellow could be heard to sing a
stave of a drinking song. The words came clearly in the silence
that preceded a general outburst of chorus—

"¢ Then to the Duke fill,
Fiil up the glass;
The son of our martyr, beloved of the King.’

¢ We buried her there,’ continued Sim; ‘ay, we buried her in
the town; and, with the crowds and the noise above her, there
sleeps my brave Josie, and I shall sec her face no more.’

Ralph rose up, and walked to the door by which he and Sim
had entered from the yard of the inn. He opened it, and stood
for a moment on the threshold. The snow was falling in thick
flakes. Already it covered the ground and lay heavy on the
roofs of the outhouses and on the boughs of the leafless trees. A
great calm was on the earth and in the air. -

Robbie speed on! Lose not an hour now, for an hour lost
may be a life’s loss.

Ralph was turning back into the room, and boliing the outer
door when the landlord entered hurriedly from the passage. He
was excited. ,

¢Is it not—captain, tell me—is it not Wy’bern—your father’s
home—Wy’bern, on Bracken Mere?’

¢ It was my father’s home—why ?”’

¢ Then the bloodhounds are on your traill’

The perspiration was standing in beads on Brown’s forehead.

¢They talk of nothing to each other but of a game that’s
coming on at Wy'bern, and what they’ll do for some one that
they never name. If they’d but let wit who he is I'd~—TI'd know
them.’

¢ Landlord, landlord !’ cried a man whose uncertain footsteps
could be heard in the passage. ‘Landlord, bring your two guests
to us—bring them for a glass.’

The fellow was making his way to the room into which
Ralph and Sim had been hustled. The landlord slid out of it
through the smallest aperture between the door and its frame that
could discharge a man of his sturdy physique. When the door
closed behind him 'he could be heard to protest against any
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intention of disturbing his visitors. The two gentlemen had
made a long journey, travelling two nights and two days at a
stretch; so they'd gone off to bed and were snoring hard by this
time; the landlord could stake his solemn honour upen it.

The tipsy Royalist seemed content with the apology for non-
appearance, and returned to his companions bellowing—

¢Let Tories guard the King;
Let Whigs in halters swing.

Ralph walked uneasily across the room. Could it be that
these men were already on their way to Wythburn to carry out
the processes of the law with respect to himself and his family ?

In another minute the landlord returned.

¢I¢'s as certain as the Lord’s above us,” he whispered. ‘They
wanted to get to you to have you drink the King's health with
them, and when I swore you were asleep they ax’t if you had no
horses with you. I said youhad one horse. ¢ One horse among

2 two,” they said, with a great goasteren laungh; “why, then,

they’re Jock and his mither.” ¢ One horse,” I said, ‘‘ or maybe
two.” “We must have ’em,” they said; “we take possession on
‘e in the King’s service. We've got to cross the fells to Wy'bern
in the morning.”’

¢What are they, Brown?’

¢ Musketeers, three of em, and ya sour fellow that limps of a
leg; they call him Constable David.’

¢ Let them have the horses. 1t will save trouble to yeu.'

Then, turning to Sim, Ralph added: ¢ We must be stirring
betimes to-morrow, old friend; the daybreak must see us on
the road. The snow will be thick in the morning, and perhaps
the horses would have hindered us. Everything is for the
best.

The landlord lifted his curly-headed son (now fast asleep)
from Sim’s knee, and left the room.

Sim’s excitement was plainly visible, and even Ralph could
not conceal his own agitation. Was he to be too late to do what
it had been in his mind to do? ‘

_“Did you say Saturday week next? It is Tuesday to-day,’
gaid Ralph.’

¢ A week come Saturday-—that was what Rotha told me.’

¢It’s strange—very strange !’

Ralph satisfied himself at length that the men in the adjoin-
ing room were but going off to Wythburn nine days in advance
in order to be ready tofcarry into effect the intex ded confiscation

o
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immediately their instructions should reach them. The 1eal
evils by -which Ralph was swrrounded were too numerous to
allow of his wasting much apprehension on possible ones.

The din of the drinkers subsided at length, and toper- after
toper was helped to his bed. ‘

Then blankets were brought into Ralph and Sim, and roug
shake-downs were made for them on the broad settles, Sim lay
down and fell asleep. Ralph walked to and fro for hours.

The quiet night was far worn towards morning when Brown,
the landlord, tapped at the door and entered.

¢Not a wink will come to me,” he said; and sat down before
the smouldering fire. :

Ralph continued his perambulation to and fro, to and fro.
He thought again of what had occurred, and of what must soon
oceur to him and his—of Wilson’s death—his father’s death—the
flight of the horse on the fells—all, all, centring somehow in him-
self. There must be sin involved, though he knew not how—
sin and its penalty. Tt was more and more clear that God’s
hand was on him—on him. Every act of his own hand turned
to evil, and those whom he would bless were cursed. And this
cruel scheme of evil—this fate—could it not be broken? Was
there no propitiation ? Yes, there was; there must be. That
thing which he was minded to do would be expiation in the sight
of Heaven. ' God would accept it for an atonement—yes; and
there was soft balm like a river of morning air in the thought.

Sim slept on, and Brown crouched over the fire, with his
“head in his hande and his elbows on his knees. There was not
a motion within the house or without; the world lay still and
white like death. .

Yes, it must be so; it must be that his life was to be the
ransom. _

And it should be paid! Then the clouds would rise and the
sun appear.

¢ Fate that impedes, make way, make way ! Mother, Rotha,
Willy, wait, wait! I come, I come!’

Ralph’s face brightened with the ecstasy of reflection. Wag
it frenzy in which his morbid idea had ended ? If so, it was the
frenzy of a self-sacrifice that was sublimity itself.

At one moment, Brown stirred in his seat and held his head
aside, as though listening for some sound in the far distance.

‘Did you hear it?’ he asked, in a whisper that had an
accent of fear, ’




108 THE SHADOW OF A4 CRIME

¢ Hear what ?” asked Ralph.

¢ The neigh of the horse,’ said Brown.

¢T heard nothing,’ replied Ralph, and walked to the window
and listened. ¢ What horse?’ he asked, turning about.

¢ Nay, none of us knows rightly. 1t's a horse that flies ower
the fell o’ nights, and whinnies and whinnies.’

¢ One of the superstitions of your dale—an old wife’s tale, I
suppose. Has it been heard for years?’

¢ No, nor for weeks neither.’

Brown resumed his position in front of the fire, and the hours
rolled on. :

When the first glimmer of grey appeared in the east, Sim
was awakened, and Ralph and he, after eating a hurried break-
fast, started away on foot,

Where is Robbie now? A life hangs on the fortunes of this
very hour!

¢ Tell them the horses came from the Woodman at Kendal,,
said Ralph as he parted from his old comrade. ‘You've done
better than save our lives, Brown, God bless you !’

¢ That’s a deal more nor my wages, captain,” said the honest
fellow.

The snow that had fallen during the night lay several inches
deep on the roads, and the hills were white as far up as the eye
could trace them. The dawn came slowly. The grey bars were
long in stretching over the sky, and longer in making way for
the first glint of mingled yellow and pink. But the sunrise came

at length. Therosy glaives floated upwards over a lake of light,.

and the broad continents of cloud fell apart. Another day had
breathed through another night.

Ralph and Sim walked long in silence. . The snow was glis-
tening like a million diamonds over the breast of a mountain,
and the upright crags, on which it could not rest, were glittering
like shields of steel.

‘How beautiful the world is!’ said Ralph,

¢Ey, but it ¢s that, after all,” said Sim.

¢ After all,’ repeated Ralph.

They had risen to the summit of a little hill, and they could
gee as they began to descend on the other side that the snow lay
in a deep drift at the bottom.

At the same moment they caught sight of some curious ob-
ject lying in the distance,

4.
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g *What thing is that, half covered with the snow?’ asked
im.,

¢1 cannot say. We'll soon see.’

Ralph spoke with panting breath,

¢ Why, it's a horse !’ said Sire.

¢ Left out on such a night, too,” said Ralph.

His face quivered with emotion. When he spoke again his
voice was husky and his face livid.

¢ 8im, what is that on its back?”’

¢ Surely it’s a pack, the black thing across it,” said Sim. v

Ralph caught his breath and stopped. Then he ran forward.

¢Great God!’ he cried, ‘Betsy! It is Betsy, with 'the
coffin.’ L

CHAPTER XXXIL
SEPULTURE AT LAST.

TRULY, it was Betsy, the mare which they had lost on that fearful
" day at the Stye Head Pass, Her dread burden, the coffin con-
taining the body of Angus Ray, was still strapped to her back.
None had come nigh to her, or this must have been removed.
She looked worn and tired as she rose now fo her feet amid the
snow. The old creature was docile enough this morning, and
when Ralph patted her head, she seemed to know the hand that
touched her.

She had crossed a range of mountains, and lived, no doubt,
on the thin grass of the fells, * She must have famished quickly
had the snow fallen before.

Ralph was profoundly agitated. Never before had Sim seen
him betray such deep emotion. If the horse with its burden had
been a supernatural presence, the effect of its appearance on
Ralph had not been greater. At first clutching the bridle, he
looked like & man who was puzzled to decide whether, after all,
this thing that had occurred were not rather a spectre that ked
wandered out of his dreams than a tangible reality, a blessed and
gracious reality, a mercy for which he ought there and then to
fling himself in gratitude on the ground, even though the snow
drifted over him for ever and made that act his last. Then the
tears that tenderer moments could not bring stood in his enrap-
tured eyes. 'Those breathless instants were as the mirror of whay
geemed to be fifty years of fear and hope. .
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Ralph determined that no power on earth should remove his
%and from the bridle until his father had at length been buried:
The parish of Askham must have its church and churchyard,
and Angus Ray should be buried there. They had not yet passed
by the church—it must be still in front of them—and with the
horse and its burden by their side the friends walked on. -

When Ralph found voice to speak, he said: ¢ Wednesday—
then it is three weeks to-day since we lost her, and for three
weeks my father has waited sepulture!’

Presently they came within sight of a rude chapel that stood
~ at the meeting of two roads. A finger-post was at the angle,

with arms pointing in three directions. The chapel was a low -

whitewashed Gothic building, with a'little belfry in which there
hung no bell. At its rear was a house with broken gablets and
round dormers stuck deep into the thatch., * A burial ground lay

in front of both edifices, and looked dreary and chilling ncw, -

with the snow covering its many mounds and dripping from the
warm wood of its rude old crosses.

¢ This will be the minister’s house,” said Ralph.

They drew up in front and knocked at the door of 'a deep
porch. An old man-opened it and looked closely at his visitors
through sharp, watchful eyes. - He wore a close jerkin of thick
blue homespun, and his broad-topped boots were strapped round
his short pantaloons,

¢ Does the priest live here ?’ said Ralph, from the road, where
he held the mare’s head.

¢ No priest lives here,’ said the old man, somewhat curtly.

¢ Does the minister? ’

¢ No, nor a minister.’

The changes of ecclesiastical administration had been so fre-
quent of late that it was impossible to say what formula was now
in the ascendant. Ralph understood the old man’s laconic
answers to imply a remonstrance, and he tried again.

¢ Do you preach in this church ?’

¢I preach? No; I practise’

It transpired after much wordy fencing, which was at least ag
irritating as amusing to a man in Ralph’s present temper, that
there was no minister now in possession of the benefice, and that
the church had for some months been closed, the spiritual
welfare of the parishioners being consequently in a state of
temporary suspension. The old man who replied to Ralph’s
interrogations proved to be the parish clerk, and whether his
duties were also suspended—whether the parishioners did not die,
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and did not require to be buried—during the period in which
the parish was deprived of a parson, was a question of more con-
sequence to Ralph than the cause of the religious bankruptey
which the old man described.

Ralph explained in a few words the occasion of his visit, and
begged the clerk to dig a grave at once.

¢I fear it will scarce conform to the articles,” the clerk said
with a grave shake of his old head; ¢ I'm sore afraid I'll suffer a
penalty if it's known.’

Ralph passed some coins into the old man’s hand with as
little ostentation as possible ; whereupon the clerk, much mollified,
continued : . : n

‘But it's not for me to deny to any Christian a Christian
burial-—that is to say, as much of it as stands in no need of the
book. 8ir, I'll be with you in a crack. Go round, sir, to the

ate.’

Ralph and his companion did as they were bidden, and
in a few minutes the old clerk came hurrying towards them
from a door at the back of his house that looked into the
churchyard.

He had a spade over his shoulder and a great key in his
hand.

" Putting the key into a huge padlock, he turned back its
rusty bolt, and the gate swung stiff on its hinges, which were
thick with moss. .

Then Ralph, still holding the mare's head, walked into the
churchyard with Sim behind him. ’

¢ Here's a spot which has never been used,” said the old man,
pointing to a patch close at hand where long stalks of yarrow
crept up through the snow. ¢It's fresh mould, sir, and on the
bright days the sun shines cn it.’ ’

¢ Let it be here,” said Ralph.

The clerk immediately cleared away the snow, marked out
his.ground with the edge of the spade, and began his work.

Ralph and Sim, with Betsy, stood a pace or two apart. It
was still early morning, and none came near the little company
gathered there. ‘

Now and again the old man paused in his work to catch his
breath or to wipe the perspiration from his brow. His com-
municativeness at such moments of intermission would have
been almost equal to his reticence at an earlier stage, but Ralph
was in no humour to encourage his garrulity, and Sim stood
specchless, with something like terror in his eyes.
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¢Yes, we've had no minister since Michaelmas; that, you
know, was when the new Act came in,’ said the clerk.

¢ What Act?’ Ralph asked. °

¢ Why, sir, you never mean that you don’t know about the
Act of Uniformity ?’ .

¢ That's what I do mean, my friend,” said Ralph.

‘Don’t know the Act of Uniformity! Have you heard of
the Five Mile Bill 2’

¢No.’

¢ Nor the Test Bill that the Bishop wants to get afoot 7’

¢No.! ‘

‘Deary me, deary me,’ said the clerk, with undisguised
horror at Ralph's ignorance of the projected ecclesiastical
enactments of his King and country. Then, with a twinkle in
the corner of his upward eye as he held his head aside, the old
man said :

¢ Perhaps your honour has been away in foreign parts?’

Ralph had to decline this respectable cover for his want of

familiarity with matters which were obviously vital concerns,
and perhaps the subjects of daily conversation, with his inter-
iocutor.

The clerk had resumed his labours. When he paused again
it was in order to enlighten Ralph’s ignorance on these solemn
topics.

¢ You see, sir, the old ’piscopacy is back again, and the John
Presbyters that joined it are snug in their churches, but the
Presbyters that would not join it are turned oub of their livings.
There—that’s the Act of Uniformity.’

¢ The Act of Non-Conformity, I should say,’ replied Ralph.

¢ Well, the Jack Presbyters are not to be allowed within five
miles of a market town—that’s the new Five Mile Bill. And
they are not to be made schoolmasters or tutors, or to hold
public offices, unless they take the sacrament of the Church—
and that's what the Bishop calls his Test Act; but he'll scarce
get it this many a long year, say I-——no, not he.

The clerk had offered his lucid exposition with the air of one
who could afford to be modestly sensible of the superiority of
his knowledge.

¢ And. when he does get it hell want an Act more, so far
as I can see,” said Ralph, ‘and that's a Burial Act—an Act to
bury the Presbyters alive. They'd be full as well buried, I
think.

A shrewd glance from the old man’s quick eyes showed that
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at that moment he had arrived at one of three conclusions—that
Ralph himself was a Presbyter or a Roundhead, or both. :
¢ Qur- minister was a Presbyter,” he observed aloud, ‘and
when the Act came in he left his benefice.’
But Ralph was not minded to pursue the subject.

~ The grave was now ready; it had required to be long and

. ‘wide, but not deep.

The snow was beginning to fall again.

¢ Hard work on a morning like this, said the clerk, coughing
as he threw aside his spade. *This is the sort of early morning
that makes an old man like me catch his breath. And I haven’t
always been parish clerk and dug graves. I was schoolmaster
till Michaelmas.’ : :

It was time to commit to the grave the burden which had
passed three long weeks on the back of the mare. Not until
this moment did Ralph’s hand once relax its firm grip of Betsy’s
bridle. Loosing it now, he applied himself to the straps and
ropes that bound. the coffin. When all was made clear, he pre-
pared to lift the body to the ground. It was large and heavy,
and required the hands of Sim and the clerk as well.

By their united efforts the coffin was raised off the horse’s
back and lowered. The three men were in the act of doing
this, when Betsy, suddenly freed from the burden which she
had carried, pranced aside, looked startled, plunged through the
gate, and made off down the road. :

¢ Let her go, said Ralph, and turned his attention once more
to what now lay on the ground.

Then Angus Ray was lowered into his last home, and the
fiakes of snow fell over him like a white and silent pall.

~ Ralph stood aside while the old man threw back the earth.

It fell from the spade in hollow thuds.

Sim crouched beside a stone, and looked on with frightened
eyes.

; The sods were replaced ; there was a mound the more in the
little churchyard of Askham, and that was the end. The clerk .
shouldered his spade and prepared to lock the gate. '

It was then they were aware that there came from over their
heads a sound like the murmuring of a brook under the leaves
of June; like the breaking of deep waters at a weir; like the

- rolling of foam-capped wavelets against an echoing rock, TLook

up! Every leafless bough of yonder lofty elder tree is thick

with birds. Listen! A moment, and their song has ceased;
they *have risen on the wing; they are gone like a cloud of




204 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

black rain through the white feathery air, Then silence every=
where.

Was it God’s sign and symbol—God’s message to the soul of
this stricken man? God’s truce ?

Who shall say it was not !

¢ A load is lifted off my heart,’ said Ralph. He was thinking
of the terrible night he had spent on the fells, And indeed
there was the light of another look in his face. His father had
sepulture. God had shown him this mercy as a sign that what
he purposed to do ought to be done. Such was Ralph’s reading
of the accidental finding of the horse. ’

They bade good morning to the old man and left him. Then
they walked to the angle of the roads where the guidepost stood.
The arms were covered with the snow, and Ralph climbed on to
the stone wall behind and brushed their letters clear.

¢To KeNpar.’ That pointed in the direction from whence
they came.

“To GASEARTH.

¢ That'’s our road,’ said Sim.

¢ No, said Ralph; ¢this is it—* To Penrira and CArLISLE.”’

What chance remained now to Robbie?

CHAPTER XXXIV.
PATE THAT IMPEDES, FALL BACK.

A FEW minutes after the coach arrived at Mardale, Robbie was
toiling along in the darkness over an unfamiliar road. 'That
tiresome old headache was coming back to him, and he lifted a
handful of snow now and again to cool his aching forehead.

It was a weary, weary tramp, such as only young, strong
limbs and a stout heart could have sustained. Villages were
passed, but they lay as quiet as the people that slumbered in
them. Five hours had gone by before Robbie encountered a
living soul. :

As daylight dawned the snow ceased to fall, and when Robbie
had reached Askham the late sun had risen. e was now be-
ginning to feel the need of food, and stepping into a cottage he
asked an old daleswoman who lived there if he might trouble
her in the way of trade to make him some breakfast. 'The good
soul took compassion on the young man’s weary face, and said
he was welcoma to such as she had. When Robbie had eaten a
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bowl of porridge and milk, the fatigue of his journey quite
overcame him., Evén while answering his humble hostess’s
(questions in broken sentences he fell asleep in his chair. Out of
pity the old woman allowed him to sleep on. *The lad’s fair
done out,’ she said, glancing at his haggard face. It was later
than noon when he awoke. } ‘

Alas! what then was lost for ever! What was gone beyond
recall !

Starting up in annoyance at the waste of time, he set off
afresh, and, calling at the inn as he passed by, he learned to his
great vexation that if he had come on there when, at sunrise, he
went into the cottage a hundred yards away, he must have been
within easy reach of Sim and Ralph. The coack nevertheless,
had not yet got to this stage, and that fact partially reconciled
Robbie to the delay.

He had little doubt which path to take when he reached the
angle of the roads at the corner of the churchyard. If Ralph
had taken the foad leading to Gaskarth he might be safe, but if
be had taken the road leading to Carlisle he must be in danger.
Therefore Robbie determined to follow the latter.

’ He made no further inquiries until he had walked through
the market town of Penrith, and had come out on the turnpike
to the north of it. Then he asked the passers-by who seemed
to come some distance if they had encountered two such men as
he was in search of. In this way he learned many particulars of
the toilsome journey that was being made by his friends, Sim’s
strength had failed him, and Ralph had wished to leave him at a
lodging on the road while he himself pushed forward to Carlisle.
But Sim had prayed to be taken on, and eventually a country-
man going to the Carlisle market, and with space for one only on
his cart, had offered to give Sim a lift. Of this tender the
friends had thankfully availed themselves.

Tt was only too clear from every detail which Robbie gleaned
that Ralph was straining every muscle to reach Carlisle. What
terrible destiny could it be that was thus compelling him to fly,
perhaps to his death ! : , -

Mile after mile Robbie plodded along the weary road. He
was ill, though he had scarcely realised that fact. He took many
a rest.

Daylight faded, and once more the night came on, but still
the brave young dalesman held to his purpose. The snow had
become crisp and easier to the foot, but the way was long and
the wayfarer was sick at heart.
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Morning came at last, and when the mists had risen above
the meadows, Robbie saw before him, nigh at hand, the ancient
city of Carlisle. A presentiment that he came too late took the
joy out of the long-expected sight. '

Was the sky gloomy? Did a storm threaten ! Were the
murmuring rivers and the roaring ghylls telling to Robbie’s ear
the hopeless tale that lay cold and silent at his heart? Nol

The sun arose and sparkled over the white landscape. It
thawed the stiff boughs of the trees, and the snow dropped from
them in gracious drops like dew. All nature seemed glad—
cruelly, mockingly, insensately glad—lightsome, jubilant. The
birds forsook their frost-bound nests, and sang cheerily in the
clear morning air. One little linnet—so very little—perched on a
delicate silver birch and poured its full soul out of itsliquid throat.

Robbie toiled painfully along with a feeble step, and with
nerveless despondency on every feature of his face—his coat
flying open to his woollen shirt; one of his hands thrust with
his pipe into his belt; the other hand dragging after him a heavy
staff; his cap pushed back from his hot forehead.

When he walked listlessly into Carlisle it was through the
Botcher-gate on the south. The clock of the cathedral was strik-
ing ten. Robbie passed along the streets scarcely knowing his
own errand or destination. Without seeking for it he came upon
the old Town Hall. Numbers of people were congregated in the
Market-place outside, and crowds were hurrying up from the
adjacent streets. Robbie had only once been in Carlisle before,
but he felt convinced that thesemust be unaccustomed occurrences.
e asked a townsman standing near him what the tumult meant.
The man could tell him nothing. Then he asked another and
another spectator of the sceme in which there appeared to be
nothing to see, but all seemed as ignorant as himself. Neverthe-
less there was an increasing commotion.

An old stone cross, raised high on steps, stood in the Market-
place, and Robbie walked up to it and leaned against it. Then
he was conscious that word had gone through the crowd that a
famous culprit had surrendered. According to some autho-
rities the culprit was a thief, according to others a murderer ;
some said that he was a forger, and some said a traitor, and some
that he was another of the regicides, and would be sent on to
London.

On one point only was there any kind of agreement, and that
was that the culprit had voluntarily surrendered to a warrant
issued for his arrest.
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The commotion reached its elimax when the doors of the
old hall were seen to open and a company of soldiersand civilians

assed out.

It was a guard for the prisoner, who was being taken to the
gommon gaol to await his trial.

A dull, aching, oppressive pain lay at Robbie’s heart. He
climbed on to the cross and looked over the people’s heads at the
little company. , -

Txg PRISONER WAS RALPH Ray. With a firm step, with up~
right and steadfast gaze, he walked between two goldiers; and
close at his heels, with downcast eyes, Simeon Stagg toiled along.

Robbie’s quest was at an end.
: /

CHAPTER XXXV.
ROBBIE’S QUEST ENDED.

Tt was all over now. The weary chase was done, and Robbie
‘Anderson came late.  Ralph had surrendered, and a sadder
possibility than Robbie guessed at, a more terrible catastrophe
than Rotha Stagg or Willy Ray had feared or looked for, lay in
the sequel now to be unfolded.

The soldiers and their prisoner had gone; the crowd had
gone with them, and Robbie stood alone in the Market-place.
From his station on the steps of the cross he turned and looked
after the motley company. They took the way down English
Street.

How hot and tired his forehead felt. Tt had ached before, -

but now it burned like fire. Robbie pressed it hard against the
cold stone of the cross. Then he walked aimlessly away. IHe
had nowhere to go; he had nothing to do; and hour after hour
he rambled through the narrow streets of the .old town. The
snow still hung in heavy flakes from the overhanging eaves and
porches of the houses, and toppled at intervals in thick clots on
to the streets. 'The causeways were swept dry.

Up and down, through Blackfriars Streef, past the gaol that
gtood on the ruins of the monastery, along Abbey Street, and
past the cathedral, across Head Lane, and into the Market-place
again; then along the banks of the Caldew, and over the western
wall that looked across the hills that stretched into the south s
round Shaddon-gate to the bridge that lay under the shadow of
the castle, and up to the river Iiden and the wide Scotch-gate to
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the north. On and on, he knew not where, he cared not where-
fore; on and on, till his weary limbs were sinking beneath him,
until the long lines of houses, with their whitened timbers stand-
ing out from their walls, and their pediments and the windows
that were dormered into their roofs seemed to reel about him
and dance in fantastic figures before his eyes,

The incident of that morning had created an impression among
the townspeople.  There was a curious absence of unanimity as
to the crime with which the prisoner would stand charged ; but
Robbie noticed that everybcdy agreed that it was something
terrible, and that nobody seemed to suffer much in good humour
by reason of the fate that hung over a fellow creature. *‘Very
shocking, very. Come, John, let’s have a glase together !’

Robbie had turned into a byeway that bore the name of King’s
Arms Lane. He paused without purpose or thought before a
narrow recess in which a quaint old house stood back from the
street. With its low flat windows deeply recessed into the stone,
its curious heads carved long ago into bosses that were now
vuined by frost and rain, it might have been a wing of the old
abbey that had wandered somehow away. A little man, far in
years, pottered about in front, brushing the snow and cleaning
the windows.

¢Yon man is just in time for the ’sizes’ said a young fellow
as he swung by with another, who was pointing to the house and
muttering something that was inaudible to Robbie.

¢What place is this? ’ said Robbie, when they had gone,
stepping up to the gate and addressing the old man within.

¢The judges’ lodgings surely,’ replied the caretaker, lifting his
eyes from his shovel with a look of surprise at the question.

¢ And the “sizes, when are they on?’

¢ Next week ; that's when they begin.

The ancient custodian was evidently not of a communicative
temperament, and Robbie, who was in no humour for gossip,
turned away.

It was of little use to remain longer. All was over. The
worst had come to the worst. He might as well turn towards
bome. But how hot his forehead felt! Could it have been that
ducking his head in the river at Wythburn had caused it to burn
like a furnace?

Robbie thought of Sim. Why had he not met him in his
long ramble through the town? They might have gone home
together, :

At the corner of Botcher-gate and English Street there stood
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two shpps, and as Robbie passed them the shopkeepers were en-
gaged in an animated conversation on the event of the morning.

I saw him go by with the little daft man ; yes, I did. Iwas
Jjust taking down my shutters, as it might be so,’ said one of the
two men, imitating the piéce of industry in question.

‘Deary me! What o’clock might that be?’ asked the
other.

¢ Well, as I say, I was just taking down my shutters, as it
might be so,” imitating the gesture again. ‘Id not sanded my
floor, nor yet swept out my shop; ‘so it might have been eight,
and it might have been short -of eight, and maybe it was some-
where between the three-quarters and the hour—that’s as 7 reckon
it :

‘Deary me! deary me!’ responded the other shopkeeper,
whose blood was obviously curdling at the bare recital of these
harrowing details. ,

Robbie walked on.” Eight o'clock! Then he had been but
two hours late—two poor little hours!

Robbie reflected with vexation and bitterness on the many
hours which must have been wasted or ill-spent since he left
Wythburn on Sunday. He begrudged the time that he had
given to rest and sleep.

Well, well, it was all over now; and out of Carlisle, through
the Botcher-gate, and down the road up which he came, Rcbbie
turned with weary feet. The snow was thawing fast, and the
meadows on every side lay green in the sunshine. How full of
grace they were!  How cruel in her very gladness Nature still
seemed to be !

Never for an instant did Robbie lose the sense of a great
calamity hanging above him, but a sort of stupefaction was creep-
ing over him nevertheless. Hebusied himself with reflections on
every minor feature of the road. Had he marked this beech
before, or that oak? Had he seen this gate on his way into
Carlisle, or passed through that bar? A boy on the road was
driving a herd of sheep before him.  One drift of the sheep was
marked with a red cross, and the other drift with a black patch.
Robbie counted the two drifts of sheep one by one, and wondered
whose they were and where they were going.

Then he sat down to rest, and let his forehead drop on to the
grass to cool it. When he rose again the road seemed to swim
around him. A farm servant in a smock was leading two horses,
and as he passed he bade the wayfarer ‘Good afternoon.” Robbie
went on without seeming to hear, but when the man had got

P
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beyond the sound of his voice he turned as if by sudden impulse,

and, waving his hand with a gesture of cordiality, he returned the
salutation. '

Then he sat down once more and held his head between hig
hands. It was beating furiously, and his body, too; from head to
foot, was changing rapidly from hot to cold. At length the con-
sciousness took possession of him that he was ill. ¢ doubt I'm
badly,” he thought, and tried to realise his position. Presently he
attempted to rise and call back the countryman with the horses:
Lifting himself on one trembling knee, he waved a feeble arm
spasmodically in the air, and called and called again. The voice
startled him’; it seemed not to be his own. His strength was
spent. e sank back and remembered no more.

The man in the smock was gone, but another countryman
was coming down the road at that moment from the direction of
Carlisle. This was no other than little blink-eyed Reuben
Thwaite. He was sitting muffled up in his farm-waggon and
singing merry snatches to keep the cold out of his lungs. Reuben
had been at” Carlisle over-night with sundry hanks of thread,
which he had sold to the linen weavers. He had found a good
market by coming so far, and he was returning to Wytbburn in
high feckle. ~When he came (as he would have said) ¢ebbn
fornenst’ Robbie lying at the roadside, he jumped down from his
seat. ¢ What poor lad’s this? Why, what! What say! What!’
holding himself back to grasp the situation, ¢ Robbie Anderson!’

Then a knowing smile overspread Reuben’s wrinkled features
as he stooped to pat and push the prostrate man, in an effort to

_arouse him to consciousness.

¢ Tut, Robbie, lad ; Robbie, ma lad ! This wark will nivver

do, Robbie!  Brocken loose agen, aye! Come, Robbie, up, -

lad !’ .
Robbie lay insensible to all Reuben’s appeals, whether of the

nature of banter or half serious menace.

¢Weel, weel, the lad 7as had a fair cargo intil him this voyage,
anyway.’

There was obviously no likelihood of awakening Robbie, so
with a world of difficulty, with infinite puffing and faming and
perspiring, and the help of a passing labourer, Reuben contrived
to get the young fellow lifted bodily into his cart. Lying there
at full length, a number of the empty thread sacks were thrown
over the insensible man, and then Reuben mounted to his seat
and drove off.

¢Poor old Martha Anderson !’ muttered Reuben to himself.
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‘It’s weel she's gone, poor body! It wad nigh have brocken
her heart—and it’s my belief at it did.’

They had not gone far before Reuben himself, with the in-
consistency of more pretentious moralists, felt an impulse to
indulge in that benign beverage of which he had just deplored
the effects. Drawing up with this object at a public-house that
stood on the road, he called for a glass of hot spirits. He was in
the act of taking it from the hands of the landlord, when a stage

goach drove up, and the coachman and two of the outside. pas-

sengers ordered glasses of brandy.

¢From Carlisle, eh?’ said one of the latter, eyeing Reuben
from where he sat and speaking with an accent which the little
dalesman knew to be ‘foreign to these parts.’

Reuben assented with a satisfied nod and a screwing up of
one cheek into a wrinkle about the eyes. He was thinking of
the good luck of his visit.

‘What'’s the news there ? ’ asked the other passenger, with an

“accent which the little dalesman was equally certain was not
foreign to these parts.

¢ Threed’s up a gay penny!’ said Reuben.

¢ Any news at the Castle the day ?’

¢ The Castle? No—that’s to say, yes. I did hear ’at a man
had given hissel’ up, but I know nowt aboot it.’

¢ Do you know his name ?’

¢No.’

¢Be quick in front, my gude man; let’s be off; we've lost
time enough with the snow already.’

The coachman had mounted to his box, and was wrapping a
sheepskin about his knees.

“What'’s that you bave there ?” he said to Reuben.

‘Him? Why, that’s Robbie Anderson, poor fellow. One
o them lads, thoo knows, that have no mair nor one enemy in all
the world, and that’s theirselves.’

¢ Qut for a spoag, ¢h?’

¢ Come, get along, man, and let’s have no more botherment,’
eried one of the impatient passengers.

Two or three miles farther down the road Reuben was holding
in his horse, in order to cross a river, when he thought that, in
the comparative silence of his springless waggon, he heard Robbie
speaking behind him.

¢It’s donky weather, this,” Robbie was saying.

‘Ey, wet and sladderish, said Reuben, in an insinuating
tone, ¢ baith inside and out, baith under foot and ower head.’
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¢Tt was north of the bridge,” Robbie whispered.

¢\What were—Carlisle?’ asked Reuben in his most facetious
vein. e :

¢Tt blows a bit on the Stye Head to-day, Ralph. “The way’s
ower narrow. I can never chain the young horse. Steady,
Betsy; steady, lass; steady !

Qe ¢ Why, the lad’s ram’lin’,” said Reuben to himself.

¢Tt was fifty strides north of the bridge,” Robbie whispered
again; and then lifting his voice he cried, ¢She’s gone; she’s
gone.’

¢ He's ram’lin’ for sure.’ '

The truth now dawned on Reuben that on the present
occasion at least Robbie was not drunk, but sick. With the
illogical perversity of some healthy people, he thought to rally
the ailing man out of his ailment, whatever it might be; so he
expended all the facetiousness of which he was master on Robbie’s
unconscious figure.

Reuben’s well. meant efforts were of no avail. Robbie alter-
nately whispered, ‘It was north of the bridge,’ and chuckled,
¢ Ah, ah! there’s Garth, Garth—but I downed him, the dummel
head !’ .

The little dalesman relinquished as hopeless all further
attempt ab rational converse, and gave himself the solemn
assurance, conveyed to his acute intelligence by many grave

‘shakes of the head, that ¢ summat was ailin’ the lad, after all’

Then they drove for hours in silence. It wasdark when they
passed through Threlkeld, and turned into the Vale of Wan-
thwaite on their near approach to Wythburn.

¢ scarce know rightly where Robbie bides, now old Martha’s
dead, thought Reuben; ¢I'll just slip up the lonnin to Shoulth’et
and ask.’ .

CHAPTER XXXVL
ROTHA'S CONFESSION.

And to be wroth with one we love
Doth work like madness in.the brain.—COLERIDGE.

WxeN Reuben Thwaite formed this resolution he was less than &
mile from Shoulthwaite. In the house on the Moss, Rotha was
then sitting alone, save for the silent presence of the unconscious
Mrs. Ray.  The day’s worl was done. It had been market day,
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and Willie Ray had not returned from Gaskarth. The old
house was quiet within, and not a breath of wind was stirring
without. There was no sound except the crackling of the dry
boughs on the fire and the hollow drip of the melting snow.

By the chair from which Mrs. Ray gazed vacantly and
steadily Rotha sat with a book in her hand. She tried to read,
but the words lost their meaning. Involuntarily her eyes
wandered from the open page. At length the old volume, with
its leathern covers clasped together with their great brass clasp,
dropped quietly into the girl’s lap.

At that moment there was a sound of footsteps in the court-

yard. Getting up with an anxious face, Rotha walked to the

window and drew the blind partly aside.

It was Matthew Branthwaite. :

¢ How fend ye, lass ?” he said on opening the door ; ¢ rubbin’,
on all reet? The roads are varra drewvy after the snow,’ he
added, stamping the clods from his boots. Then looking about,
¢ Hesn’t our Liza been here to-neet ?’

¢ Not yet,” Rotha answered.

¢ Whearaway is t’ lass? I thought she was for slipping off
to Shoulth’et. But then she’s olas gitten her best bib and
tucker on nowadays.’ .

¢ She’ll be here soon, no doubt,” said Rotha, giving Matthew
his accustomed chair facing Mrs. Ray.

¢ She’s a rare brattlecan to chatter is our Liza. I telt her
she was ower keen to come away with all the ins and oots aboot
the constables coming to Wy'bern yesterday. She had it pat,
game as if-she’d seen it in prent. That were bad news, and the
laal hizzy ran bull-neck to gi'e it oot.’

¢ She meant no harm, Matthew.’ .

¢But why duddent she mean some good and run bull-neck
fo-neet to bring ye the bettermer news?’

¢ Better news, Matthew ? What is it?’ asked Rotha eagerly,
but with more apprehension than pleasure in her tone.

¢Why, that the constables hev gone,’ said Matthew.

‘Gone ?’

¢Gone! Another of the same sort came to-day to leet them,
and away they’ve gone together.’

Matthew clearly expected an outburst of delight at his intel-
Ligence. ¢ What dusta say to that, lass?” he added, between the
puffs of a pipe that he was lighting from a candle. Then,
raising his eyes and looking up at Rotha, he said, ¢ Why, what’s
this?  What ails thee? Ey? ‘lV_hat’s wrang ?’
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¢ Gone, you say !’ said Rotha. ‘I fear that is the worst news
of all, Matthew.’

But now there was the raftle of a waggon on the lonnin. A
moment later the door was thrown open, and Liza Branthwalte
stood in the porch with Reuben Thwaite behind her.

¢ Here's Robbie Anderson back home in Reuben’s cart,’ said
Liza, catching her breath. -

CFetch him in,’ said Matthew. ¢Is hegrown shy o’ t’yance 7’

¢That's mair nor my share, Mattha,’ said Reuben. ‘The
lad’s dylt out—fair beat, I tell thee; I picked him up frae the
brae side.’ .

¢He can scarce move hand or foot, cried Liza. ¢Come,
quick !’

Rotha was out at the waggon in a momens.

«Hes ill ; he’s unconscious;’ she said. ¢ Where did you find’

him ?’
¢ A couple of mile or so outside Carlisle,” answered Reuben.
Rotha staggered, and must have fllen but for Matthew, who
a6 the moment came up behind her.
¢TIl tell thee what it is, lass,’ said the old man, ¢ thoo'rt like
to be bad thysel’, and varra bad, too. Go thy ways back to the
fire.! ’
¢ Summat ails Robbie, no doubt about it,” said Reuben.
¢ Of course summat ails hini,’ said Mattha, with an insinua-
ting emphasis on the word. ¢He nivver were an artistic drunk-
ard, weren’t Bobbie. -
¢ He’s been ram'lin and ram’lin all the way home,’ continued
Reuben. ¢He’s telt ower and ower agen of summat 'at were
fifty yards north of the bridge.’
¢\We must take him home,’ said Liza, who came hurrying
from the house with a blanket over her arm. ¢ Here, cover him
with this, Rotha can spare it.’
In a minute more Robbie’s ingensible form was wrapped
round and round.
¢ Give -him room to breathe, said Mattha; ‘I declare ye're
playing at pund-o’-mair-weight with the lad!’ he added as
Rotha came up with a sheepskin and a shawl.
" ¢The night is cold, and he has all but three miles to ride
yet !’ said the girl.
¢ He lodges with "Becca Rudd; let’s be off,’ said Liza, clam-
bering into the cart by the step at the shaft. ¢ Come up, father;
quick !’
¢ What, Bobbie, Bobbie, but this is bad wark, bad wark,
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gaid Mattha, when seated in the waggon. ‘Hod thy tail in the
watter, lad, and there’s hope for thee yit.’ : !
With this figurative expression Mattha settled himself for
the drive. Rotha turned to Reuben Thwaite.
k‘ (i!&t Carlisle, did you hear anything—meet anybody ?’ she
asked. !
¢Baith,’ said Reuben, with a twinkle which was lost in the | e
 darkness. :
‘I mean from Wythburn. Did you meet anybody from
did you see Ralph or my father ?’
¢ Nowthez.! | Rawder -
¢ Nor hear of them?’
¢ No—wait—deary me, deary me, now 'at I mind it—I nivver
thought of it afore—I heeard ’at a man had been had up at the \ /&(,w[«‘ ean

3

Toon Hall and taken to the gaol. It cannot be’at the man
were—no, no—I'm ram’lin mysel sure-ly.’

‘Ralph; it was Ralph!’ sald Rotha, trembling visibly.
¢Be quick. Good-night!’ ’

¢Ralph at Carlisle!’ said Mattha, ‘Weel, weel; after A
word comes weird, That's why the constables are gone, and (m

. that's why Robbie’s come. Weel, weel! Up with thee, Reuben,

and let us try the legs of this auld dobbin of thine.

How Rotha got back into the house that night she never
knew. She could not remember to have heard the rattle of the
springless cart as it was being driven off. All was for the
moment a blank waste.

‘When she recovered consciousness she was sitting by the side
of Mrs. Ray, with her arms about the neck of the invalid and her
head on the unconscious breast. The soulless eyes looked with a
meaningless stare at the girl’s troubled face.

The agony of suspense was over, and the worst had happened.
‘What now remained to her to say to Willy? Ife knew nothing
of what she had done. Sim’s absence had been too familiar an
occurrence to excite suspicion, and Robbie Anderson had not been
missed. What should she say ?

This was the night of Thursday. During the long hours of
the weary days since Sunday, Rotha had conjured up again and
again a scene overflowing with delight, in which she should tell
Willy everything. This was to be when her father or Robbie or
both returned, and the crown of her success was upon her. But
what now was the word to say?

The noise of wheels approaching startled the girl out of her
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troubled dream. Willy was coming home. In another minute
ne was in the house. :

¢ Rotha, Rotha,’ he cried excitedly, ‘I've great news, great
news.’ ‘ '

¢What news?’ asked Rotha, not daring to look up.

¢ Great news,” repeated Willy.

Lifting her eyes furtively to his face, Rotha saw that, like his
voice, it was brimming over with delight. .

¢The bloodhounds are gone,” he said, and, throwing off his
cloak and leggings, he embraced the girl and kissed her and
Jaughed the laugh of a happy man. Then he hwrried out to see
to his horse.

What was Rotha to do? What was she to say? This mistake
of Willy’s made her position not less than terrible. ‘How was she
to tell him that his joyousness was misplaced? If he had come
to her with a gad face she might then have told him all—yes, all the
cruel truth ! If he had come to her with reproaches on his tongue,
how easily she might have unburdened her heavy heart! But
this laughter and these kisses worked like madness in her brain.

The minutes flew like thought, and Willy was back in the
house.

¢I thought they dare not do it. You'll remember I told them
so. Ah! ah! they find I was in the right.’

Willy was too much excited with his own reading of this latest
incident to sit in one seat for two minutes together.. He walked
up and down the room, laughing sometimes, and gometimes
pausing to pat his mother’s head,

It was fortunate for Rotha that she had to busy herself with
the preparations for Willy’s supper, and that this duty rendered
less urgent the necessity for immediate response to his remarks.
Willy, on his part, was in no mood at present to indulge in
niceties of observation, and Rotha's perturbation passed for some
time unnoticed.

‘Ralph will be back with us soon, let us hope,” he said.
¢ There’s no doubt but we do miss him, do we not?’

¢ Yes, Rotha answered, leaning as much as possible over the
fire that she was mending.

The tone of the reply made an impression on Willy, In a.‘

moment more he appeared to realise that there had throughout
been something unusual in the girl's demeanour.

¢Not well, Rotha?’ he asked in a subdued tone. It had
flashed across his mind that perhaps her father was once more in
some way the cause of her trouble.
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* Oh, very well,” she answered, throwing up her head with a
little touch of forced gaiety.

¢ Why, there are tears in your eyés, girl. No? Ob, but
there are.” They are tears of joy, he thought. She loves Ralph
as a brother. ¢/ laugh when I'm happy, Rotha; it seems that
you ery. : .

‘Do I?’ she answered, and wondered if the merciful Father
above would ever, ever, ever let this bitter hour pass by.

¢No, it's worry, Rotha, that's it; you're not well, that’s the
truth.’ '

Willy would have been satisfied to let the explanation resolve
itself into this, but Rotha broke silence, saying :—

¢ What if it weye not good news——"’

The words were choking her, and she stopped.

¢ Not geod news—what news?’ asked Willy, half muttering
the girl’s words in a bewildered way.

¢The news that the constables have gone.'

“Gone! Whatisit? What do you mean, Rotha ?’

¢ What if the constables have gone,’ said the girl, struggling
with her emotion, ‘only because—what if they have gone—
because—because Ralph is taken.’

¢Taken! Where? What are you thinking of ?’

¢ And what if Ralph is to be charged not with treason—no,
but with—with murder? Ob, Willy, the girl cried in her
distress, throwing away all disguise, ‘it is true, true; it is
true.’ '

Willy sat down stupefied. With a wild and rigid look, he
stared at Rotha as they sat face to face, eye to eye. Ie said
nothing. A sense of horror mastered him.

" ¢ And this is not all,’ continued Rotha, the tears rolling down
her checks. ¢ What would you say of the person who did it—of
the person who put Ralph in the way of this—this death ?’ cried
the girl, now burying her face in her hands.

Willy’s lips were livid. They moved as if in speech, but the
words would not come.

¢ What would I say?’ he said at length, bitterly and scorn-
fully, as he rose from his seat with rigid limbs. ‘Iwouldsa !
He stopped; his teeth were clenched. He drew one hand im-
patiently across his face. The idea that Simeon Stagg must
have been the informer had at that moment got possession of his
mind. ¢Never ask me what I would say,” he cried.

¢ Willy, dear Willy,"” sobbed Rotha, throwing her arms about
him, ¢ that person. ?




OIS

218 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

The ‘sobs were stifling her, but she would not spare herself.

¢ That person was MYSELF !’ . ’

¢You!” cried Willy, breaking from her embrace. ¢ And the
murder ? > he asked hoarsely, ¢ whose murder?’

¢ James Wilson’s.

¢ Let me go—let me go, I'say. _

¢ Another word." Rotha stepped into the doorway. Willy
drew her hastily aside and hurried out.

CHAPTER XXXVIL

WHICH INDICTMENT ?

Unper the rude old Town Hall at Carlisle there was a shop, -
which was kept by a dealer in’ second-hand books. The floor
within was paved, and the place was lighted at night by two
lamps, which swung from the beams of the ceilings. At oné end
a line of shelves served to separate from the more public part of
the shop a little closet of a room, having a fire, and containing in
the way of furniture a table, two or three chairs, and a stuffed
settle, :

Tn this closet, within a week of the events just narrated, a
man of sinister aspect, whom we have met more than once already
in other scenes, sat before a fire.

¢ Not come down yet, Pengelly ?’ said this man to the book-
geller, a tottering creature in a long gown and velvet skull cap.

¢ Not yet.’

¢Will he ever come? It's all a fool's errand, too, T'll swear
it is” v
"Then twisting his shoulders as though shivering, he added—

¢ Bitter cold, this shop of yours. :

¢ Warmer than Doomsdale, eh? ’ replied the bookseller with
a grin as he busied himself dusting his shelves.

The other chuckled. He took a stick that lay on the hearth
and broke the fire into a sharp blaze. The exercise was an
agreeable one, It was accompanied- by agreeable reflections,
too. : :
¢T hear a foot on the stair’ A man entered the shop.
¢No use, none, said the new comer. ‘It's wasted laboux
talking to Master Wilfrey.’

The tone was one of vexation.
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¢Did ye tell him what T heard abous Justice Hide and his Qw{i&?ﬁ;
<;L

earryings on at Newcastle ?’

¢ By, and I told "im he'd never bring it off with Hide on the ( v‘lf“”"';,z ’\,:\\:Kwsh
bench.’ SaAE 4
¢ And what did the chiel say to 62’ oSt LB

¢« Tqt,” he said, says he, ¢ Millet is wi’ ’im on the circuit,
and he’ll see the law’s safe on treason.”’

¢So he will not touch the other indictment ?’

¢« Tg's no use,” says he, ¢ the man’s sure to fall for treason,”
he says, “and it's all botherment trying to force me to indict ’im
for murder.”’

¢ Force him ! Ha! ha! that’s good, that is; force him, eh ?°

The speaker renewed his attentions to the fire.

(He'll be beaten,” he added; ‘he’ll be beaten, will Master
Wilfrey. With Hide on the bench there’ll be no conviction for
treason. And then the capital charge will go to the wall, and
Ray will get away scot free” /

¢ It bafles me yet aboot Ray, his giving himself up.’ [

¢ Shaf, man! Will ye never see through the trick ? It was ‘
to stand for treason and claim the pardon, or be fined, or take a
year in Doomsdale, and escape the gallows. He's a cunning
taistrel. He'll do aught to save bis life’

¢ Youwre wrong there; I cannot but say you're wrong there.

T know the man, and as T've told you there’s nothing in the

world he dare not do. Why, would you credit it, I saw ’im one

da; 3 :
7 Tut, haud yer tongue. Ye'd see him tremble one day if |

this sheriff of yours were not flayt by bis own shadow. Ye'd

see him on Haribee; aye, and maybe ye will see him there yet,

sheriff or no sheriff.’

¢ This was said with a bitterness indicative of fierce and
deadly hatred.

Shifting uneasily under the close gaze of his companion, the
other said :

¢ What for do you look at me like that ? I've no occasion to
love him, have 17"’

—~Nor I, nor I,’ said the first speaker, his face distorted with

avil passions; ¢and you shall spit on his grave yet, Master /
Scroope, that you shall; and dance on it till it does yer soul T

good ; you shall, you shall, sheriff or none.

“—Tust then a flourish of trumpets fell on the ear. Conversa~
tion was interrupted while the men, with the bookseller, stepped
to the door. Numbers of townspeople were crowding into the
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Market-place. Immediately afterwards there came .at a swift
pace through Scotch Street a gaily-bedecked carriage, with oute
riders in gold lace and a trumpeter riding in front. -

¢ The judges—going through to King’s Arms Lane,’ observed
the bookseller.

¢ What o'clock do the ’sizes start, Mr. Pengelly ?’ asked a
loiterer outside.

¢Ten in the morning, that's when the grand jury sit,” the

bookseller answered. .

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

PEINE FORTE ET DURE.

'THE court was densely packed at ten next morning. Everg
yard of available space was thronged with people. The crown
court lay on the west of the Town Hall. 1t was a large square
chamber without galleries. ~Rude cak, hewn with the axe
straight from the tree, formed the rafters and principals of the
roofs. The windows were small, and cast a feeble light. A

long table like a block of granite, covered with a faded green -

cloth and having huge carved legs, stood at one end of the court,
and stretched almost from side to side. On a dais over this table
sat the two judges in high-backed chairs, deeply carved and
black. There was a stout rail at one end of the table, and
behind it were steps leading to a chamber below. This was the
bar, and an officer of the court stood at cne side of it. Exactly
opposite it were three rows of seats on graduated levels. This
was the jury box. Ranged in front of the table were the counsel
for the King, the Clerk of the Court, and two or three lawyers.
An ancient oak chest, ribbed with iron and secured by several
massive padlocks, stood on the table. :

The day was cold. A close mist that had come from the
‘mountains hovered over the court and crept into every crevice,
chilling and dank.

There was much preliminary business to go through, and
the people who thronged the court watched it with ill-concealed
impatience. True bills were found for this offence and that—
assaults, batteries, larcenies.

Amid a general hush the crier called for Ralph Ray. :
. Ralph stepped up quietly, and laid one hand on the rail
in front of him. The hand was chained. He looked round,

s s e
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" Mhere was not a touch either of pride or modesty in his steady
_ gaze. He met without emotion, the sea of faces upturned to his
own face. Near the door at the end of the court stood the man
who had been known in Lancaster as Ralph's shadow. Their
eyes met, but there was no expression of surprise in either face.
Close at hand was the burlier ruffian who had insulted the girl
that sang in the streets. In the body of the court there was
another familiar face. It was Willy Ray’s, and on meeting his
brother’s eyes for an instant Ralph turned his own quickly away.
Beneath the bar, with downcast eyes, sat Simeon Stagg,

The Clerk of the Court was reading a commission authoris-
ing the court to hear. and determine treasons, and while thig
formality was proceeding Ralph was taking note of his judges.
.One of them was a stout, rubicund person advanced in years.
Ralph at once recognised him ds a lawyer who had submitted to
the Parliament six years before. The other judge was a man of
austere countenance, and quite unknown to Ralph. It was the
former of the two judges who had the principal management of
the case. The latter sat with a paper before his face. The
document sometimes concealed his eres and sometimes dropped
below his mouth. i

¢ Gentlemen, said the judge, beginning his charge, ‘you are
the grand inquest for the body of this county, and you have
now before you a prisoner charged with treason. Treason,
gentlemen, has two aspects: there is treason of the wicked
imagination, and there is treason apparent: the former poisons
the heart, the latter breaks forth in action.’

The judge drew his robes about him, and was about to con-
tinue, when the paper suddenly dropped from the face of -the
other occupant of the bench.

¢ Your pardon, brother Millet,’ he interrupted, and pointed
towards Ralph’s arms. ¢ When a prisoner comes to the bar his
irons ought to be taken off. Have you anything to object agains$
these irons being struck away ?’

¢Nothing, brother Hide, replied the judge rather testily.
¢ Keeper, knock off the prisoner’s irons.’ ’

" The official appealed to looked abashed, and replied that the
necessary instruments were not at hand.

¢ They are of no account, my lord,” said Ralph.

¢'They must be removed.’

‘When the delay attending this process was over and the hand-
cuffs fell to the ground, the paper rose once more in front of
the face of Justice Hide, and Justice Millet continued his charge.
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Ie defined the nature and crime of treason with elaboration
wnd circumlocution. He quoted the ancient statute wherein the
people, speaking of themselves, say thab they recognise no
superior under God but only the King's grace. ¢T do not speak
my own words,” he said, ¢but the words of the law, and I urge
this the more lest any persons shonld draw dangerous inferences
to shadow their traitorous acts. Gentlemen, the King is the
vicegerent of God, and has no superior. If any man shall shroud
himself under any pretended authority, you musb know that this
is nob an excuse, but the height of aggravation.’

Onee more the judge paused, drew his robes about him, and
turned sharply to the jury to observe the effect of his words; then
to his brother on the Pench, for the light of his countenance.
The paper was covering the eyes of Justice Hide.

¢But now, gentlemen, to come from the general to the parti-
cular, Tt is treason to levy war against the King’s person, and
to levy war against the King’s authority is treason too. It follows,
therefore, that all acts which were done to the keeping of the
King out of the exercise of his kingly office were treason. If
persons assembled themselves in 2 warlike manner to do any of
these acts, that was treason. Remember but this, and I have
done.!

A murmur of assent and approbation passed over the court
when the judge ceased to speak. Perhapsa close observer might
have marked an expression of Jissatisfaction on the face of the
other judge as often as the document held in front of it per-
mitted the eyes and mouth to be seen. He shifted restlessly from
side to side while the charge was being delivered, and at the close
of it he called somewhat impatiently forrthe indictment.

The clerk was proceeding fo give the names of the witnesses,
when Ralph asked to be permitted to see the indictment. With
a smile, the clerk handed him a copy in Tatin. Ralph glanced
ab it, threw it back to the table, and asked for & translation.

Tt the indictment be read aloud-and in English, said
Justice Hide.

Tt was then read, and purported that, together with others,
Ralph Ray, not having the fear of God before his eyes, and being
instigated by the devil, had traitorously and feloniously, contrary
to his due allegiance and bounden duty, conspired against the
King’s authority on sundry occasions and in divers places.

There was a strained attitude of attention while the indict«
ment was being read, and a dead stillness when the prisoner was
called upon to plead.
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*How sayest thou, Ralph Ray?  Art thou guilty of that
treason whereof thou standest indicted and for which thou hast
been arraigned, or not guilty ??

Ralph did not reply at once. He looked calmly around,
Then, in a firm voice, without a trace of emotion, he said—

‘I claim exemption under the Act of Oblivion,’

There was a murmur as of inquiry,

‘That will avail you nothing,’ replied the j udge who had
delivered the charge.  ¢The Act does not apply to your case.
You must plead Guilty or Not Guilty.’

‘ Have I no right to the benefit of the Act of Oblivion ?’

* The clerk rose again :
¢ Are you Guilty or Not Guilty?°
‘ Have I liberty to move exceptions to the indictment ?°
- “You shall have the liberty that any subject can have,” replied
Justice Millet. ¢You have heard the indictment read, and you
must plead—Guilty or Not Guilty.’

The paper had again gone up before the face of Justice Hide,

¢I'stand at this bar,’ said Ralph quietly, ¢charged with con.-
spiring against the King’s authority, The time of the alleged
treason is specified. I move this exception to the indictment,
that the King of England was dead at the period named.’

There was some shuffling in the court. The paper had
dropped below the eyes.

‘You trouble the court with these damnable excursion 8,
cried Justice Millet, with no attempt to conceal his anger, ¢ By
- the law of England the King never dies. Your plea must be
direct—* Guilty,” or % Not Guilty.,” No man standing in your
position at the bar must make any other answer to the indict-
ment,’

¢ Shall I be heard, my lord ?°’

‘You shall, sir, but only on your trial.’

‘I urge a point of law, and T ask for counsel,” said Ralph; ¢ I
can pay.’

‘You seem to be versed in proceedings of law, young man,’
replied the judge, with an undisguised sneer.

The paper dropped below the mouth, .

‘Mr. Ray,’ said Justice Hide, in a friendly tone, ¢ the course
is that you should plead.’

‘I stand charged, my lord, with no erime, How, then, shall
I plead?’

¢ Mr. Ray,’ said the judge again, ¢ Tam sorry to interrupt yon,
I hold that'a man in your position should have every leniency

\ J wf,\‘ .
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ghown to him. But these discourses are contrary to all proceed-
ings of this nature. Will you plead ?’ )

He must plead, brother; there is no will you?’ rejoined the
other occupant of the bench. ;

The paper went up over the eyes once more. There wag
some laughter among the men before the table.
- ¢ He thinks it cheap to defy the court,’ said counsel for the

ing.

Brother Millet,’ said Justice Hide, ¢when a prisoner at the
bar would plead anything in formality, counsel should be
allowed.

¢Oh certainly, certainly,’ replied the judge, recovering his
suavity. Then turning to Ralph, he said—

¢What is the point of law you urge?’

¢What I am accused of doingy’ replied Ralph, ‘was done
under the command of the Parliament, when the Parliament was
the supreme power. )

¢ Silence, sir, cried Justice Millet. ¢ 'The Parliament was
made up of a pack of usurpers with 2 low mechanic fellow at
their head. Gentlemen,’ turning with a gracious smile to the
jury, ¢ you will remember what I said.”

{The Parliament was appointed by the people,’ replied Ralph
quietly, ‘ and recognised by foreign pringces.’

¢ Tt was only a third part of the constitution.’

¢1t did not livein a corner. 'The sound of it went out among
many nations.’ i

Ralph still spoke calmly. The spectators held their breath.
¢Do you know where you are, gir 9 cried the judge, now grown
gearlet with anger, ¢ You are in the court of his Majesty the
King. Would you Thave the boldness here, before the faces of the
cervants of that gracious Prince, to justify your crimes by claim-
ing for them the authority of usurpers?’

4T am but charged, replied Ralph, ¢ with putting my hand to
that plough which all men were then compelled to follow. Tam
but accused of fidelity to that cause which some of my prosecutors,
as I see, did themselves at first submit to, and afterwards betray.’

At this there were loud murmurs in the court. The paper
had fallen from the face of Justice Hide. His brother justice
was livid with rage. :

¢ What fellow is this?’ said the latter judge, with obvious
uneasiness. ¢ A dalesman {from the mountains, did you say ?’

¢ Dalesman or not, my lord—a cunning and dangerous man,
replied counsek
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‘I see already that he is one who is ready to say anytLing to
gave his miserable life.’

‘Brother Millet)’ interrupted the other judge, ‘you have

. rightly observed that thisis a court of his Gracious Majesty,
Let us conduet it as such.’

There was a rustle of gowns before the table and somé
whispering in the court.

‘ Mr. Ray, you have heard the indictment. It charges you as
a false traitor against his Most Gracious Majesty, your supreme
and natural lord. The course is for you to plead Guilty or Not
Guilty.

¢Have I no right to the General Pardon?’ asked Ralph.

Justice Millet, recovering from some temporary dlscomﬁture,
interposed—

¢ The proclamation of pardon was issued before his Majesty
came into possession.’

¢ And my crime—was not that committed before the King
came into possession ? Are the King’s promises less sacred than
the people’s laws ?’

Again some murmuring in the court.

¢ Brother Hide, is the court to be troubled longer with these
idle disputations?’

¢T ask for counsel,” said Ralph.

¢ This,” replied Justice Hide, ‘is not a matter in which
counsel can be assigned. If your crime be treason, it cannot be
justified ; if it be justifiable, it is not treason. The law provides
that we shall be your counsel, and, as such, I advise that you do
not ask exemptlon under the Act of Obhv1on, for that is equal to
a confegsion.’

‘I do not confess,’ said Ralph. ‘

“You must plead Guilty or Not Guilty. There is no third
eourse. - Are you Guilty or Not Guilty ?’

There was a stillness like that of the chamber of death in the
court as this was spoken.

Ralph paused, lifted his head, and looked calmly about him.
Every eye was fixed on his face. That face was as fom as a
rock. Two eyes near the door were gleaming with the light of
fiendish triumph. Ralph returned his gaze to the judges. Still
the silence was unbroken, It seemed to hang in the air.

¢ Guilty or Not Guilty ?’

There was no reply.

‘Does the prisoner refuse to plead?’ asked Justice Hide.

Q
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§till there was no reply. Not a whisper in the court; not the
ghuffle of a foot. The judge’s voice fell slowly on the ear—

¢ Ralph Ray, we would not have you ddceive yourself. It
you do not plead, it will be the same with you as if you had
confessed.’

¢ Am T at liberty to stand mute?’

¢ Assuredly not,” Justice Millet burst out, pulling his robes
about him, .

¢ Your pardon, brother; it is the law-that the prisoner may
stand mute if he choose.’ '

Then turning to Ralph :

¢But why ?’

¢ To save from forfeiture my lands, sheep, goods and chattels,
and those of my mother and brother, falsely stated to be mine.

Justice Millet gave an eager glance at Justice Hide.

Tt is the law,” said the latter, apparently replying to an
unuttered question. ¢ The estate of an offender cannot be seized
to the King's use before conviction. My Lord Coke is very clear
on that point. It is the law; we must yield to it
_ (God forefend else I’ replied Justice Millet in his meekest

fone, :

¢ Ralph Ray, continued the judge, let us be sure that you
know what you do. If you stand mute a terrible punishment
awaits you.

Justice Millet interposed— ~

¢ T repeat that the prisoner must plead. In the ancientlaw of
peine forte et dure an exception is expressly made of all cases of
regicide.

¢ The indictment does not specify regicide as the prisoner's
freason. .

Justice Millet hid his discomfiture in an ostentations perusal
of a copy of the indictment.

¢But do not deceive yourself; continued the judge, turning
again towards the prisoner. ‘Do you know the penalty of
standing mute? Do you know that to save your estates to your
family by refusing to plead you must suffer a terrible death—a
death withoutjudgment, a death too shocking perhaps for so much
as bare contemplation ? Do you know this?’

The dense throng in the court seemed not to breathe at that
awful moment. Every one waited for the reply. It came slowly
and deliberately :

¢1 know it.’

The paper dropped from the judge's hand, and Auttered to the
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door.. In the court there was a half-uttered murmur of amaze-
ment. A man stood there to surrender his life, with all that wag
near and dear to it. Not dogged, trapped, made desperate by fate,
but cheerfully and of his own free will.

Wonder and awe fell on that firmament of faces. Brave
fellows there found the heart swell and the pulse beat quick as
they saw that men—plain, rude men, Englishmen, kinsmen—
might still do nobly. ~“Cowards shrank closer together.

And, in the midst of all, the man who stood to die wore the
serenest look to be seen there. Not an eye but was upturned to
hig placid face.

The judge’s voice broke the silence,

‘And was it with this knowledge and this view that you
surrendered ?’ : '

Ralph folded his arms across his breast and bowed.

The silence could be borne no longer. The murmurs of the
spectators broke into a wild tumult of cheers, like the tossing of
many waters; like the roar and lash of mighty winds that rise
and swell, then ebb and surge again.

The usher of the court had not yet suppressed the applause,
when it was observed that a disturbance of another kind had arisen
near the door. A young woman with a baby in her arms was
crushing her way in past the javelin man stationed there, and was
craning her neck to catch sight of the prisoner above the dense
throng that occupied every inch of the floor, .

‘ Let me have but a glance at him—one glance—for the dear
God’s sake let me but see him only once—only for a moment.’

The judge called for silence, and the officer was hurrying the
woman away when Ralph turned his face full towards the door.

‘I see him now,’ said the woman. °Te’s not my husband.
No,’ she added, ¢ but I’ve seen him before somewhere.’

‘ Where, my good woman? Where have you seen him before
the day ?°’

This was whispered in her ear by a man who had struggled
his way to her side. .

‘ Does he come from beyond Gaskarth?’ she asked.

¢ Why, why?° ,

¢ This commotion ill befits the gravity of a trial of such grave
concernment,’ said one of the judges in an austere tone,

In another moment the woman and her eager interlocutor had
left the court together.

There was then a brief consultation between the occupants of
the bench.

Q2
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¢The pardon Iis binding, said one; ¢if it were otherwise it
were the hardest case that could be . for half the people of

England.’
‘Yet the King came back without conditions,’ replied the

other.

claimed silence.
« The prisoner stands remanded for one week.’
Then Ralph was removed from the bar.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

THE FIERY HAND.

Taey drove Robbie Anderson that night to the house of the old

' woman with whom he lodged, but their errand was an idle one.

Reuben Thwaite jumped from the cart and rapped at the door.
0ld 'Becca Rudd opened it, held a candle over her head, and
peered into the darkness. When she heard what sick guest they
had brought her, she trembled from head to foot, and cried to
them not to shorten the life of a poor old soul whose days were
numbered.

¢ Nay, nay ; take him away, take him away, she said.

¢ Art daff, or what dusta mean?’ said Mattha from his seat in
the cart.

¢Nay, but have mercy on me, have mercy on me,’ cried
"Becca beseechingly.

¢ Weel, weel, said Mattha, ¢ they do say as theer’sno fools like
auld fools. ~ Why, the lad’s ram’lin. Canst hear ?—ram’lin.
‘Wadst hev us keck him intil the dyke to die like ony dog?’

¢Take him away, take him away,’ cried "Becca, retiring in-
wards, her importunity becoming every moment louder and
more vehement. .

¢T reckon ye wad be a better stepmother to yon brocken-

back t bitch of yours an it had the mange ?? said Mattha, .

¢ Nay, but the plagne—the plague. Ye've heard what the new
preachers are telling about the plague. Robbie's got it, Rob-
bie's got the plague ; I'm sure of it, sure.

"Becca set down the candle to wring her hands,

¢ S0 thoo’s sure of it, ista 7’ said Mattha. ¢ Weel, Tl tell thee
what s sure on, and that is that thoo art yan o' them folks as

There was a general bustle in the court. The crier pros
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waddant part with the reek off their kail. Ye'r nobbut an auld

blatherskite, *Becea, as preaches mair charity in a day ner ye'r

ready to stand by in a twelvemonth, Come, Reuben, whip up

yer dobbin. Let's away to my own house, I'd hev io be as

poor as a kirk louse afore I'd turn my back on a motherless lad

as is nigh to death’s door.’ LBecca,
‘Don't say that, father,’ whimpered Liza.
¢Nay, Mattha, nay, man,’ eried ‘Becca, ‘it's nought of that. | @@l

It’s my life that’s in danger.’ ) prachd
¢Shaf! that 'at is nowt is nivver in danger. Whear’s the -

plague as wad think it worth while to bodder wid a skinflint like } N

thee? Good-neet, 'Becca, good-neet, and 'od white te, lass, God ' =

requite thee!’ .
So they drove to Matthew Branthwaite’s cottage, and installed

the sick man in the disused workroom, where the loom had stood

silent for nearly ten years,

A rough shake-down was improvised, a log fire was speedily
kindled, and in half an hour Mrs. Branthwaite was sitting at
Robbie’s bedside bathing his hot forehead with cloths damped in
vinegar. The little woman—timid and nervous in quieter times
—was beginning to show some mettle now.

‘Robbie has the fever, the brain fever,” she said. She was
right. ~ The old wife’s diagnosis was as swift as thought. Next
day they sent for the doctor from Gaskarth. He came ; looked
wise and solemn ; asked three questions in six syllables apiece,
and paused between them. Then he felt the sick man’s pulse.
He might almost have heard the tick of it. Louder was the noise
of the beating heart. Still not a word. In the dread stillness
out came the lance, and Robbie was bled. Then sundry hums
and ahs, but no syllable of counsel or cheer.

‘Is there any danger?’ asked little Liza in a fretful tone.
She was standing with head averted from the bowl which was in
her mother’s hands, with nervous fingers and palpitating breast.

The wise man replied in two guarded words. .

Robbie had appeared to be conscious before the operation of
the lance. He was wandering again. He would soon be wildly
delirious.

The great man took up his hat and his fee together. Hig
silence at least had been golden.

¢ Didsta iver see sic a dumb daft boggle ?’ said Mattha as the \ M
doctor disappeared. ‘It cannot even speak when it’s spoken to.'

The medical ghost never again haunted that particular ghost~
walk,
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Robbie lay four days insensible, and Mrs. Branthwaite was
thenceforward his sole physician and nurse. On the afternoon
of the . third day of Robbie’s iliness—it was Sunday—Rotha
Stagg left her own peculiar invalid in the care of one of the farm
women, and walked over to Mattha's house. :

Willy Ray had not returned from Carlisle. He had exchanged
scarcely six words with her since the interview previously
recorded. Rotha had mnot come to Shoulthwaite for Willy’s

satisfaction. Neither would she leave it for his displeasure.

When the girl reached the weaver’s cottage and entered the

sick-room Mattha himself was sitting at the fireside, with a pipe, -

puffing the smoke up the chimney. Mrs, Branthwaite was
bathing the sick man’s head, from which the hair had been cut

away. Liza was persuading herself that she was busy sewing at .

a new gown. The needle stuck and stopped twenty times a
minute. Robbie was delirious.

¢ Robbie, Robbie, do you know who has come to see you?”
said Liza, bending over him.

¢ By, mother, ey, here I am, home at last,’ muttered Robbie.

¢ He's ram’lin agen,’ said Mattha from the chimney corner.

¢ Bless your old heart, mammy, but I'll mend my manage-
ment. I will, that I will. It’s true ¢his time, mammy, ey, it is.
No, no; try me again just once, mammy !’

¢ He’s for ever running on that, poor lad,’ whispered Mattha.
¢ T reckon it’s been a sair point with him sin’ he put auld Martha
intil t' grund. :

¢Don’t greet, mammy; don’t greet.’ »

Poor Liza found the gown wanted close attention at that
moment. It wer# near enough to het eyes. .

¢1 say it was fifty strides to the north of the bridge! Swear
it? Ey, swearit!’ cried Robbie at a fuller pitch of his weak-
ened voice.. . ; _

¢He's olas running on that, too,” whispered Mattha to Rotha.
¢Dusta mind ’at laal Reuben said the same?’

In a soft and pleading tone Robbie mumbled on—

¢ Don’t greet, mammy, or ye'll kill me sure enough. Killing
you? Ey, it’s true, it’s true; but I'll mend my management—I
will)

There were sobs in Robbie’s voice, but no tears in his blood-
shot eyes.

¢There, there, Robbie,’ whispered Mrs. Branthwaite sooth-
ingly in hig ear; ‘rest thee still, Robbie, rest thee still.’

It was a pitiful scene. The remorse of the poor, worn, way-

g
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ward, tender-hearted lad seemed to rend the soul in his uncon-
scious body.

‘If he could but sleep!’ said Mrs. Branthwaite; ¢ but he °

cannot.’

Liza got up and went out.

Robbie struggled to raise himself on one elbow. His face,
red as a furnace, was turned aside as thongli in the act of listening
for some noise far away. Then in a thick whisper he said—

* ¢ Fifty strides north of the bridge. - No dreaming about it—
north, I say, north.’

Robbie sank back exhausted, and Rotha prepared to leave.

¢ It were that ducking of his heed did it, sure enough,’ said
Mattha, ¢ that and the drink together. I mind Bobbie’s father—
just siclike, just sic like ! Poor auld Martha, she %ed a sad bout
of it, she hed, what with father and son. And baith good at the
bottom, too, baith, poor lads.’

A graver result than any that Mattha dreamt of hung at this
‘moment on Robbie’s insensibility, and when consciousness re-
turned the catastrophe had fallen.

CHAPTER XL

GARTH AND THE QUAKERS.

Ag Rotha left the weaver’s cottage she found Liza 1n the porch.

¢ Pm just laughing at the new preachers,” she said huskily.
She was turning her head aside slily to brush the tears from her
eyes into a shawl which was over her head.

¢ There they are by the Lion. It’s wrong to laugh, but they
are real funny, aye I’

The artifice was too palpable to escape Rotha’s observation.
Without a word she put her arms about Liza and kissed her.
Then the lurking tears gushed out openly, and the girl wept on
her breast. They parted in silence, and Rotha walked towards
8 little company gathered under the glow of a red sun on the
highway, and almost in front of the village inn, They were the
¢new preachers’ of whom Liza had spoken. The same that had,
according to Robbie’s landlady, foretold the plague. They were
three men, and they stood ir the middle of a ring of men, women,

and children. One of them, tall and gaunt, with long grey hair

and wild eyes, was speaking at the full pitch of his voiee

&
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Another was emphasising his words with loud hallelujahs. 'Then
the third dropped down on his knees in the road, and prayed
with earnestness in a voice that rang along the village street—
silent to-day, save for him-—and echoed back and back. Before
the prayer had quite ended a hymn was begun in a jaunting
measure, with a chorus that danced to a spirit of joyfulness.
Then came another exhortation. It was heavy with gloomy
prediction, The world was full of oppression, and envy, and
drunkenness, and vain pleasures. Men had forsaken the light
that should enlighten all men. They were full of deceit and
vanities, They put their trust in priests and professors who
were but empty hollow casks. ¢Yet the Lord is at hand,” cried
the preacher, ¢to thrash the mountains, and beat them to dust.’

Another hymn followed, more jubilant than before. One by

one the people around caught the contagion of excitement.
There were old men there with haggard faces that told of the
long hard fight with the world in which they were of the
multitude- of the vanquished; old women, too, jaded and tired,
and ready to slip into oblivion, their long day’s duty done;
mothers with babes in their arms and young children nestling
close at their sides; rollicking boys and girls as well, with all
the struggle of life in front of them.

The simple Quaker hymn told of a great home of rest far
away, yet very near. : ‘

The tumult had attracted the frequenters of the Red Lion,
and some of these had stepped out on to the causeway. Two or
three of them were already drunk. Among them was Garth, the
blacksmith. He laughed frantically, and shrieked and crowed at
every address and every hymn. When the preachers shouted
¢ Hallelujah’ he shouted ¢Hallelujah’ also; shouted again and
again, in season and out of season; shouted until he was hoarse,

and the perspiration poured down his crimsoning face. His tipsy

companions at first assisted him with noisy cheers. When one
of the men in the ring lifted up his voice in the ardour of prayer,
Garth yelled out yet louder to ask if he thought God Almighty
was deaf,

The people began to tremble at the blacksmith’s blasphemies.

The tipsiest of his fellows slunk away from his side.

The preacher spoke at one moment of the numbers of theix
following.

‘You carry a bottle of liquor somewhere,” cried Garth;
fthat’s why they follow you.’

Wearied out by such a shrieking storm of discord, one of the
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three Quakers—a little man with quick eyes and nervous lips—
made his way through the crowd to where the blacksmith stood at
the outskirts of it. Garth propped his back against the wall of the
inn and laughed hysterically at the preacher’s remonstrance:
‘Woe to thee and such as thee when God’s love passes away
from thee.

Garth replied with a mocking blasphemy too terrible‘ for

record. He repeated it, shouted it, screamed it.

In sheer horror the Quaker dropped on his knees in front of
the blacksmith and muttered a prayer that was almost inaudible :

¢ God grant that the seven devils, yea seven times seven, may
come out of him !’ :

Then Garth was silent for a moment. ,

¢ I knew such a one as thou art five years ago,’ said the Quaker;
¢ and where thinkest thou he died ?’

¢ Where ?’ said Garth, with a drunken hiccup,

‘But he was a saved man at last—saved by the light with

which Christ enlightened all men —saved !

' ¢ Where ? * repeated Garth, with a hideous imprecation.

¢On the gallows—he had killed his own father—he was ’

¢ Curse you! Curse you on earth and in hell !’

The people who had crowded round held their hands to their
ears to shut out the fearful blasphemies,  Garth, sobered some-
what by rage which was no longer assumed but real, pushed them
aside and stfode down the lane.

Rotha turned away from the crowd and walked towards
Shoulthwaite. Before her, at fifty paces, the blacksmith tramped
doggedly on, with head towards the ground.  Drunk, mad, devilish
as at this moment he might be, Rotha felt an impulse to overtake
him, She knew not what power prompted her, or what idea or
what hope. Never before had she felt an instinct drawing her to

- this man, Yet she wished to speak with him now. Would she °

had done so! Would she had done so—not for his sake or yet
for hers—but now, eéven now, while the impieties were hot on his
burning lips !

Rotha ran a step or two and stopped. Garth shambled
sullenly on. He never lifted his eyes to the sky.

When he reached his home he threw himgelf on the skemmel
drawn up to the hearth. He was sober now. His mother had
been taking her Sunday afterncon’s sleep on the settle, which
{ stood at one side of the kitchén. His noisy entrance awoke her.
He broke the peat with the peat-stick and kicked it into thae
fire,
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¢ What's come ower thee ? ? said Mrs. Garth, opening her eyes
and yawning. » v N

¢What's come over you more like?’ growled Joe.

¢ What now ?’

¢ Do you sell your own flesh and blood 7’ said Joe.

¢Sell? What’s thy mare’s nest now, thou weathercock? One
wouldn’t think that butter wad melt in thy mouth sometimes, and
then agen: ! ) ‘

¢Tm none so daft as daftly dealt with, mother,’ interrupted
the blacksmith. : ] ’
" ¢Tye telt thee afore thow’rt yan of the wise asses. ~ What do
you mean by sell?’ : ’

¢T reckon you know when strangers in the street can tell
me.’
The blacksmith coiled himself up in his gloomy reserve and
stared into the fire.

¢Oh, thow’s heard’at yon man’s in Doomsdale, eh ?’

Joe grunted something that was inarticulate.

¢T mean to hear the trial,’ continued Mrs. Garth, with a purr
of satisfaction.

¢ Maybe you wouldn’t like to see me in his place, mother ?
Oh, no; certainly not.’

¢ Thou great bledderen fool,” cried Mrs, Garth, getting on to

her feet and lifting her voice to a threatening pitch ; ¢ whearaway
hast been?’

Joe growled again, and crept closer over the fire, his mother’s
brawny figure towering above him.

CHAPTER XLIL
A HORSE'S NEIGH.

A BLEARED winter sun was sinking down through a scarf of mist.
Rotha was walking hurriedly down the lonnin that led from the
house on the Moss. TLaddie, the collie, had attached himself to
her since Ralph’s departure, and now he was running by her
side.

She was on her way to Fornside, but on no errand of which
she was conscious. Willy Ray had not yet returned. Her father
had not come back from his long journey. Where was Willy ?
Where was her father? What keot themawav? And what of
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Ralph—standing, as he did, in the jaws of that Death into which '

her own hands had thrusthim! ‘Would hope ever again be pos-
gible ? These questions Rotha had asked herself a hundred times,
and through the responseless hours of the long days and longer
nights of more than a week she had lived on somehow, somehow,
somehow.

The anxiety was burning her heart away; it would be burnt
ag dry as ashes soon. And she had been born a woman—a weak
woman—a thing meant to sit at home with her foot on the treadle
of her poor little wheel, while dear lives were risked and lost
elsewhere, '

Rotha was a changed being. She wag no longer the heart-
gome lassie who had taken captive the stoical fancy of old Angus.
Tutored by suffering, she had become a resolute woman. Goaded
by something akin to despair, she was now more dangerous than
resolute.

She was to do strange things soon. Even her sunny and
girlish ingenuousness was to desert her, She was to hecome as
cunning as dauntless. Do you doubt it? Put yourselfin her
place. Think of what she had done, and why she had done it ;
think of what came of it, and may yet come of it. Then look
into your own heart; or, better far, look into the heart of another
—rvou will be quicker to detect the truth and the falsehood that
lies there.

Then listen to what the next six days will bring forth,

The cottage at Fornside has never been occupied since the
tailor abandoned it. Hardly in Wythburn was there anyone so
poor as to covet such shelter for a home. It was asingle-storied
house with its back to the road. Its porch was entered from five
or six steps that led downwards froma li tle garden. It had three
small rooms, with low ceilings and paved floors. In the summer
the fuchsia flecked its front with white and red. In these winter
days the dark ivy was all that grew about if.

Lonely, cheerless, and now proscribed by the fears and super-

stitions of the villagers, it stood as gaunt as a solitary pine on
the mountain head that has been blasted and charred by the light-
ning.
‘When Rotha reached it she hesitated ag if uncertain whether
to go in or go back. She stood at the little wicket, while the
dog bounded into the garden. In another moment Laddie had
run into the house itself.

How was this? She had locked the door. The key had
been hidden as usual in the place known only to her father and




236 THE SHADOW OF A4 CRIME

herself, Rotha hurried down, and pushed her hand deep into the
* thatch covering the porch. The key was gone. The door stood
open.

P And now, besides the pat of the dog’s feet, she heard noises
from within.

Rotha put her hand to her heart. Could it be that her father
had come home ? Was he here, here? :

The girl stepped into the kitchen. Then a loud clash, as of
a closing chest, came from an inner room. In an instant there
was the rustle of a dress, and Mrs. Garth and Rotha were face to
face in that dim twilight.

The recoil of emotion was too much for the girl. She stood
gilent. The woman looked at her for an instant with something
more like a frightened expression than had yet been seen on her
hard face. ‘

Then she brushed past her and away.

¢Stop!’ cried Rotha, recovering herself,

The woman was gone, and the girl did not pursue her.

Rotha went into the room which Mrs. Garth had come from,
It was Wilson’s room. There was his trunk still, which none
had claimed. The trunk—the hasty closing of its lid had been
the noise she heard! But it had always been heavily locked.
With feverish fingers Rotha clutched at the great padlock that
hung from the front of the trunk. It had a bunch ofkeys suspended
from it. They were strange to her. Whose keys were they ?

The trunk was not locked; the lid had merely been shut
down. Rotha raised it with trembling hands. Inside were clothes
of various kinds, but these had been thrust hurriedly aside, and
beneath them were papers—many papers—scattered loosely at
the bottorn. What were they? s ‘

It was growing dark. Rotha remembered that there was no
candle in the house, and no lamp that had oil. She thrust her
hand down to snatch up the papers, meaning to carry them away.
She touched the dead man’s clothes, and shrank back affrighted.
The lid fell heavily again.

The girl began to quiver in every limb. o

Who conld say that the spirits of the dead did not haunt the
scenes of their lives and deaths? Gracious heaven ! she was in
Wilson’s room !

Rotha tottered her way out in the gathering gloom, clutching
at the door as she went, Back in the porch again, she felt for
the key to the outer door. It was in the lock. She should carry
it with her this time. Then she remembered the keys in the
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trunk. She must carry them away also. She never asked her-
self why. What power of good or evil was prompting the girl ?

Calling the dog, she went boldly into the house again, and
once more into the dead man’s room. She fixed the padlock,
turned the key, drew it out of its wards, and put the bunch of

keys'in her pocket. In two minutes more she was on the high

road, walking back to Shoulthwaite.

There was something in her heart that told her that to-day’s
event was big with issues. And, truly, an angel of light had led
her to that dark house.

The sun was gone, A vapoury mist was preceding the night.
The dead day lay clamamy on her hands and cheeks.

When she reached the Fornside road, her eyes turned towards
the smithy. There it was, and a bright red glow from the fire,
white at its hissing heart, lit up the air about it. Rotha could
hear the thick breathing of the bellows and the thin tinkle of the
anvil. Save for these all was silent.

‘What was the secret of the woman who lived there? That it
concerned her father, Ralph, herself, and all people dear to her,
was as clear as day to Rotha. The girl then resolved that, come
what should or could, that secret should be torn from the woman’s
heart.

The moon was struggling feebly through a ridge of cloud,
lighting the sky at moments like a revolving lamp at sea. On
the road home Rotha passed two young people who were tripping
along and laughing as they went.

¢ Good-night, Rotha,” said the young dalesman,

¢ Good-night, dear,” said his sweetheart.

Rotha returned the salutations,

¢ Fine lass that,’ said the young fellow in a whisper.

‘Do you think so? She’s too moapy for me,’ replied his com-
panion. ‘I hate moapy folks.’

After this slight interruption the two resumed the sport of
their good spirits. .

The moon had cleared the clouds now.

It was to be just such a night—save for the frost and wind—
as that fateful one on which Ralph and Rotha walked together
from the Red Lion, How happy that night had seemed to her
then to be—happy, at least, until the end! She had even sung
under the moonlight. But her songs had been truer than she
knew—terribly, horribly true.

One lonely foot sounds on the keep,
And that's the warder's tread,
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Step by step Rotha retraced every incident of that night’s
walk ; every word of Ralph’s and every tone.

He had told her that her father was-innocent, and that he
knew it was s0. :

He had asked her if she did not love her father, and ghe had
gaid ¢ Better than all the world.’ ]

Had that been true, quite true ? Rotha stopped and plucked
at a bough in the fence.

When she had asked him the cause of his sadness; when she
had hinted that perhaps he was keeping something behind which

might yet take all the joy out of the glad news that he gave

her—what, then, had he said? He had told her there was
nothing to come that need mar her happiness er disturb her love.
Had that also been true, quite true?

No, no, no, neither had been true; but the falsehood had
been hers. .

She loved her father, yes; but not, no, not better than all
the world.  And what had come after had marred her happiness
and disturbed her love. Where lay her love—where ?

Rotha stopped again, and as though to catch her breath.
Nature within her scemed at war with itself. It was struggling
to tear away a mask that hid its own face. That mask must

. soon be plucked aside.

Rotha thought of her betrothal to Willy, and then a cold
chill passed over her. :

She walked on until she came under the shadow of the
trees beneath which Angus Ray had met his death. © There she

aused and looked down. She could almost conjure up the hour

of the finding of the body.

At that moment the dog was snuffling at the very spot. Here
it was that she herself had slipped; here that Ralph had caught .
her in his arms; here, again, that he had drawn her forward;
here that they had heard noises from the court beyond.

Stop—what noise was that! It was the whinny of ahorse!
They had heard that too. Her dream of the past and the present
reality were jumbling themselves together. T

Again? No, no; that was the neigh—the real neigh—of-a
horse. Rotha hastened forward. The dog had run on. A
minute later Laddie was barking furiously. Rotha reached the
courtyard.

There stood the old mare, exactly as before!”

Was it a dream? Had she gone mad? Rotha ran and
caught the bridle.
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Yes, yes! It was a reality. It was Betsy! :

There was no coffin on her back ; the straps that had bound
it now dangled to the ground.

But it was the mare herself, and no dream.

Yes, Betsy had come home,

CHAPTER XLIL
THE FATAL WITNESS.

Lone before the hour appointed for the resumption of the trial
of Ralph Ray, a great crowd filled the Market Place at Carlisle,
and lined the steps of the old Town Hall, to await the opening
of the doors. As the clock in the cupola was striking ten, three

men inside the building walked along the corridor to unbar the -

public entrance,

‘T half regret it,’ said one; ‘you have forced me into it. I
should never have touched it but for you.’

¢ Tut, man,’ whispered another, ¢ you saw how it was going.
With yon man on the bench and yon other crafty waistrel at the
bar, the chance was well-nigh gone. What hope was there of a
conviction ?’

¢None, none; never make any more botherment about it,
Master Lawson,’ said the third.

¢ The little tailor is safe. " He can do no harm as a witness.!

¢ ’'m none so sure of that,’ rejoined the first speaker.

The door was thrown open and the three men stepped aside
to allow the crush to pass them. One of the first to enter was
- Mrs. Garth. The uncanny old crone cast a quick glance about
her as she came in with the rest, hooded close against the cold.
Her eyes fell on one of the three men who stood apart. For a
moment she fixed her gaze steadfastly upon him, and then the
press from behind swept her forward. But in that moment she
had exchanged a swift and unmistakable glance of recognition.
The man’s face twitched slightly. He looked relieved when the
woman had passed on.

Dense as had been the throng that filled the court on the
earlier hearing, the throng was now even yet more dense. 'The
benches usually provided for the public had been removed, and
spectators stood on every inch of the floor. Some crept up to
the windows, and climbed on to the window boards. One or two
daring souls clambered over the shoulders of their fellows to the
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principals of the roof, and sat perched acvoss them. The old
courthouse was paved and walled with people.

From the entiance ab the western end the occupants of the
seats before the table filed in one by one. The first to come was
the Sheriff, Wilfrey Lawson. With papers in hand, he stationed
himself immediately under the jurors’ box and facing the bar.
Then came the Clerk of the Court, who was making a1 ostenta~-
tious display of familiarity with counsel for the King, who
walked half a pace behind him. :

The judges took their seats. As they entered, the gentle-
man of the rubicund complexion was chatiing in 2 facetious vein
with his brother judge, who, however, relaxed but little of the
settled austerity of ‘his countenance under the fire of many jests.

Silence was commanded, and Ralph Ray was ordered to the
bar. Hehad scarcely taken his place there when the name of
Simeon Stagg was also called. For an instant Ralph looked
amazed. The Sheriff observed his astonishment’ and smiled.
The next moment Sim was by his side. His face was haggard;
his long grey—and-black hair hung over his temples. He was
ledin. He lutched feverisbly at the rail in front. He had not
yet lifted his eyes. After a moment he raised them, and met the
eyes of Ralph turned towards him. Then he shuffled and sidled
up to Ralph's elbow. The people stretched their necks to see
¢he unexpected prisoner.

After many preliminary formalities it was announced that
the Grand Jury had found a truebill for murder against the two
prisoners. :
~ The indictment was read. 1t charged Ralph Ray and Simeon
Stagg with having murdered with malice aforethought James
Wilson, agent to the King’s counsel.

The prisoners were told to plead. Ralph answered promptly
and in a clear tone, ¢ Not guilty.’ Sim hesitated, looked confused,
stammered, lifted his eyes as if inquiringly o Ralph's face, then
muttered indistinctly, {Not guilby.’

The judges exchanged glances. The clerk, with a sneer on
his lip, mumbled something to counsel. 'The spectators turned
with a slight bustle among themselves, Their pleas had gone
against the prisoners—at least against Ralph. ‘

When the men at the bar were asked how they would be
tried, Ralph turned to the bench and said he had been kept close
prisoner for seven days, none having access to him. Was he to
be called to trial, not knowing the charge against him until he
w.s orderel to the bazr?




THE FATAL WITNESS 241

No attention was paid to his complaint, and the jury was
empanelled. Then counsel rose, and with the customary cir-
cumlocution opened the case against the prisoners. In the first
place, he undertook to indicate the motive and occasion of the
horrid, vile, and barbarous crime which had been committed,
and which, he declared, scarce anything in the annals of justice
could parallel ; then, he would set forth the circumstances under
which the act was perpetrated ; and, finally, he proposed to show
what grounds existed for inferring that the prisoners were guilty
thereof,

“He told the court that the deceased James ‘Wilson, as became
him according to the duty of his secret office, had been a very
zealous person.  In his legal capacity he had sought and
obtained a warrant for the arrest of the prisoner Ray. That
warrant had mnever been served. Why? The dead body of
Wilson had been found at daybreak in a lonely road not far from
the homes of both prisoners.” The warrant was not on the body.
It had been missing to that day. His contention would be that
the prisoners had obtained knowledge of the warrant; that they
had waylaid the deceased agent in a place and at a time most
convenient for the execution of their murderous design. With
the cunning of clever: criminals, they had faced the subsequent
coroner’s inquiry. One of them, being the less artful, had naturally
come under suspicion. The other, a ‘cunning and dangerous
man, had even taken an active share in defending his confederate.

. But being pursued by a guilty conscience, they dared not stay
at the scene of their crime, and both had fled from their homes.
All this would be justified by strong and undeniable circum-
stances, ) . .

Counsel resumed his seat amid the heavy breathings and in-
audible mutterings of the throng behind him. He was pro-
ceeding to call his witnesses, when Ralph-asked to be heard.

‘Is it the fact that I surrendered of my own free will and
choice P*

‘It is)]

‘ Isit assumed that I was prompted to that step also by a

" guilty conscience ?’

Counsel realised that he was placed on the horns ofa dilemma,
Tgnoring Ralph, he said ; .

‘ My lords, the younger prisoner did surrender. He surren-
dered to a warrant charging him with conspiring to subvert the
King’s authority. He threw himself on the merey of his Sove-
reign, and claimed the henefit of the pardon. And why? To

R
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save himself from indictment on the capital charge. At the
price, peradventure, of a fine or a years imprisonment to save
himself from the gallows, Thus he tried to hoodwink the law;
put, my lords —and counsel lifted himself to his utmost height—
¢ the law is not to be hoodwinked.’

¢ God forefend else!’ echoed Justice Millet, shifting in his seat
and nodding his head with portentous gravity. :

(] was loth to interrupt you,” said Justice Hide, speaking
calmly and for the first time, ‘or I should have pointed out
wherein your statement did not correspond with the-facts of the
prisoner Ray’s conduct as I know it. Let us without delay hear
the witnesses.

The first witness called was a woman thinly and poorly clad,
who came to the box with tears in her eyes, and gave the name
of Margaret Rushton. Ralph recognised her as the young per-
son who had occasioned a momentary disturbance near the door
towards the close of the previous trial. Sim recognised her also,
but his recollection dated farther back.

She described herself as the wife of a man who had been out-
lawed, and whose estates had been sequestered. She had been
living the life of a vagrant woman. i

¢Was your husband pamed John Rushton?’ asked Ralph.

¢ Yes,” she replied meekly, and all but inaudibly.

¢ John Rushton of Aberleigh 7’

¢The same.’

¢Did you ever hear him speak of an old comrade—Ralph
Ray?’ s
7 Yes, yes, answered the witness, lifting her hands to her face
and sobbing aloud.

¢ The prisoner wastes the time of the court. et us proceed.’

Ralph saw the situation at a glance. The woman’s evidence
— whatever it might be—was to be forced from her.

¢ Have you seen these prisoners before ??

¢Yes, one of them/

¢ Perhaps both ?’

¢ Yes, perhaps both.

N ¢ 1,3ray tell my lords and the jury what you know concerning
them. )

The woman tried to speak and stopped, tried again and
stopped.

Counsel, coming to her relief, said—

£Tt was in Wythburn you saw them—when was that?’

¢T passed through it with my two children at Martinmas,’ the
witness began falteringly. .
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? Tell my lords and the jury what happened then.’

‘I had passed by the village, and had come to a cottage that
stood at the angle of two roads. The morning was cold, and my
poor babies were crying. Then it came on to rain. So I
knocked at the cottage, and an old man opened the door.’

‘Do you see the old man in this court?’

‘ Yes—there,” pointing to where Sim stood in the dock with
downcast eyes.

There was a pause. :

¢ Come, good woman, let my lords and the jury hear what
further you know of this matter. You went into the cottage !’

‘He said I might warm the children at the fire—their little
limbs were cold as stone,’

‘Well, well?°

“ He seemed half crazed, I thought; but he was very kind to
me and my little ones. He gave them some warm milk, and
said we might stay till the weather cleared. It did not clear all
day. Towards nightfall the old man’s daughter came home.
Bhe was a dear fine girl, God bless her!’

The silence of the court was only disturbed by a stifled groan
from the bar, where Sim still stood with downeast eyes. Ralph
gazed through a blinding mist at the rafters overhead.

‘She nursed the little ones, and gave them oaten cake and bar-
ley bread. The good people were poor themselves; I could see
they were. It rained heavier than ever, so the young woman
made a bed-for us in a little room, and we slept in the cottage
until morning.’

¢ Was anything said concerning the room you slept in ?’

‘They said it was their lodger’s room ; but he was away,
and would not return until the night following,’

¢ Next day you took the road towards the North ?°

‘Yes, towards Carlisle. They told mhe that if my husband
were ever taken he would be brought to Carlisle. That was why
I wished to get here. But I had scarce walked a mile—I had &
baby at the breast and a little boy who could just toddle beside
me—I had scarce walked a mile before the boy became ill, and
could not walk. I first thought to go back to the cottage, but I
was too weak to carry both children. So I sat with my little
ones by the roadside.’ .

The witness paused again. Ralph was listening with intense
eagerness. He was leaning over the rail before him to catch
every syllable. ‘When the woman had regained some composure’
he said quietly :

=3
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There is a bridge thereabouts that spans a river. Which
gide of the bridge were you then 2’

¢ The Carlisle side—that is to say, the north.’

The voice of counsel interrupted a further inquiry.

¢ Pray tell my lords and the jury what else you know, good
woman.’

¢ We should have perished of cold where we sat, but looking
up I saw that there was a barn in a field close by. It was open
to the front, but it seemed to be sheltered on three sides, and had
some hay in it. So I made my way to it through a gate, and
carried the children. '

¢ What happened while you were there —quick, woman, let
us get to the wicked fact itself)

¢ We stayed there all day, and when the night came on I
covered the little ones in the hay, and they cried themselves to
sleep.’

The tears were standing in the woman's eyes. The eyes of
others were wet.

¢Yes, yes, but what occurred,’ said counsel, to whom the
weeping of outcast babes was cbviously less than an occurrence.

¢ I could not sleep,’ said the woman hoarsely ; and lifting her
voice to.a defiant pitch, she said, ¢Would that the dear God had
Jet me sleep that night of all nights of my life !’

¢ Come, good woman,’ said counsel more soothingly, ¢ what
next?’

¢ T listened to the footsteps that went by on the road, and so
the weary hours trailed on. At last they had ceased to come and
go. It was then that 1 heard a horse’s canter far away to the
porth.’ _ ,

The witness was speaking in a voice s0 low as to be scarcely
audible to the people, who stood on tiptoe and held their breath
to hear.

¢ My little boy cried in his sleep. 'Then all was quiet again.'

Sim shuddered perceptibly. He felt his flesh creep. .

¢ The thought came to me that perhaps the man on the horse
could give me something to do the boy good. If he came from
a distance, he would surely carry brandy. So I laboured out
of the barn and trudged through the grass to the hedge. Then

T heard footsteps on the road. They were coming towards me.’
¢ Wasg it dark 7’
¢ Yes, but not very dark. I could see the hedge across the
way. 'The man on foob and the man on the horse came together
near where I stood.’ '
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¢ How near—twenty paces?’

‘Less. -Iwas about to call, when I heard the man on foot
Bpeak fo the other, who was riding past him.’

‘You saw both men clearly ?°’

"“No,’ replied the woman firmly; ¢not clearly. I saw the
one;ko’n the road. He was a little man, and. he limped in his
walk. -

In the stillness of the court Ralph could almost hear the
wouman breathe.

¢ They were quarrelling, the two men—you heard what they
gaid ?’ said counsel, breaking silence.

‘It's not true,’ cried the witness, in a hurried manner, ¢/
heard nothing.’

‘This is nd suborned witness, my lords,’ said counsel in a
cold voice, and with a freezing smile. ~ ¢ Well, woman ?°

¢ The tall man leapt off his horse, and there was a struggle.
The little man was swearing. There was a heavy fall, and all
‘was quiet once more.’ '

As she spoke the woman recoiled to the back of the box, and
covered her face in her hands. '

¢ What manner of man was the taller one ?’

‘He had a strong face with big features and large eyes, I
saw him indistinctly.’ _

" ‘Do you see him now ?’

¢I cannot swear; but—but I think I do.

¢ Is the prisoner who stands to the left the man you saw that
night??

¢ The voice is the same, the face is similar, and he wears the
same habit—a long dark coat lined with light fannel.’

¢Is that all you know of the matter?’

‘I knew that a crime had been committed in my sight. I
felt that a dead body lay close beside me. I was about to turn
away, when I heard a third man come up and speak to the man
on the horse.’

¢ You knew the voice ?’

‘It was the cottager who had given us shelter. I ran back so
the barn, snatched up my two children in their sleep, and flcd
away across the fields—I know not where.’ : )

Justice Hide asked the witness why she had not spoken of
this before—three months had elapsed since then. ‘ ‘

She replied that she had meant to do so, but it came into her
mind that perhaps the cottager was somehow concerned in the
crime, and she remembered how good he and his daughter had
been to her. '
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¢ How had she come to make the disclosures now?®

The witness explained that when she crushed her way inte
the court a week ago it was with the idea that the prisoner might
be her husband. He was not her husband, but when she saw
his face she remembered that she had seen him before. A man
in the body of the court had followed her out and asked her
questions. i

‘Who was the man?’ asked the judge, turning to the

Sheriff.

The gentleman addressed pointed to a man near at hand, who
rose at this reference, with a smile of mingled pride and cunning,
as though he felt honoured by this public disclosure of his
astuteness. He was a small man with a wrinkled face, and a

sinister cast in one of his eyes, which lay deep under shaggy -

brows. We have met him before. T

The judge looked steadily at him as he rose in his place.
After a minute or two he turned again to look at him. Then he
made some note on a paper in his hand.

The witness looked jaded and worn with the excitement. -

During her examination Sim had never for an instant upraised
his eyes from the ground. The eagerness with which Ralph had
watched her was written in every muscle of his face. When
liberty was given him to question her, he asked in a soft and
tender voice if she knew what time of the night it might be when
she had seen what she had described. .

Between nine and ten o’clock as near as she could say—
perhaps fully ten. N

‘Was she sure which side of the bridge she was on—north or
gouth ?

¢ Sure—it was north of the bridge.’

Ralph asked if the records of the coroner's inquiry were at
hand. They were not. Could he have them examined? = It
was needless. Butwhy? :

¢ Because,’ said Ralph, ¢ it was sworn before the coroner that
the body was found to the south of the bridge—fifty yards to
the south of it.’ _

The point was treated with contempt and some derisive
laughter,  When Ralph pressed it, there was humming and
hissing in the court. '

¢We must not expect that we can have exact and positive
proof;’ said Justice Millet; ¢we would come as near as we can to
circumstances by which a fact of this dark nature can be proved.
It is easy for a witness to be mistaken on such a point.’

[

=
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The young woman Margaret Rushton was being dismissed.

¢One word,” said Justice Hide. ‘You say you have heard
{(_)ur? Pusband speak of the prisoner Ray—how has he spoken of

im

¢ How ?—as the bravest gentleman in all England |’ said the
woman eagerly. '

Sim lifted his head, and clutched the rail. ¢ God—it’s true,
it’s true,’ he cried hysterically, in a voice that ran through the
court. : :
© “My lords,’ said counsel, ‘you have heard the truth wrung hoble
from a reluctant witness, but you have not heard all the circum- e
stances of this horrid fact. The next witness will prove the M’D
motive of the crime.’ o’

A burly’Cumbrian came into the box, and gave the name of<— e
Thomas Scroope. He was an agent to the King’s counsel. Theo ne o

Ralph glanced at him. He was the man who insulted the ¢ ..,
girl in Lancaster. Fe

He said he remembered the defendant Ray as a captainin
the trained bands of the late Parliament. Ray was always proud
and arrogant. He had supplanted the captain whose captaincy
he afterwards held,

¢ When was that?’ :

¢ About seven years agone,’ rejoined the witness, adding in an | N°¥~e
undertone, and as though chuckling to himself, ¢he’s paid dear - *<fo=p
enough for that sin’ then.’ »

Ralph interrupted. '

¢Who was the man I supplanted, as you say—the man who
has made me pay dear for it, as you think.’

No answer.

¢Who?’

¢ No matter that,’ grumbled the witness. His facetiousness -
was gone. '

There was some slight stir beneath the jurors’ box.

¢Tell the court the name of the man you mean.’

Counsel objected to the time of the court being wasted with
such questions.

Justice Hide overruled the objection.

Amid much sensation, the witness gave the name of the Sheriff
of Cumberland, Wilfrey Lawson.. :

Continuing his evidence in a deflant manner, the witness said
he remembered the deceased agent, James Wilson. He saw him
last the day before his death. It was in Carlisle they met.

Wilson showed witness a warrant with which he was charged for

-
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Ray’s arrest, and told him that Ray had often threatened him in

years past, and that he believed he meant to take his life. Wilson

had said that he intended to be beforehand, for the warrant was .

a sure preventive. He also said that the Rays were an evil |

family ; the father was a hard, ungrateful brute, who had ill '

repaid him for six years’ labour. The mother was best; but
then she was ounly a poor simple fool. The worst of the gang
was this Ralph, who in the days of the Parliament had more than
once threatened to deliver him—Wilson—to the Sheriff—the
other so-called Sheriff, not the present good gentleman.

Ralph asked the witness three questions.

¢ Have we ever met before ?’

‘Ey, but we'll never meet again, I reckon,” said the man,
with a knowing wink. -

¢ Did you serve under me in the army of the Parliament?’

i ¢ Nowt o’ t’ sort,” with a growl.

Cusee 3l ¢ Were you captured by the King’s soldiers, and branded with
a hot iron, as a spy of their own who was suspected of betraying
them ?’

‘Iv's a’ a lie. I were never brandet.’

¢ Pull up the right sleeves of your jerkin and sark.’

The witness refused.

Justice Hide called on the keeper to do so.

The witness resisted, but the sleeves were drawn up to the
armpit. The flesh showed three clear marks as of an iron band.

The man was hurried away, amid hissing in the court.

. 'The next witness was the constable, Jonathan Briscoe. He :
described being sent after Wilson early on the day following that g
agent’s departure from Carlisle. His errand was to bring back .

the prisoner. He arrived at Wythburn in time to be present at
the inquest. The prisoner Stagg was then brought up and dis-
charged.

Ralph asked if it was legal to accuse a man a second time of
the same offence. »

Justice Millet ruled that the discharge of a coroner (even
though he were a resident justice as well) was no acquittal.

The witness remembered how at the inquiry the defendant
Ray had defended his accomplice. He had argued that it was
absurd to ‘suppose that a man of Stagg’s strength could have
killed Wilson by a fall. Only a more powerful man could have
done s0. .

‘Had you any doubt as to who that more powerful man
might be ?”

Ths vere—>
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‘None, not I. I knew that the man whose game it was to
have the warrant was the likest man to have grabbed it. If
warn't on the body. There was not a scrap of evidence against
Ray, or I should have taken him then and there.’

‘ You tried to take him afterwards, and failed.’

‘ That's true enough. The man has the muscles of an ox.’

The next two witnesses were a labourer from Wythburn,
who spoke again to passing Sim on the road on the night of the
murder, and tneeting Wilson a mile farther north, and Sim’s
iandlord, who repeated his former evidence.

. There was a stir in the court as counsel announced his last
witness. A woman among the spectators was muttering some-
thing that was inaudible except to the few around her. The
woman was Mrs. Garth. Willy Ray stood near her, but could
not catch her words. :

The witness stepped into the box. There was no expression
of surprise on Ralph’s face when he saw who stood there to give
evidence against him. - It was the man who had been known in
‘Lancaster as his ¢ shadow ;> the same that had (with an earlier
witness) been Robbie Anderson’s companion in his night journey
on the coach ; the same that passed Robbie as he lay unconscious
in Reuben Thwaite’s waggon; the same that had sat in the
bookseller’s snug a week ago; the same that Mrs. Garth had
recognised in the corridor that morning; the same that Justice
Hide had narrowly scrutinised when he rose in the court to claim
the honour of ferreting the facts out of the woman Rushton.

He gave the name of Mark Wilson.

‘Your name again?’ said Justice Hide, glancing at a paper
in his hand. '

¢Mark Wilson.

Justice Hide beckoned the Sheriff and whispered something.
The Sheriff crushed his way into an inner room.

¢ The deceased James Wilson was your brother ?°

‘He was.’ :

¢Tell my lords and the jury what you know of this matter.’

‘My brother was a zealous agent of our gracious King,” said
the witness, speaking in a tone of great humility. ‘He even left
his home—his wife and family—in the King’s good cause.’

At this moment Sim was overtaken by faintness. He stag-
gered, and would have fallen. Ralph held him up, and appealed
to the judges for a seat and some water to be given to his fiiend.
The 1equest was granted, and the examination continued.

The witness was on the point of being dismissed when the

2
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Sheriff re-entered; and, making his way to the bench, handed a
book to Justice Hide., At the same instant Sim’s attention
seemed to be arrested to the most feverish alertness., Jumping
up from the seat on which Ralph had placed him, he cried out

in a thin shrill voice, calling on the witness to remain, There .

was breathless silence in the court. »

¢You say that your brother, cried Sim—‘God in_heaven,
what a monster he was l—you say that he left his wife and family.
Tell us, did he ever go back to them ?’

¢ No.’

¢ Did you ever hear of money that your brother’s wife came
into after he'd deserted her—that was what he did, your lord-

' ships, deserted her and her poor babby—did you ever hear of it?’

¢ What if I did?’ replied the witness, who was apparently
too much taken by surprise o fabricate a politic falsehood.

¢Did you know that the waistrel tried to get hands on the
money for himself ?’

Sim was screaming out his questions, the sweat standing in
round drops on his brow. The judges seemed too much amazed
to remonstrate.

¢Tell us, quick. Did he try to get hands on it?’

¢ Perhaps; what then?’

¢ And did he get it?’

¢No.

¢ And why not—why not?’

The anger of the witness threw him off his guard.

¢ Because a cursed scoundrel stepped in and threatened to
hang him if he touched the woman’s money.’ ‘ %

¢ Aye, aye! and who was that cursed scoundrel ?*

No answer.

¢ Who, quick, who?’

¢ That man there!’ pointing to Ralph.

Loud murmurs came from the people in the court. In the
midst of them a woman was creating a commotion. She insisted
on going out. She cried aloud that she would faint. It was Mrs.
Garth again. The Sheriff leaned over the table to ask if these
questions concerned the inquiry, but Sim gave no time for.pro-
test. He never paused to think if his inquiries had any bearing
on the issue.

¢ And now tell the court your name.’

‘I have told it.’

¢Your #rue name, and your brother’s.’ .

Justice Hide looked steadily at the witness. He held an
opeu book in his hand.

e
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* Your ¢rue name,’ he said, repeating Sim’s inquiry,

“Mark Garth !’ mumbled the witness.

The judge appeared to expect that reply.

¢ And your brother’s?’

Wilson Garth.’
‘Remove the perjurer in charge.’ :
_Sim sank back exhausted, and looked about him as one who
had been newly awakened from a dream.

The feeling among the spectators, as also among the jurors,
.-wavered between sympathy for the accused and certainty of the
truth of the accusation, when the Sheriff was seen to step uneasily
forward and hand a paper to counsel. Glancing hastily at the
document, the lawyer rose with a smile of secure triumph and
said that, circumstantial as the evidence on all essential points
had hitherto been, he was now in a position to render it con-
clusive. B

Then handing the paper to Ralph, he asked him to say if
he had ever seen it before. Ralph was overcome ;. gasping as if
for breath, he raised one hand involuntarily to his breast.

‘Tell the court how you came by the instrument in your
hand.’

There was no reply. Ralph had turned to Sim, and was
looking into his face with what appeared to be equal pity and
contrition.

The paper was worn, and had clearly been much and long
folded. It was charred at one corner as if at some moment it
had narrowly escaped the flames, .

‘ My lords, said counsel, ¢ this is the very warrant which the
deceased Wilson carried from Carlisle for the arrest of the pri-
soner who now holds it; this is the very warrant which has
been missing since the night of the murder of Wilson; and
where, think you, my lords, it was found? It was found—you
have heard how foolish be the wise—look now how childishly a
cunning man can sometimes act, how blundering are clever
rogues !—it was found this morning on the defendant Ray’s
person while he slept, in an inner breast-pocket, which was
stitched up, and seemed to have been rarely used.’

¢ That is direct proof,’ said Justice Millet, with a glance at
his brother on the bench. ¢After this there can be no doubt in
any mind.’ ,

‘ Peradventure the prisoner can explain how he came by the
document,” said Justice Hide.

¢ I—%ave you anything to say as to how you became possessed
of it ? :
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¢ Nothing.”

¢ Will you offer the court no explanation?’

¢None.

¢ Would the answer criminate you?’

No reply..

For Ralph the anguish of years was concentrated in that
moment. He might say where he was on the night of the
murder, but then he had Sim only for witness. He thought of
Robbie Anderson—why was he not here? But no, Robbie was
better away—he could only clear him of this guilt by involving
his father. And what evidence would avail against the tangible
witness of the warrant? He had preserved that document with
gome vague hope of serving Sim, but here it was the serpent in
the breast of both.

¢ This old man,’ he said—his altered tone startled the listeners
—¢this old man,’ he said, pointing to Sim at his side, ¢ is as in-
nocent of the crime as the purest soul that stands before the
White Throne.’ '

¢ And what of yourself?’

¢ As for me, as for me,’ he added, struggling with the emotion
that surged in his voice, ‘in the sight of Him that searcheth all
hearts I have acquittal. I have sought it long and with tears of
Him before whom we are all as chaff.’

¢ Away with him, the blasphemer! ? cried Justice Millet.
¢Know where you are, sir. This is an assembly of Christians.
Dare you call God to acquit you of your barbarous crimes?’

The people in the court took up the judge’s word and broke
out into a tempest of irrepressible groans. They were the very
people who had cheered a week ago.

Sim cowered in a corner of the box, with his lank fingers in
his long hair. -

Ralph looked calmly on. He was not to be shaken now.
There was one way in which he could quell that clamour and
turn it into a tumult of applause, but that way should .not
be taken. He could extricate himself by criminating his dead
father, but that he should never do. And had he not come to
die? Was not this the atonement he had meant to make? It
was right, it was right, and it was best. But what of Sim-—
must he be the cause of Sim’s death also? ¢ This poor old
man,” he repeated, when the popular clamour had subsided, ¢ he
is innocent.’

Sim would have risen, but Ralph guessed his purpose and
kept him to his seat. At the same moment Willy Ray among
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the people was seen struggling towards the witness-bar. Ralph
guessed his purpose and checked him, too, with a look. Willy
stood as one petrified. He saw only one of two men for the
murderer—Ralph or his father.

‘Let us go together, whispered Sim; and in another moment
the judge (Justice Millet) was summmg up. He was brief ; the

_evidence of the woman Rushton and of the recovered Warrant

proved everything. The case was as clear as noonday. The
jurors need not leave the box.

Without retiring, the jury found a verdict of guilty against
both prisoners.

The Crier made proclamation of silence, and the awful
sentence of death was pronounced,

It was remarked that Justice Hide muttered something about
a ‘writ of error,” and that when he rose from the bench he
motioned the Sheriff to follow him.

CHAPTER XLIIL
LOVE KNOWN AT LAST.

EARLY next morning Willy Ray arrived at Shoulthwaite, splashed
from head to foot, worn and torn. He had ridden hard from
Carlisle, but not so fast but that two unwelcome visitors were
less than half an hour’s ride behind him,

‘ Home again,’ he said, in a dejected tone, throwing down his
whip as he entered the kitchen, ¢ yet kome no longer.’

Rotha struggled to speak. ¢Ralph, whereis he? Isheon -
the way ?”> These questions were on her lips, but a great gulp
was in her throat, and not a word would come.

‘Ralph’s a dead man,” said Willy with affected dehberatlon,
pushing off his long boots.

Rotha fell back a pace. Willy glanced up at her.

¢ As good as dead,’ he added, perceiving that she had taken
his words too literally. ¢ Ah, well, it’s over now, it’s ‘over; and
if you had a hand in it, girl, may God forgive you !’

Willy said this with the air of a man who reconciles himself
to an injury, and is persuading his conscience that he pardons
it. ¢ Could you not give me something to eat?’ he asked, after
a pause.

¢Is that all you have to say to me?’ said Rotha, in a voice
a8 husky as the raven’s.
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Willy glanced at her again. He felt a passing pang of
remorse.

¢Y had forgotten, Rotha; your father, he'is in the same case
with Ralph.’ ‘

Then he told her all; told her in a simple way, such as he
believed would appeal to what he thought her simple nature;
told her of the two trials and final conviction, and counselled her
to bear her trouble with as stout a heart as might be.

¢Tt will be ended in a week,” he said, in closing his narra-
tive; ‘and then, heaven knows what next’

Rotha stood speechless by the chair of the unconscious
invalid,’ with a face more pale than ashes, and fingers clenched
in front of her.

¢ Tt comes as a shock to you, Rotha, for you seemed somehow

to love your poor father.’

Still the girl was silent. Then Willy’s sympathies, which
had for two minutes been as unselfish as short-sighted, began to
revolve afresh about his own sorrows. )

¢T can scarce blame you for what you did,’ he said; ‘mno, I
can scarce blame you, when I think of it. He was not your
brother, as he was mine. You could know nothing of a brother’s
love ; no, you could know nothing of that.’

¢ What ¢s the love of a brother ?’ said Rotha.

Willy started at the unfamiliar voice.]

¢ What would be the love of a world of brothers to such a
love as mine ?’

Then stepping with great glassy eyes to where Willy sat, the
girl clutched him nervously and said, ¢ I loved him.’

Willy looked up with wonder in his face. —
~ ¢Yes, I! You talk of your love; it is but a drop to the
ocean I bear him; it is but a grain to the desert of love in my
heart that shall never, never blossom.’

¢Rotha!’ cried Willy, in amazement.

‘Your love! Why look you, under the wing of death—
now that I may never hope to win him—T tell you that I love
Ralph’

‘Rotha ! > repeated Willy, rising to his feet.

¢ Yes, and shall love him when the grass is over him, or me,
or both!’

¢ Love him?’

¢To the last drop of my blood, to the last hour of my life,
until Death’s cold hand lies chill on this heart, until we stand
together where God is, and all is love for ever and ever, I tell

el
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you I love him, and shall love him, as God Himself is my
witness.” ‘

The girl glowed with passion. Her face quivered with
emotion, and her upturned eyes were not more full of inspira-
tion than of tears. ’ :

Willy sank back into his seat with a feeling akin to awe.

‘Let it be so, Rotha,” he.said a moment later; ¢but Ralph
is doomed, Your love is barren; it comes too late. Remember
what you once said, that death comes to all.’

‘But there is something higher than death and stronger,’
cried Rotha, ¢ or heaven itself is a lie and God a mockery.. No,
they shall not die, for they are innocent.’

‘ Innocence is a poor shield from death. It was either father
or Ralph,’ replied Willy, ‘and for myself I care not which.

Then at a calmer moment he repeated to her afresh the
evidence of the young woman Rushton, whom she and her father
had housed at Fornside.

‘You are sure she said ‘fifty yards to the morth of the
bridge?’ interrupted Rotha,

¢ Sure,” said Willy; ¢Ralph raised a question on the point,
but they Aung it aside with contempt.’

‘Robbie Anderson,’ thought Rotha. ‘What does Robbie
know of this that he was for ever saying the same in his delirium ?
Something he must know. I shall run over to him at once.’ v

But just; then the two officers of the sheriff’s court arrived
again at Shoulthwaite, and signified by various forms of freedom
and familiarity that it was a part of their purpose to settle there
until such time as judgment should have taken its course, and
left them the duty of appropriating the estate of a folon in the
name of the crown, ’

¢ Come, young mistress, lead us up ‘to our room, and mind you
see smartly to that breakfast. Alack-a-day ; we're as hungry as
hawks,’ :

‘You come to do hawks’ business, sir,” said Rotha, ¢in
spoiling another’s nest.’ :

‘ Ha, ha, ha! happy conceit, forsooth! But there’s no need
to glare at us like that, my sharp-witted wench. Come, lead
on, but go slowly, there. This leg of mine has never mended,
bating the scar, since yonder unlucky big brother of yours

tumbled me on the mountains.” .
' ¢ He's not my brother.’ _ :

‘ Sweetheart, then, ey? 'Why, these passages are as dark ag
the grave.
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¢T wish they were as silent, and as deep too, for those who

enter them.’ .

¢ Ay, what, Jonathan? Grave, silent, deep—but then you
would be buried with us, my pretty lassie.’

¢ And what of that? Here’s your room, sirs, Peradventure
it will serve until you take every room.’ :

¢ Remember the breakfast,’ cried the little man, after Rotha’s
retreating figure. ¢ We're as hungry as—as—

¢Hold your tongue, and come in, David. Brush the mud
from your pantaloons, and leave the girl to herself

¢The brazen young noddle, muttered David.

Tt was less than an hour later when Rotha, having got through
her immediate duties, was hastening with all speed to Mattha
Branth'et’s cottage. In her hand, tightly grasped beneath her
cloak, was a bunch of keys, and on her lips were the words of

_the woman’s evidence and of Robbie’s delirium. ¢ It was fitty-

yards to the north of the bridge.’ i
This was her sole clue. What could she make of it?

CHAPTER XLIV.
THE CLUE DISCOVERED.

Ax hour before Rotha left Shoulthwaite, Robbie Anderson was.
lying on 2 gettle before the fire in the old weaver's kitchen.
Pattha himself and his wife were abroad, but Liza had gene-
rously and courageously undertaken the task of attending.to the
peeds of the convalescent. o
¢ Where's all my hair gone?’ asked Robbie, with a puzzled
expression. He was rubbing his close-cropped head.
Liza laughed roguishly.
¢ Maybe it's fifty yards north of the bridge, she said, with
ber head agide.
Robbiglooked at her with blank amazement.
Wy, who told you that, Liza?’ he said.
¢ Told me what 2’
¢By? That!’ repeated Robbie, no more explicit.
" ¢Foolish boy! Didn't you tell us yourself fifty times?’
¢So I did. Did I though? Whatam I saying? When did
T tell you?’
Robbie’s eyes were staring out of his head. IHis face, not too
ruddy at first, was now as pale as ashes.
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Liza began to whimper, -

¢ Why do you look Iike that? ' she said.

‘Look? Oh,ey,ey! I'ma ruffian, that’s what I am. Never
mind, lass.’ ’ » .

Robbie’s eyes regained their accustomed expression, and his-
features, which had been drawn down, returned to their natural
proportions. _

Liza’s face underwent a corresponding change,

4 Robbie, have you “ downed *” him—that Garth ?°

€ Ey ? ¥ .

The glaring eyes were coming back. Liza, frightened again,
began once more.to whimper prettily.

¢I didn’t mean to flayte you, Liza,” Robbie said coaxingly.

‘You're a fair coax when you want something,” said Liza,
trying to disengage herself from the grasp of Robbie’s arm about
her waist. Ie might be an invalid, Liza thought, but he was
wonderfully strong, and he was holding her shockingly tight. -
What was the good of struggling ?

Robbie snatched a kiss. )

¢ Oh you—oh you—oh! oh! IfI had known that you were
so wicked—oh !*

‘ Forgive me, forgive me, forgive me, or I will never let you
go, never,’ cried Robbie. '

‘Never?' Liza felt that she must forgive this tyrant.

¢ Well, if you'll loosen this arm I'll—T'I1 try.

¢ Liza, how much do you love me ?* inquired Robbie.

¢Did you speak to me?’

¢ Oh, no, to crusty old 'Becca down the road. How much do
you love me?’

Robbie’s passion was curiously mathematical,

‘Me? Howmuch? About as much as you might put in
your eye.’ _

Robbie pretended to look deeply depressed, He dropped his
head, but kept, nevertheless, an artful look out of the corner of

“the eye which was alleged to be the measure of his sweetheart’s
affection,

Thinking herself no longer under the fire of Robbie’s glances,
Liza’s affectation of stern disdain melted into a look of tender-
ness. :

Robbie jerked his head up sharply. The little woman was
caught. She revenged herself by assuming a haughty coldness.

But it was of no use. Robbie laughed and crowed and
bantered.

8
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At this juncture Mattha Branth’et came into the cottage.

The weaver was obviously in a state of profound agitation.
Eo had just had a ¢fratch’ with the Quaker preachers on the
subject of election.

¢T rub’t 'm t' wrang way o' ¢’ hair,’ said the old man, ¢ when
T axt em’ what for they were going aboot preaching if it were
all settled aforehand who was to be damned and who was to be
saved. “Ye'r a child of the devil,” says one. ‘Mebbee so,
says I, “and I dunnet know if the devil iver had any other re-
lations; but if so, mebbee yersel’s his awn cousin.”’

Tt was hard on Matthew that, after upholding Quakerism for,

years against the sneers of the Reverend Nicholas Stevens, he

should be thus disowned and discredited by the brotherhood
itgelf,
¢Tut | theer's six o tean an’ hofe a duzzen of ¥ tudder,” said

" the old @, dismissing the rival theologians from his mind for

ever. LN AT

¢Oh, Robbie, lad,’ said Matthew, as if by'a sudden thought,

¢ John Jackson met Willy Ray coming frae Carlisle, and ihat

think ye hes happent ?’

¢ Nay, what 7" said Robbie, turning pale again.

¢ Ralph Ray and Sim Stagg are condemned to death for ¢
murder of auld Wilson.

Robbie leapt to his feet.

¢The devil !’

¢ Come, dunnet ye tak on like the Quakers,’ said Matthew.

Robbie had caught up his coat and hat.

¢ Why, where are you going ?' said Liza.

“Going? Aye? Going?’ ,

¢Yes, where 7 You're too weak to go anywhere. You'll have
another fever.’ . .

A light waggon was running on the road outside. Reuben”
Thwaite was driving.

Robbie rushed to the door, and hailed him.

¢ Going off with thread again, Reuben ?’

¢ That’s reets on’t,” answered the little man,

‘Let me in with you?’

And Robbie climbed into the cart.

Mattha got up and went out in the road.

The two men had hardly got clear away when Rotha entered
the cottage all but breathless.
‘Robbie, where is he!’

e e
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‘Gone, just gone, not above two minutes’ replied Liza, still
whimpering,

‘Where??

‘I scarce know—to Penrith, I think. There was no keeping
him back. When father came in and told him what had hap-
pened at Carlisle he flung away, and would not be hindered. He
has gone off in Reuben’s waggon.’

¢ Which way ?°’

¢ They took the low road.’

‘Then I've missed them,’ said Rotha, sinking into a chair ia
& listless attitude.

‘And he’s as weak as water, and he'll take another fever, as
I told him, and ramble on same as ?

¢ Liza,’ interrupted Rotha, ¢did you ever tell him—in play I
mean—did you ever repeat anything he had said when he was
unconscious ?° ’

- Not that about his mammy 7’

¢No, no; but anything else ?’

‘I'mind I told him what he said over and over again about
his fratch with that Garth.’

¢ Nothing else ?°

* Why, yes, now I think on’t. I mind, too, that I told him
he was always running on it that something was fifty yards
north of the bridge, and he could swear it, swear it in hea ?

¢ What did he say to that?’ asked Rotha eagerly.

‘Say ! he said nothing, but he glowered at me till I thought
sure he was off again.’

‘Is that all 7’

¢ All what, Rotha ?°*

¢ They said in evidence that Ralph—it was a lie, remember
—-they said that Wilson was killed fifty yards to the north of the
bridge. Now his body was found as” far to the south of it.
Robbie knows something., I hoped to learn what he knows;
but oh, everything is against me—everything, everything.’

Rising hastily, she added, ¢ Perhaps Robbie has gone to Car.
lisle. I must be off, Liza.’

In: another moment she was hurrying up the road.

Taking the high path, the girl came upon the Quaker
preachers, surrounded by a knot of villagers.” To avoid them
she turned up an unfrequented angle of the road. There, in
the recess of a gate, unseen by the worshippers, but command-
ing a view of them,and within hearing of all that was sung

] 82

\I/Q'%e\




260 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

and eaid, stood Garth, the blacksmith. He wore his leathern
apron thrown over one shoulder. This was the hour of mid-
day rest. He had not caught the sound of Rotha’s light foot-
step as she came up beside him. He was leaning over the gate
and listening intently. There was more intelligence and also
‘more tenderness in his face than Rotha had observed before.

She paused, and seemed prompted to a nearer approach, but
for the moment she held back. The worshippers began to sing
a simple Quaker hymn. It spoke of pardon and peace—

Though your sins be red as scarlet,
e shall wash them white as wool.

Carth seemed to be touched. His hard face softened ; hig
lips parted, and his eyes began to swim.

) When the singing ceased, he repeated the refrain beneath his
breath. ¢ What if one could but think it?’ he muttered, and
dropped his head into his hands.

Rotha stepped up and tapped his shoulder.

¢ Mr. Garth,” she said.

He started, and then struggled to hide hig discomposure.
There was only one way in which a man of his temperament
and resource could hope to do it—he snarled. ‘

¢What do you want with me?’

¢It was a beautiful hymn, said Rotha, ignoring his ques-
tion.

‘Do you think so?’ he growled, and turned his head
away.

? What if one could but think it?’ she said, as if speaking

as much to herself as to him.
Garth faced about, and looked at her with a scowl.
The girl’s eyes were as meek as an angel’s.

/lﬂ 7. ‘ ¢ Tp's what T was thinking mysel’, that is,’ he mumbled after

Y7 P la pause; then added aloud with an access of irritation :

I~ ¢ Think what?’ -

¢ That there is pardon for us all, no matter what our sins—
pardon and peace.’

¢ Humph !’

¢ Tt is beautiful—religion is very beautiful, Mr. Garth,’

The blacksmith forced a short laugh.

¢Youwd best go and hire yourself to the Quakers. They
would welcome a woman preacher, no doubt.’
. She would have bartered away years of her life at this
instant for one glimpse of what was going on in that man’s

R
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beart. If she had found corruption there, sin and crime, she
- would have thanked God for it as for manna from above.

Rotha clutched the keys beneath her cloak and subdued her
anger. :

‘ You scarce seem yourself to-day, Mr. Garth,’ she said.

‘All the better, he replied, with a mocking laugh. ‘I've
heard that they say my own sel’ is a bad sel’.’

The words were hardly off his lips when he turned again
sharply and faced Rotha with an inquiring look. He had
reminded himself of a common piece of his mother’s counsel ;
but in the first flash of recollection it had almos appeared to
him that the words had been Rotha’s, not his.

The girl’s face was as tender as a Madonna's,

‘Maybe I am a little bit out of sorts to-day ; maybe so.
Pve felt daizt this last week end 3 I have, somehow.’

Rotha left him a minute afterwards. Continuing her joura
ney, she drew the bunch of keys from under her cloak - and
examined them. :

They were the same that she had found attached to Wilson’s
trunk on the night of her own and Mrs. Garth’s visit to the
deserted cottage at Fornside. There were perhaps twenty keys
in all, but two only bore any signs of recent or frequent use.
One of these was marked with a cross scratched roughly on the
flat of the ring. The other had a piece of white tape wrapped
about the shaft. The rest of the keys were worn red with
thick encrustation of rust. And now, by the power of love,
this girl with the face of an angel in its sweetness and simplicity
—this gir], usually as tremulous as a linnet, was about to do
what a callous man might shrink from.

She followed the packhorse road beyond the lonnin -that
turned up to Shoulthwaite, and stopped at the gate of the cottage
that stood by the smithy near the bridge. Without wavering
for an instant, without the quivering of a single muscle, she
opened the gate and walked up to the door. :

¢ Mrs. Garth,’ she called.

A young girl came out. She was a neighbour’s daughter.

¢ Why, she’s away, Rotha, Mistress Garth is)’ said the little
lassie. .

¢ Away, Bessy ?’ said Rotha, entering the house and seating
herself. “Do you know where she’s gone ?’

‘ Nay, that I don’t; but she told mother she’d be away three
or four days,

‘8o you're miading house for her, said Rotha vacantly,

1)4,(,/\071'\
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her eyes meantime busily traversing the Kitchen; they came
back to the little housekeeper’s face in a twinkling.

¢ Deary me, what a pretty ribbon that is in your hair, Bessy
Do you know it makes you quite smart, But it wants justa
little bow like this—there, there. ’

The guileless child blushed and smiled, and sidled slily up
to where she could catch a sidelong glance at herself in a
scratched mirror that hung against the wall.

¢ Tut, Bessy, you should go and kneel on the river bank just
below, and look at yourself in the still water.” Go, lass, and
come back and tell me what you think now.

The little maiden’s vanity prompted her to go, but her pride
urged her to remuain, lest TRotha should think her too vain.
Pride conquered, and Bessy hung down her pretty head and
smiled. Rotha turned wearily about and said, ‘T'm very
thirsty, and I can’t bear that well water of Mrs. Garth’s.”

¢Why, she’s not got & well, Rotha.’ .

¢ Hasn't she? Now, do you know, I thought she had, but it
must be Becca Rudd’s well I'm’ thinking of.

Bessy stepped outside for a moment, and came back with a
basin of water in her hand. )

¢ What sort of water is this, Bessy—river water?’ said
Rotha languidly, with eyes riveted on an oak chest that stood at
one side of the kitchen.

¢Oh, no; spring water,’ said the little one, with many pro-
testations of her shaking head. :

¢Now, do you know, Bessy—yowll think it strange, won't
cou ?—do you know, I never care for spring water.’

¢TI geb you a cup of milk,’ said Bessy.

¢No, noj it’s river water I like. dJust slip away and get me
a cup of it, there’s a fine lass, and I'll show you how to tia the
ribbon for yourself.’ ) .

The little one tripped off. Vanity reminded her that she
could kill two birds with one stone. Instantly ghe had gone
Rotha rose to her feet and drew out the keys. Taking the one
with the tape on it, she stepped to the oak chest and tried it on
the padlock that hung in front of it. No; that was not the
Jock it fitted. 'There was a corner cupboard that hung above
the chest. But, no; neither had the cupboard the lock which
fitted the key in Rotha’s hand. ‘

There was a bedroom leading out of the kitchen. Rotha
entered it and looked around. A linen trunk, a bed, and a
chair were all that it contained, She went upstairs. There

_.‘é/_
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were two bedrooms there, but no-chest, box, cabinet, cupboard,
not anything having a lock which a key like this might fit.

Bessy would be back soon. Rotha returned to the kitchen.
* She went again into the adjoining bedroom. Yes, under the bed
was a trunk, a massive plated trunk. She tried to move it, but '
it would not stir. She went down on her knees to examine it.
1t had two padlocks, but neither suited the key. Back to the
kitchen, she sat down half bewildered and looked around.

At that instant the little one came in, with a dimple in her
rosy cheeks and a cup of water in her hand.

Rotha took the water and tried to drink.

She was defeated once more. She put the keys into her
pocket. - 'Was she ever to be one step nearer the heart of this
mystery ?

She rose wearily and walked out, forgetting to show the
trick of the bow to the little housekeeper, who stood with a
rueful pout in the middle of the floor.

There was one thing left to do; with this other key, the key
marked with a crose, she could open Wilson’s trunk in her
father’s cottage, look at the papers, and perhaps discover wherein
lay their interest for Mrs. Garth. But first she must examine
the two places in the road referred to in the evidence at the
trial,

In order to do this at once, Rotha turned towards Smeath-
waite when she left the blacksmith’s cottage, and walked to the
bridge.

The river ran in a low bed, and was crossed by the road at a
sharp angle. Tlence the bridge lay almost out of sight of per-
sons walking towards it.

Fifty yards to the north of it was the spot where the woman

Rushton said she saw the murder. Fifty yards to the south
of it was the spot where the body was picked up next morn-
ing.
° Rotha had reached the bridge, and was turning the angle of
the road, when she drew hastily back. Stepping behind a bush
for further concealment, she waited. Some one was approach-
ing. It was Mrs. Garth. The woman walked on until she
came to within fifty paces of where Rotha stood. Then she
stopped. The girl observed her movements, herself unseen.

Mrs. Garth looked about her to the north and south of the
road and across the fields on either hand, Then she stepped
in%o the dyke and prodded the ground for some yards and kicked
the stones that lay there.
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Rotha's breath came and went like a tempest.

Mzrs. Garth stooped to look closely at a huge stone that lay
by the highway. Then she picked up a smaller stone and
seemed to rub it on the larger one, as if she wished to remove a
scratch or stain,

Rotha was sure now.

Mrs. Garth stood on the. very spot where the crime was said
to have been committed. This woman, then, and her son were
ab the heart of the mystery. It was even as she had thought.

Rotha could hear the beat of her own heart. She plunged
from behind the bush one step into the road. Then she drew
back.

The day was cold but dry, and Mrs. Garth heard the step in
front of her. She came walking on with -apparent unconcern.
Rotha thought of her father and Ralph condemned to die as
innocent men.

The truth that would set them free lay with seething dregs

of falsehood at the bottom of this woman’s heart. It should come .

up; it should come up.

When Mrs. Garth had reached the bridge Rotha stepped out
and confronted her. The woman gave a little start and then a
short forced titter.

“Deary me, lass, ye mak a ghost of yersel’, coming and going
sa sudden.’

‘And you make ghosts of other people.” Then, without a
moment’s warning, Rotha looked close into her eyes and said,
¢ Who killed James Wilson? Tell me quick, quick.’

Mrs. Garth flinched, and for the instant looked confused.

¢ Tell me, woman, tell me ; who killed him there—there where
you've been beating the ground to conceal the remaining traces
of a struggle?’

¢ Go off and ask thy father,” said Mrs. Garth, recovering her-
self; and then she added, with a sneer, ‘ but mind thou'rt quick,
or be’ll never tell thee in this world.’

‘Nor will you tell me in the next. Woman, woman !’ cried
Rotha in another tone, ‘ woman, have you any bowels? You
have no heart, T know; but can you stand by and be the death
of two men who have never, never done you wrong ?’

Rotha clutched Mrs. Garth’s dress in the agony of her appeal,

‘You have a son, too. Think of him standing where they
stand, an innocent man.’

Rotha had dropped to her knees i the road, still clinging to
Mrs. Garth’s dress. .




i

THE CLUE D]SCO VERED 265

¢ What’s all this to me, girl?  Let go yer hod, do ycu hear?
Will yelet 0? What wad I know about Wilson—nowt.’

‘It's a lie,” cried Rotha, starting to her feet, ¢ What were
you doing in his room at Fornside ?”

¢ Tush, maybe I was only seeking that fine father of thine.
Let go your héd, do you hear? Let go, or Ill—P’[l——>

Rotha had droppeéd the woman's dress and grasped her shoul-
ders. In another instant the slight pale-faced girl had pulled
this brawny woman to her knees, They were close to the para-
pet of the bridge, and it was but a few inches high.

¢ As sure as God’s in heaven,” cried Rotha with panting breath
and flaming eyes, ‘I'l fling you into this river if you utter that
lie again. ~Woman, give me the truth !  Cast away these false-
hoods, that would blast the souls of the damned in hell,’

‘Get off. Wilta not? N. ay, then, but IIl mak thee, and
quick.’ :
The struggle was short. The girl wag flung aside into the
road. :

Mrs. Garth rose from her knees with a* bitter smile on her
- lips. ¢Imak na doubt ’at thou wouldn’t be ower keen to try
the same agen,’ she said, going off. ¢Go thy ways to Doomsdale,
my lass, and ax yer next batch of questions there. I've just
coom’t frae it mysel’, do you know ?? -

Late the same evening, as the weary sun went down behind

the smithy, Rotha hastened from the cottage at Fornside back to
the house on the Moss at Shoulthwaite. She had a bundle of
papers beneath her cloak, and the light of hope in her face,

THE CcLUE was Foux.

CHAPTER XLV,
THE CONDEMNED IN DOOMSDALE.

WrEN Ralph, accompanied by Sim, arrived at Carlisle and sur-
rendered himself to the High Sherif;, Wilfrey Lawson, he was at
once taken before the magistrates, and, after a brief examination,
wag ordered to wait his trial at the forthcoming assizes. He was
then committed to the common gaol, which stood in the ruins of
the old convent of Black Friars, The cell he occupied was
shared by two other prisoners—a man and a woman. It was a

room of small dimensions, down a small flight of steps from the
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courtyard, noisome to the only two senses to which it appealed—
gloomy and cold. It was entered from a passage in an outer cell,
and the doors to both were narrow, without so much as the ven-
tilation of an eye-hole, strongly bound with iron, and double-
locked. The floor was the bare earth, and there was no furniture
except such as the prisoners themselves provided. A little win-
dow near to the ceiling admitted all the light and air and dis-
charged all the foul vapour that found entrance and egress.

The prisoners boarded themselves. For an impost of 7s. per
week, an under-gaoler undertook to provide food for Ralph and
to lend him a mattress. His companions in this wretched plight
were a miserable pair who were suspected of a barbarous and
unnatural murder. They had been paramours, and their victim
had been the woman’s husband. Once and again they had been
before the judges, and though none doubted their guilt, they had
been sent back to awaitmore conclu@lve or more circumstantial evi~
dence. Whatever might hitherto have been the ardour of their
guilty passion, their confinement together in this foul cell had .
resulted in a mutual loathing. Within the narrow limits of these
walls neither seemed able to support the barest contact with the
other. They glared at each other in the dim light with ghoul-
like eyes, and at night they lay down at opposﬂ:e sides of the
floor on bundles of straw for beds. This straw, having served
them in their poverty for weeks, and even months, had fermented
and become filthy and damp.

Such was the place and such the society in which Ralph spent
the seven days between the day on which he surrendered and
that on which he was indicted for treason.

The little window looked out into the streets, and once or
twice daily Simeon Stagg, who discovered the locality of Ralph’s
confinement, came and exchanged some words of what were
meant for solace with bis friend. It was small comfort Ralph
found in the daily sight of the poor fellow’s sorrowful face; but
perhaps Ralph’s own brighter countenance and cheerier tone did
something for the comforter himself,

Though the two unhappy felons were made ﬁee of the spacious
courtyard for an hour every day, the like privilege was not
granted to Ralph, who was kept close prisoner, and, except on the
morning of his tr1al was even denied water for washing and
cleansmg

‘When he was first to appear before the judges of assize, this
prisoner of State, who had voluntarily surrendered himself, after
many unsuccessful efforts at capturing him, was bound hand and
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fout. On the hearing of his case being adjourned, he was taken
back to the cell which he had previously shared; but whether
he felt that the unhappy company was more than he could any
longer support, or whether the foul atmosphere of the stinking
room seemed the more noisome from the comparative respite ot
a crowded court, he determined to endure the place no longer.
He asked to be permitted to write to the governor of the city.
The request was not granted. Then, hailing Sim from the street,
he procured by his assistance a bundle of straw and a candle.
The straw, clean and sweet, he exchanged with his fellow-pris-
oners for that which had served them forbeds. Then, gathering
the rotten stuff into a heap in the middle of the floor, Le put a
light to it and stirved it into a fire. This was done partly to clear
the foul atmosphere, which was so heavy and dank as to gather
into beads of moisture on the walls, and partly to awaken the
sluggish interest of the head-gaoler, whose rooms, as Ralph had
learned, were situated immediately above this cell, The former
part of the artifice failed (the filthy straw engendered as much
stench as it dissipated), but the latter part of it succeeded effec-
tually. The smoke found its way where the recking vapour
which was natural to the cell could not penetrate.

Ralph was removed forthwith to the outer room. But for
the improvement in his lodgings he was punished indirectly.
Poor Sim had dislocated a bar of the window in pushing the
straw into Ralph’s hands, and for this offence he was appre-
hended and charged with prison-breaking. TFour days later the
paltry subterfuge was abandoned, as we know, fora more gerious
indictment. Ralph’s new abode was brighter. and warmer than
the old one, and had no other occupant. Here he passed the
second week of his confinement. The stone walls of this cell had
a melancholy interest. They were carved over nearly every
available inch with figures of men, birds, and animals—cut, no
doubt, by the former prisoners to beguile the weary hours. _

In these quarters life was at least tolerable; but tenancy of
g0 habitable a place was not long to be Ralph’s portion.

When the trial for murder had ended in condemnation, Ralph
and Sim were removed from the bar, not to the common gaol
from whence they came, but to the castle, and were there com-
mitted fo a pestilential dungeon under the keep. This dungeon
was known as Doomsdale. It was indeed a ¢ seminary of every
vice and of every disease.” Many a lean and yellow culprit, it
was said, had carried up from its reeking floor into the court an
atmosphere of pestilence which avenged him on his accusers
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“Some affirmed that none who ever entered it came out and lived.
The access to it was down a long flight of winding stairs, and
through a cleft hewn out of the bare rock on which the castle
stood. It was wet with the waters that oozed out of countless
fissures and came up from the floor and stood there in pools of
mire that were ankle deep. )

Ralph was scarcely the man tamely to endure a horrible den
like this. Once again he demanded to see the governor, but was
denied that justice, , .

As a prisoner condemned to die, he, with Sim, was allowed
to attend service daily in the chapel of the castle. The first
morning of his imprisonment in this place he availed himself of
the privilege. Crossing the castle green towards the chapel, he
attempted to approach the governor’s quarters, but the guard
interposed. Throughout the service he was watchful of any
opportunity that might arise, but none appeared. At the
close he was being taken back to Doomsdale, side by side with
his companion, when he saw the chaplain, in his surplice, crossing
the green to his rooms. Then, at a sudden impulse, Ralph
pushed aside the guard, and, tapping the clergyman on the
shoulder, called on him to stop and listen. .

‘We are condemned men,’ he said; ‘and; if the law takes its
course, in six days we are to die; but in less time than that we
will be dead already if they keep us in that hell on earth.’

" The chaplain stared at Ralph’s face with a look compounded
equally of amazement and fear.

¢ Take him away,” he cried nervously to the guard, who had
now regained possession of their prisoner.

¢ You are a minister of the Gospel,’ said Ralph.

‘ Your servant,’ said the clergyman, with mock humility.

¢ My servant, indeed ! ’ said Ralph ;- ¢ my servant before God,
yet beware of hypocrisy. You are a Christian minister, and you
read in your Bible of the man who was cast into a lion’s den,
and of the three men who were thrown into the fiery furnace.
But what den of lions was ever so deadly as this, where no fire
would burn in the pestilential air?’ v

‘He is mad, cried the chaplain, sidling off; ¢look at his
eyes.” The guard were making futile efforts to hurry Ralph
away, but he shouted again, in a voice that echoed through the
court :

¢ You are a Christian minister, and your Master sent his dis-
ciples over all the earth without purse or scrip, but vou lie hera
in luxury, while we die there in disease. TLook to it, man, look

v
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toit! A reckoning day is at hand as sure as the same God is
over us all I’ )

The man is mad and murderous{’ cried the affrighted chap-
lain, ¢Take him away.’

Not waiting for his erder to be executed, the spick-and-span
wearer of the unsoiled surplice disappeared into one of the side
rooms of the court. ‘ :

This extraordinary scene might have resulted in yet more
rigorous treatment of the prisoners, but it produced the opposite
effect. Within the same hour Ralph and Sim were removed
from Doomsdale and imprisoned in a room high up in the Donjon
tower.

Their new abode was in every way more tolerable than the
old one. It had no fire, and it enjoyed the questionable benefit

of being constantly filled with nearly all the smoke of every.
fire beneath it. The dense clouds escaped in part through a hole

in the wall where a stone had been disturbed. This aperture
also served the less desirable purpose of admitting the rain and
the wind, :

Here the days were passed. They were few and short.
Doomsdale itself” could not have made them long,

With his long, streaky hair hanging wild about his temples,
Sim sat hour after hour on a low bench beneath the window,
crying at intervals that God would not let them die.

CHAPTER XLVL
THE SKEIN UNRAVELLED,

Ir was Thursday when they were condemned, and the sentence
was to be carried into effect on the Thursday following. Saturday,
Sunday, and Monday passed by without any event of consequence.
On Tuesday the under-gaoler opened the door of their prison,
and the Sheriff entered, Ralph stepped out face to face with
him. 8im crept closer into the shadow,

¢ The King’s warrant has arrived,’ he said abruptly.

‘ And is this all you come to tell us?’ said Ralph, no less
curtly. :
¢ Ray, there is no love between you and me, and we need
dissemble none.’

¢ And no hate—at least on my part,’ Ralph added,




270 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

¢I had good earnest of your affections,’ answered the Sherift
with a sneer; ‘five years' imprisonment.” Then waving hig
hand with a gesture indicative of impatience, he continued:

¢Tet that be as it may. I come to talk of other matters.’

Resting on a bench, he added : T

¢ When the trial closed on Thursday, Justice Hide, who showed
you more favour than seemed to some persons of credit to be -
meet and seemly, beckoned me to the ante-chamber. There he
explained that the evidence against you being mainly circum-
stantial, the sentence might perchance, by the leniency of the
King, be commuted to one of imprisonment for life,

A cold smile passed over Ralph’s face.

¢But this great mercy—whereof I would counsel you to cherish
no certain hope—would depend upon your being able and willing
to render an account of how you came by the document—the
warrant for your own arresi—iwhich was fonnd upon your person.
Furnish a credible story of how you came to be possessed of that
instrument, and it may occur—I say it may occur—that by our
Sovereign’s grace and favour this sentence of death can yet be
put aside.’

Sim had risen to his feet in obvious excitement.

- Ralph calmly shook his head.

¢T neither will nor can,’ he said emphatically.

Sim sank back into his seat.

A look of surprise in the Sheriff’sface quickly gave way to a
ook of content and satisfaction.

¢We know each other of old, and I say there is no love be-
tween us,” he observed, ‘but it is by no doing of mine that you
are here. Nevertheless, your response to this merciful tender
shows but too plainly how well you merit your position.

‘It took you five days to bring it—this merciful tender, as
you term it,” said Ralph, :

‘The King is now at Newcastlg and there at this moment is
also Justice Hide, in whom, had you been an innocent man,
you ’must have found an earnest sponsor. I bid you good-
day.

The Sheriff rose, and, bowing to the prisoner with a ridiculous
affectation of mingled deference and superiority, he stepped to
the door. :

_¢Stop, said Ralph: ‘you say we know each other of old.
That is false ! 'To this hour you have never known, nor do you
krow now, why I stand here condemned to die, and doomed by a
harder fate to take the life of this innocent old man, You have
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sever known me: no, nor yourself neither—never! But you
shall know both before you leave this room. Sit down.’

‘ I have no time to waste in idle disputation,’ said the Sheriff
testily ; but he sat down, nevertheless, at his prisoner’s bidding,
as meekly as if the positions had been reversed.

‘ That scar across your brow,’ said Ralph, “you have carried
since the day I have now to speak of”

‘You know it well, said the Sheriff bitterly. ¢You have
cause to know it.’ v

‘I have,” Ralph answered.

After a pause, in which he was catching the thread of a story
half forgotten, he continued : ¢You said I supplanted you in your
captaincy. Perhaps so; perhaps not. God will judge between
us.  You went over to the Royalist camp, and you were among
. the garrison that had reduced this very castle, The troops of
the Parliament came up one day and summoned you to surrender.
The only answer your general gave us was to order the tunnel
guns to fire on the white flag. It went down. We lay entrenched
about you for six days. Then you sent out a despatch assuring us
that your garrison was well prepared for a siege, and that nothing
would prevail with you to open your gates. That was a lie!’

‘Well??

‘Your general lied; the man who carried your general’s
despatch was a liar too, but he told the truth for a bribe’

“Ah! then the saints were not above warming ‘the palm 2°

‘He assured our commander we might expect a mutiny in
your city if we continued before it one day longer; that your
castle was garrisoned only by a_handful of horse and two raw,
undisciplined regiments of militia ; that even from these desertions
occurred hourly, and that some of your companies were left with
only a score of men, This was at night, and we were under an
order to break up next morning. That order was countermanded,
Your messenger was sent back the richer by twenty pounds,’

‘ How does this concern me ? * asked the Sheriff,

‘You shall hear. I had been on the out-posts that night, and,
returning to the camp I surprised two men rebbing, beating, and
as I thought, murdering a third. One of the vagabonds escaped
undetected, but with a blow from the butt of my musket
which he will carry to his grave. The other I thrashed on the
spet.  He was the bailiff Scroope whom you put up to witness
against me. Their victim was the messenger from the castle,
and he was James Wilson, otherwise Wilson Garth. You know
this? No? Then listen. Rumour of his treachery, and of the
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price he had been paid for it, had already been bruited abrcad,
and the two scoundrels had gone out to waylay and rob him.
He was lamed in the struggle and faint from loss of blood.” I
took him back and bound up his wound.  He limped to the end
of his life.

¢Still I fail to see how this touches miyself,” interrupted the
Sheriff. » )

‘Really? I shall show you. Next morning, under cover of
a thick fog, we besieged the city. We got beneath your guns
and against your gates before we were seen. Then a company
of horse came out to us. You were there. You remember it?
Yes? At one moment we came within four yards. I saw you
struck down and reel out of the saddle. * This man,” I thought,
“Dbelieves in his heart that I did him a grievous wrong, I shalfl
now do him a signal service, though he never hear of it until the
Judgment Day.” I dismounted, lifted you up, bound a kerchief
about your head, and was about to replace you on your horse.
At that instant a musket-shot struck the poor beast, and it fell
dead. At the same instant one of our own men fell, and his
riderless horse was prancing away. I caughtit, threw you on to
its back, turned his head towards the castle, and drove it hard
among your troops. Do you know what happened next?’

‘ Happened next . . .” repeated the Sheriff mechanically,
with astonishment written on every feature of his face,

¢ No, you were insensible,” continued Ralph. ¢ At thatluckless
moment the drum beat to arms in a regiment of foot behind us.
The horse knew the call and answered it. Wheeling about, it
carried you into the heart of our own camp. There you were
known, tried as a deserter, and imprisoned. Perhaps it was
natural that you should set down your ill-fortune to me.

The Sheriff’s eyes wereriveted on Ralph’s face, and for a time
he seemed incapable of speech. B

¢ Is this truth? * he asked at length.

¢ God’s truth,’ Ralph answered.

¢ The kerchief-——what colour was it ?"*

‘Yellow. )

¢ Any name or mark on it? I have it to this day.’

¢ None—wait; there was a rose pricked out in worsted on
one corner.

The Sheriff got up, with lips compressed and wide eyes. Ile
made for the door, and pulled at it with wasted violence. It was
opened from the other side by the under-gaoler, and the Sheriff
rushed out. .
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Without turning to the right or left, he went direct to the
common gaol. There, in the cell which Ralph had occupied
between the first trial and the second oné, Mark Garth, the
perjurer, lay imprisoned.

‘You hell-hound,’ cried the Sheriff, grasping him by the hair
and dragging him into the middle of the floor. ‘I have found .
out your devilish treachery,” he said, speaking between gusts of
breath. ¢Did you not tell me"that it was Ray who struck me
this blow—this (beating with his palm the scar on his brow) ?
It was a lie—a damned lie !®

¢It was,’ said the man, glaring back, with eyes afire with fury,

¢ And did you not. say it was Ray who carried me into their
camp—an insensible prisoner 7’

¢ That was a lie also,” the man gasped, never struggling to
release himself from the grip that held him on the floor,

¢ And did you not set me on to compass the death’ of this man,
but for whom I should now myself be dead ?’

‘You speak with marvellous accuracy, Master Lawson,
returned the perjurer.

The Sheriff looked down at him for a moment, and then flung
him away.

¢ Man, man ! do you know what you have done ?’ he cried in
an altered tone. ¢You have charged my soul with your loath-
some crime.’

- The perjurer curled his lip.-

‘It was 1 who gave you that blow,” he said, with a cruel
smile, pointing with his thin finger at the Sheriff’s forehead. It
was false.

‘You devil !’ cried the Sheriff, ¢ and you have killed the man

who saved your brother’s life, and consorted with one of two who
would have been his murderers.”
‘I was myself the second,’ said the man, with fiendish calm-
ness. It wasthe truth. ¢I carry the proof of it here,” he added,
touching a place at the back of his head where the hair, being
shorn away, disclosed a deep mark.

The Sheriff staggered back with frenzied eyes and dilated
nostrils. Ilis breast heaved; he seemed unable to catch his
breath.

The man locked at him with a mocking smile struggling over
clenched teeth. As if a reptile had crossed his path, Wilfrey
Lawson turned about and passed out without another word.

He returned to the castle and ascended the Donjon tower.

¢ Tell me how you became possessed of the warrant,’ he said

T
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¢Tell me, I beg of you, for my soul's sake as well as fur your
life’s sake.

Ralph shook his head. :

‘It is not even yet too late. I shall take horse instantly for
Newcastle.”

Sim had crept up, and, standing behind Ralph, was plucking
at his jerkin.

Ralph turned about and looked wistfully into the old man’s
face. For an instant his purpose wavered.

¢ For the love of God,’ cried the Sheriff, ¢ for your own life’s
sake, for this poor man’s sake, by all that is near and dear to
both, I charge you, if you are an innocent man, give me the
means to prove you such.’

But again Ralph shook his head.

¢ Then you are resolved to die?’

‘Yes! But, for my old friend here—save him if you will
and can.’ :

‘You will give me no word as to the warrant ?°

‘ None.?

‘Then all is over.’

But going at once to thestables in the courtyard, he called to
a stableman :

¢Saddle a horse and bring it round to my quarters in half an
hour. :

Inless time than that Wilfrey Lawson was riding hard towards
Newcastle. '

CHAPTER XLVIL

THE BLACK CAMEL AT THE GATE.

Nexr morning after Rotha’s struggle with Mrs. Garth at the
bridge, the rumour passed through Wythburn that the plague
.wag in the district. Since the advent of the new preachers the
people had seen the dreaded scourge dangling from the sleeve of
every stranger who came from the fearsome world without. They
had watched for the fatal symptoms : they had waited for them :
they had invited them. Every breeze seemed to be freighted with
the plague wind; every harmless ailment seemed to be the epi~
demic itself. .

Not faith in the will of God; not belief in destiny ; not for-
titude or fatalism; not unselfishness or devil-may-care indif-

-
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ference, had saved the people from the haunting dread of being
mown down by the unseen and insidious foe,

And now in very truth the plague seemed to have reached
their doors. It was at the cottage by the smithy. Rumour said
that Mrs. Garth had brought it with her from Carlisle, but it was
her son who was stricken down,

The blacksmith had returned home soon after Rotha had lefs
him. His mother was there, and she talked to him of what she
* had heard of the plague. This was in order to divert his atten-

tion from the subject that she knew to be uppermost in his’

thoughts—the trial, and what had come of it." She succeeded
but too well,

Garth listened in silence, and then slunk off doggedly to the
smithy. ' .

‘I'm scarce well enough for work to-day,” he said, coming
back in half an hour, .

His mother drew the settle to the fire, and fixed the cushions
that he might lie and rest. :

But no rest was to be his. He went back to the anvil and
worked till the perspiration dripped from his forehead. Then he
returned to the house.

¢ My mouth is parched to-day, somehow,’ he said; ¢ did you
say a parched mouth was a sign 7?

¢ Shaf, lad ! thouw’rt hot wyi’ thy wark, \ L™
y and, writhing ’Md ‘4('

Garth ‘went back once' more to the smithy,
under the torture of suspense, he worked until the very clothes
he wore were moist to the surface. Then he went into the house
again. :

= How my brain throbs,” he said; “surely you said the throb-
bing brain was a sign, mother ; and my brain does throb.’

¢ Tut, tut ! it’s nobbut some maggot thou’s gitten intil it.’

‘My pulse, too, it gallops, mother. You said the galloping
pulse was a sign. Don't say you did not, I'm sure of it, I'm
sure of it; and my pulse gallops. I could bear the parched
mouth and the throbbing brain if thig pulse did not run so fast.’

‘Get away wi’ thee, thou dummel-heed. What faggot has
got hold on thy fancy now ?’

There was only the swollen gland wanted to make the dread
symptoms complete,

Garth went back to the anvil once more. His eyes rolled in
his head. They grew as red as the iron that he was welding. He
swore at the boy who helped him, and struck him fiercely. He
shouted frantically, and flunp away the hammer at every third

[y PSS
qut




276 THE SHADOW OF A CRIME

blow. The boy slunk off; and went home affrighted. At a
sudden impulse, Garth tore away the shirt from his breast, and
thrust his left hand beneath his right arm. With that the sus-
.pense was ended. A mood of the deepest sadness and dejection
supervened. Shuddering in every limb beneath all his perspira-
tion, the blacksmith returned for the last time to the house.

‘I wouldn’t mind the parched mouth and the throbbing brain;
no, nor the galloping pulse, mother; but oh, mother, mother,
the gland, it's swelled ; ey, ey, it's swelled. I'm doomed, I'm
doomed. No use saying no. I'm a dead man, that’s the truth,
that’s the truth, mother.’ )

And then the disease, whether plague or other fever, passed
its fiery hand over the throbbing brain of the blacksmith, and he
was put to bed raving.

Little Betsy, like the boy in the smithy, stole away to her
own home with ghastly stories of the blacksmith’s illness and
delirium. .

- At first the neighbours came to enquire, prompted partly by
curiosity, but mainly by fear., Mrs. Garth shut the door, and
refused to open it to any comers,

To enforce seclusion was not long a necessity. Desertion
was soon the portion of the Garths, mother and son. More swift
than a bad name passed the terrible conviction among the people
at Wythburn that at last, at long last, the plague, the plague
itself, was in their midst.

The smithy cottage stood by the bridge, and to reach the
market town by the road it was necessary to pass it within five
yards. Ditiful, indeed, were the artifices to escape contagion
resorted to by some who professed the largest faith in the will of

.God. They condemned themselves to imprisonment within their

own houses, or abandoned their visits to Gaskarth, or made a
circufl, of a mile across the breast of a hill in order to aveid
coming within range of the proseribed dwelling.

After three days of rumour and surmise, there was not a soul
in the distriet would go within fifty yards of the house that was
believed to hold the pestilence. No doctor approached it, for none
had been summoned. The people who brought provisions lefs
them in the road outside, and hailed the inmates. Mrs. Garth
sat alone with her stricken son, and if there had been eyes to see
her there in her solitude and desolation, perhaps the woman who
seemed hard as flint to the world was softening in her sorrow.
When the delirium passed away, and Garth lay conscious, but
still feverish, his mother was bewailing their desertion,

I — —
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¢ None come nigh to us, J oey, none come nigh. That’s what
the worth of neighbours is, my Iad. T'hey’d leave us to die, both

on us; they’d leave us alone to die, and none wad come nigh.! < K,

¢ Alone, mother ! Did you say alone ?’ asked Garth. ¢ We're
not alone, mother. Someone fas come nigh to us.’

Mrs. Garth looked up amazed, and half turned in her seat to
glance watchfully around. '

¢ Mother,’ said Garth; ¢ did you ever pray ?’

‘Hod thy tongue, lad, hod thy tongue,” said Mrs. Garth, with
a whimper. .

. ‘Did you ever pray, mother?’ repeated Garth, his red eyes

aflame, and his voice cracking in his throat. -

¢ Whisht, Joey, whisht !+ :

‘ Mother, we’ve not lived over well, you and I; but mayhe
God would forgive us after all.’ :

¢ Hod thy tongue, my lad; do, now, do.’

Mrs. Garth fumbled with the bedclothes, and tucked them
about the sufferer.

Her son turned his face full upon hers, and their eyes met.

¢ Dunnet look at me like that,’ she sald, trying to escape his
gaze.. ¢ What's comin’ ower thee, my lad, that thou looks so, and
talks so ?°

¢ What's coming over me, mother ?  Shall T tell thee P It's
Death that’s coming over me; that’s what it is, mother—~Death 1’

¢ Dunnet say that, Joey.”

The old woman threw her apron over her head and sobbed.

Garth looked at her, with never a tear in his wids eyes,

¢ Mother,” said the poor fellow again in his weak, cracked
voice, ‘mother, did you ever pray ?’

Mrs. Garth uncovered her head. Her furrowed face was wet.

She rocked herself and moaned. ‘

¢ By, lad, I mind that I did wher I was a wee bit of a girl.
I had rosy cheeks then, and my own auld mother wad kiss me then.
Ey. it’s true. 'We went to church on a Sunday mornin’ and all
the bells ringin’.. Iy, I mind that, but it's a wa’ wa’ off, my lad,
it’s a wa' wa’ off)

The day was gaunt and dreary. 'Towards nightfall the wind
arose, and sometimes its dismal waii seemed to run around the
house. The river, toc, now swollen and turbulent, that flowed
beneath the neighbouring bridge, added its voice of lamentation
as it wandered on and cn to the ocean far away.

In the blacksmith’s cottage another wanderer was journeying
yet faster to a more distant ocean. The darkness closed in.
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Garth was tossing on his bed. His mother was rocking herself
at his side. All else was still,

Then a step was heard on the shingle without, and a knock
came to the door. The blacksmith struggled to lift his head and
listen. Mrs. Garth paused in her rocking and ceased to moan.

“Who ever is it ?* whispered Garth,

‘Let them stay where they are, whoever it be,” his mother -

mumbled, never shifting frcm her seat.

The knock came again,
1 ¢ Nay, mothker, nay; it is toc late to——*

He had said no mcre when the latch was lifted, and Rothe
Stagg walked into the room.

‘I've come to Lelp to nurse you, if you please,” she said,
addressing the sick man.

Garth looked steadily at her for a moment, every feature
quivering. Shame, fear, horrer—any sentiment but welcome—
was written on hig face. Then he struggled to twist his poor
helpless body away ; his head, at least, he turned from her to the
wall. -

‘It wad look better of folk if they’d wait till they’re axt,’

muttered Mrs, Garth, with downcast eyes.

Rotha unpinned the shawls that had wrapped her from the
cold, and threw them ,ver a chair., She stirred the fire and
made it burn brightly; there was no other light in the rcom.
The counterpane, which had been dragged away in the restless-
ness of the sufferer, she spread afresh. TReaching over the bed,
she raised the sick man’s head tenderly on her arm ihile she
beat out his pillow. Never once did he lift his eyes to hers.

Mrs. Garth still rocked herself in her seat. ¢ Folks should
wait till they're wanted,’” she mumbled again, but the words broke
dewn into a stifled sob.

Rotha lit a candle that stood at hand, went to the cupboard
in the corner of the adjoining kitchen, and took outa jar of barley ;
then to the hearth and took up a saucepan. In two minutes she
was boiling something on the fire. ~

Mrs. Garth was following every movement with watchful eyes.

Presently the girl came to the bedside again with a basin in
her hand.

‘Take a little of this, Mr. Garth,’ she said. ¢ Your mouth
is parched.

‘ How did you know that?’ he muttered, lifting his eyesat last,

She made no reply, but held her cool hand to his burning
forehead. Iie motioned to her to draw it away, Ske did so.
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¢It’s not safe—it’s not safe for you, girl,” he said in his thin
whisper, his breath coming and going between' every word.

She smiled, put back her hand and brushed the dank hair
from his moist brow.

Mrs. Garth got up from her seat by the bedside and hobbled
to the fire. There she sat on a low stool, and threw her apron
over her head. ' '

Again raising the blacksmith from his pillow, Rotha put a
gpoonful of barley-water to his withered lips. He was more
docile than a child now, and let her have her will.

For a moment he looked at her with melancholy eyes, and
then, shifting his gaze, he said:

¢You had troubles enow of your own, Rotha, without coming
to share ours—mother’s and mine.’ '

¢ Yes,” she answered, and a shadow crossed the cheerful face.

¢ Will they banish him ?* he said with quick-coming breath.
¢ Mother says so; will they banish him from the country ?’

¢ Yes, perhaps; but it will be to another and a better country,’
said Rotha, and dropped her head. »

Garth glanced inquiringly into her face. His mother shifted
on her stool.

‘How, how?’ he said, nervously clutching at the bed-
clothes.

¢ Why do you bother him, girl?’ said Mrs. Garth, turning
about. ¢Rest thee, my lad, rest thee still.’ -

¢ Mother,” said Garth, drawing back his head, but never
shifting the determination of his gaze from Rotha’s face, ¢ what
does she mean?’

¢Haud thy tongue, Joey.’

¢ What does she mean, mother ?’ i

¢Whisht | Never heed folks that meddle afore they’re axt.’

Mrs. Garth spoke peevishly, rose from her seat, and walked
between Rotha and the bed.

Garth’s wide eyes were still riveted on the girl’s face.

¢ Never mind that she’s not asked,” he said; ¢ but what does
ghe mean, mother 7 What lie is it that she comes to tell us?’

¢ No lie, Mr. Garth,’ said Rotha, with tearful eyes. ¢Ralph
and father are condemned to die, and they are innocent.”

¢Tush ! get away wi’ thee!” mumbled Mrs. Garth, brushing
the girl aside with her elbow.

The blacksmith glared at her, and seemed to gasp for breath.

¢Tt is a lie—mother, tell her it ¢s alie.
¢ God knows it is not,” cried Rotha passionately.
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¢ Say I believed it said Garth, rising convulsively on one
elbow, with a ghastly stare; ¢ say I believed that the idiots had
condemned them to death for a crime they never committed—
never; say I believed it—but it’s a lie, that’s what it is, Girl,
girl, how can you come with a lie on your lips to a poor dying

man? Cruell cruel ! Have you no pity, none, for a wretched _

dying man ?’

The tears rolled down Rotha’s cheeks. Mrs. Garth returned
to her stool, and rocked herself and moaned.

The blacksmith glared from one to the other, the sweat
standing in heavy beads on his forehead.

Then an awful scream burst from his lips. His face was
horribly distorted.

‘It is true,” he cried, and fell back and rolled on the bed.

All that night the fiery hand lay on the blacksmith’s brain,
and he tossed in a wild delirium.

The wind’s wail ran round the hounse, and the voice of that
brother wanderer,’ the river beneath the bridge, crept over the
silence when the sufferer lay quiet and the wind was still.

No candle was now lighted, but the fire on the hearth burnt
bright. Mrs. Garth sat before it, hardly once glancing up.

Again and again her son cried to her with the yearning cry
of a little child. At such times the old woman weuld shrink
within herself, and moan and cower over the fire, and smoke a
little black pipe.

Hour after hour the blacksmith rolled in his bed in a mad-
ness too terrible to record. The memory of his blasphemies
seemed to come back upon him in his raving, and add fresh
agony to his despair.

A naked soul stood face to face with the last reality, bat-
tling, meantime, with an-unseen foe. There was to be no jug-
glery now.

Oh! that awful night, that void night, that night of the
wind’s wail and the dismal moan of the wandering river, and
the frequent ery of a poor, miserable, desolate, despairing naked
soul ! Had its black wings settled for ever over all the earth ?

No. The dawn came at last.  Its faint streak of light crept
lazily in at the curtainless window.

Then Garth raised himself in his bed.

¢ Give me paper—paper and a pen—quick, quick !’ he cried,

¢ What would you write, Joe ? said Rotha.

I want to write to him—to Ralph—Ralph Ray,’-he said, in
& voice quite unlike his own.
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Rotha ran to the chest in the kitchen and opened it. In a
gide shelf pens were there and paper too. She came back, and
put them before the sick man.

But he was unconscious of what she had done,

She looked into his face. His eyes seemed not to see.

¢ The paper and pen !’ he cried again, yet more eagerly.

She put the quill into his hand and spread the paper before
him. :

¢ What writing is this,” he cried, pointing to the white sheet ;
¢ this writing in red?’ ‘ : .

‘Where?’

¢ Here—everywhere.

The pen dropped from his nerveless fingers.

‘To think they will take a dying man!’ he said. ¢ You
would scarce think they would have the heart, these people.
You would searce think it, would you ?’ he said, lifting his poor
glassy eyes to Rotha’s face.

‘ Perhaps they don’t know,’ she answered soothingly, and tried
to replace him on his pillow,

¢ That’s true,’ he muttered ; ¢ perhaps they don’t know how ill
Tam’

At that instant he caught sight of his mother’s ill-shapen
figure cowering over the fire. Clutching Rotha’s arm with one
hand, he pointed at his mother with the other, and said, with an
access of strength.

¢ I've found her out ; I've found her out.’

Then he laughed till it seemed to Rotha that the blood stood
still in her heart.

When the full flood of daylight streamed into the little rcom,
Garth had sunk into a deep sleep. -

CHAPTER XLVIIL

f0UT, OUT, BRIEF CANDLE.

As. the ‘clock struck eight Rotha drew her shawls about her
ghoulders and hurried up the road.

At the turning of the lonnin to Shoulthwaite she met Willy
Ray. ‘I was coming to meet you,” he said, approaching.

¢ Come no closer,’” said Rotha, thrusting out the palm of one
hand ; ¢ you know where I've been—there, that is near enough.’
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¢Nonsense, Rotha !’ said Willy, stepping up to her and
putting a hand on her arm. There was confidence in the touch.

¢ To-morrow is the day,” Willy added, in an altered tone.
‘I am leaving for Carlisle at noon—that is, in four hours.’

¢ Could you not wait four hours longer? ’ said Rotha.

¢TI could if you wish it—but why 7’

‘I don’t know—that is, I can’t =ay—-but wait until four
o’clock, T beg of you.'

The girl spoke with deep earnestness.

‘I shall wait,” said Willy, after a pause.

‘And youwll meet me at the bridge by the smithy?’ said
Rotha.

Willy nodded assent.

¢ At four precisely,” he said.

¢ This is all T came to ask—I must go back.’

‘Rotha, a word—what is your interest in these Garths?
Does it concern your father and Ralph ?°

¢Tll tell you at the bridge,” said Rotha, sidling off.

¢ Everyone is aghast at your going,” he said.

‘I have better reasons than anyone knows of,’ she replied.

¢ And better faith, and a nobler heart,’ he added feelingly as
he turned his head away.

Garth was still asleep when she got back to the cottage. A
feeble gleam of winter sunshine came languidly through the
little window. It fell across the bed and lit up the blue eyelids
and discoloured lips of the troubled sleeper.

The fire had smouldered out. Only a charred bough and a
damp clod of peat lay black among the grey ashes on’ the
hearth.

As Rotha re-entered Mrs. Garth got up from the stool on
which she had sa$ the long night through. There was a strange
look on her face. During the heavy hours she had revolved
within herself a dark problem which to her was unsolvable, and
the puzzle was still printed on her face. Drawing the girl aside,
she said in a grating whisper:

¢ Tell me, do ye think it’s reet what the lad says?’

¢ About Ralph and father?’ asked Rotha.

¢ Tush ! about hissel. Do you think he’ll die?’

Rotha dropped her head.

¢Teli me: do ye think so?’

Rotha was still sileat. DMrs. Garth looked searchingly into
her face, and in answer to the unuttered reply, she whispered
vehemently :
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¢It’s a lie. He'll'be back at his anvil to-morrow. Why do
you come wi' yer pale face to me?  Crying? What's it for—
tell me?’

And the old woman shook the girl roughly by the shoulders.

Rotha made no response. The puzzled expression on Mrs.
Garth's face deepened at that instant, but as she turned aside
she muttered again, with every accent of determination :

¢ He'll be back at hig anvil to-morrow, that he will

The blacksmith awoke as serene as a child. When he Jooked
at Rotha his hard, drawn face softened to the poor semblance of
a smile. Then a shadow crossed it, and once more he turned
his head to the wall. o

And now to Rotha the hours went by with flying feet.
Evéry hour of them was as precious to her as her heart’s blood.
How few were the hours till morning! The thing which above
all she came here to do was not being done. A dull dead
misery seemed to sit cold on her soul.

Rotha tended the sufferer with anxious care, and when the
fitful sleep slid over him, she sat motionless with folded hands,
and gazed through the window. All was still, sombre, chill, and
dreary. The wind had slackened ; the river ran smoother. In

a fleld across the valley a woman was picking potatoes. No

other human creature was visible.

‘Thus the hours wore on. At one moment Garth awocke
-with a troubled look, and glanced watchfully arcund. His mother
was sitting in her accustomed ceat, apparently asleep. He
clutched at Rotha's gown, and made a motion to her to come
closer. She did so, a poor breath of hope fluttering in her
breast. But just then Mrs. Garth shifted in her seat, and faced
about towards them, The blacksmith drew back his hand, and
dropped his half-lifted head.

Towards noon Mrs. Garth got up and left the bedroom. IHer
son had appeared to be asleep, but he was alert to every move-
ment. - Again he plucked Rotha’s gown, and essayed to speak.
But Mrs. Garth returned in a moment, and not a word was said.

Rotha’s spirits flagged. It was as though she were crawling
hour after hour towards a gleam of hope that fled farther and
farther away. )

The darkness was gathering in, yet nothing was done. Then
the clock struck four, and Rotha drew on her shawl once more,
snd walked to the bridge.

Willy was there, a saddled horse by his side.

* You look jaded and out of heart, Rotha,” he said,
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* Can you stay four hours longer 7 she asked.

“ Until eight o’clock ? It will make the night ride cold and
long,’ he answered.

¢ True, but you can stay until eight, can you not??

‘ You know why I go. ~ God knows it is not to be present at
that last scene of all—that will be soon after daybreak.’

‘You want to see him again. Yes; but stay until eight
o'clock. I would not make an idle request, Willie. No, not at a
solemn hour like this,’

¢ I shall stay,” he said.

The girl’s grief-worn face left no doubt in his mind of her
purpose.. They parted. :

When Rotha re-entered the sickroom a candle was burning
on a table by the bedside. Mus. Garth still erouched before the
fire. The blacksmith was awake. As he lifted his eyes to Rotha’s
face, the girl saw that they wore the same watchful and troubled
expression as before,

¢Shall T read to you, Mr. Garth?’ she asked, taking down
from a shelf near the rafters a big leather-bound book. It was
a Bible, dust-covered and with rusty clasps, which had lain un-
touched for years.

‘Rotha,” said Garth, ‘read to me where it tells of sins that are
as scarlet being washed whiter nor wool.’

The girl found the place. She read aloud in the rich soft
voice that was like the sigh of the wind through the long grass.
The words might have brought solace to another man, The
girl’s voice might have rested on the ear asa cool hand rests on a
throbbing brow. But neither words nor voice brought peace to
Garth. His soul seemed to heave like a sea lashed by a storm.

At length he reached out a feeble hand and touched the hand
of the girl,

‘Ihave a sin that is red as scarlet,” he said.  But before he
could say more, his mother had roused herself and turned to him
with what Rotha perceived to be a look of warning.

_ It was plainly evident that but for Mrs. Garth the blacksmith
would make that confession which she wished above all else to
hear.

Then Rotha read again. She read of the prodigal son, and
of Him who would not condemn the woman that was a sinner.
It was a solemn and terrible moment. The fathomless depths of
the girl's voice, breaking once and again to a low wail, then
rising to a piercing cry, went with the words themselves like an
arrow o the heart of the dying man. Still no peace came to
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wim. Chill was the inmost chamber of his soul; no fire was
kindled there. His face was veiled in a troubled seriousness,
when, at a pause in the reading, he said:

¢There can be no rest for me, Rotha, till T tell you something
that lies like iron at my heart.”

¢ Whisht thee, lad ;- whisht thee and sleep. Thouw’rt safe to
be well to-morrow,” said Mrs, Garth in a peevish whimper.

¢ Mother, mother, cried Garth aloud in a piteous tone of
appeal and remonstrance, ¢ when, when will you see me as I
am?’ . :

¢Tush, lad! thou'rt mending fast. Thou'rt safe to be at thy
fire to-morrow.’ : :

‘Ey, mother,” replied the blacksmith, liffing himself feebly
and glaring at her now with a flerce light in his eyes, ‘eh,
mother, but it will be the everlasting fire if P'm to die with this
black sin heavy on my soul.” '

In spite of her self-deception, the woman’s mind had long
been busy with its own secret agony, and at these words from
her son the rigid wrinkles of her face relaxed, and che turned
her head once more aside.

Rotha felt that the moment had at length arrived. She must
speak now or never. The one hope for two innocent men who
were to die as soon as the world woke again to daylight lay in
this moment, ‘

¢ Mr. Garth,’ she began falteringly, ¢if a sin lies heavy on
your soul, it is better to tell God of it and cast yourself on the
mercy of our Heavenly Father.”

Gathering strength, the girl continued : ¢ And if it is a dark
secret that touches others than yourself—if others may suffer, or
are suffering, from it even now—if this is so, I pray of you, as
you hope for that Divine mercy, confess it now, confess it before

" it is too late—Aing it forth from your stifled heart—do not bury
its dead body there, and leave it to be revealed only at that
judgment when every human deed, be it never so secret, shall
be stripped naked before the Lord, that retribution may be
measured out for ever and ever. '

Rotha had risen to her feet, and was leaning over the bed
with one hand in an attitude of acutest pain, convulsively clutch-
ing the hand of the blacksmith.

¢ Q, Iimplore you,’ she continued, ‘speak out what is in your
heart for your own sake, as well as the sake of others. Do not
lose these precious moments. Be true! be true at last! at last!
Then let it be with you as God shall order. Do not carry this
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sin to the eternal judgment. Blessed, a thousand times blessed,
will be the outpouring of a contrite heart. God will hear it.’

Garth Jooked into the girl’s inspired face.

‘I don’t see my way clearly,’.he said. ¢I'm same as a man
that gropes nigh midway through yon passage underground at
Legherthwaite. The light behind me grows dimmer, dimmer,
dimmer, and not yet comes the gleam of the light in front. I'm
not at the darkest; no, I'm not.’

¢ A guest is knocking at your heart, Mr. Garth. Will you
open to him?’ Then, in another tone, she added : ¢ To-morrow
at daybreak two men will die in Carlisle—my father and Ralph
Ray—and they are innocent !’

‘ Ly, it’s true,” said the blacksmith, breaking down at length,

Then struggling once more to lifs himself in bed, he cried : -

¢ Mother, tell her I did it, and not Ralph. Tell them all
that it was I myself who did it, Tell them I was driven to it, as
God is my judge.’

The old woman jumped up, and, putting her face close to
her son’s, she whispered :

{ ‘Thou madman! What wadsta say?’

‘ Mother, dear mother, my mother,’ he cried, think of what
you would do; think of me standing, as I must soon stand—
very soon—before God’s face with this black crime on my soul.
Let me cast it off from me for ever. Do not tempt me to hide
it! Rotha, pray with her; pray that she will not let me stand
before God thus miserably burthened, thus red as scarlet with a
foul, foul sin !’

Garth’s breath was coming and going like a tempest. It was
a terrible moment. Rotha flung herselfson her knees. She had
not been used to pray, but the words gushed from her.

‘ Dear Father in heaven,” she prayed, soften the hearts of
all of us here in this solemn hour. Let us remember our everlast-
ing souls. Let us not barter them for the poor comforts of this
brief life. Father, thou readest all hearts.” No secret so secret,
none so closely hidden from all men’s eyes, but Thou seest it
and canst touch it with a finger of fire. Help us here to reveal
our sins to Thee. If we have sinned deeply, forgive us in Thy
heavenly mercy ; in Thy infinite goodness grant us peace. Let
Thy angel hover over us even now, even now, now.’

And the angel of the Lord was indeed with them in 'tha
little cottage among the desolate hills.

Rotha rose up and turned to Garth. .

¢ Under the shadow of death,” she said, ‘tell me, I implore
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you, how and when you committed the crime for which father
and Ralph are condemned to die to-morrow.’

Mrs, Garth had returned once more-to her seat. 'The black=-
smith’s strength was failing him. His agitation-had nigh ex-
bausted him. Tears were now in his eyes, and when he spoke
in a feeble whisper, a sob was in his throat.

‘He was my father,” he said, ¢ God forgive me—Wilson was
my father—and he left us to starve, mother and me—and when
he came back to us here we thought Ralph Ray had brought him
to rob us of the little that we had,’

¢ God forgive me, too,’ said Mrs, Garth, ¢ but that was wrong,’

¢Wrong ?’ inquired the blacksmith.

¢ By, it came out at the trial,” muttered his mother.

Garth seemed overcome by a fresh flood of feeling. Rotha
lifted a basin of barley-water to his lips.

“Yes, yes; but how was it done—how ?’

‘He did not die where they threw him—Ralph—Angus—
whoever it was—he got up some while after and staggered to
this house—he said Ray had thrown him and he was hurt—
Ray, that was all. e wanted to come in and rest, but I flung
the door in his face and he fell. © Then he got up, and shrieked
out something—it was something against myself—he called me
a bastard, that’s the fact. Then it was as if a hand behind me
pushed me on. I opened the door and struck him, I didn’t
know that I had a hammer in my hand, but I had. He fell
dead.’

¢ Well, well, what next?’

‘Nothing-—yes—Ilate the same night I carried him back to
where I thought he had come from—and that’s all !’

The little strength Garth had left was well-nigh spent.

. ¢ Would you sign a paper saying this ? > asked Rotha, bending
over him.

¢‘Ey, if there would be any good in it.

‘It might save the lives of father and Ralph; but your
nother would need to witness it.’

¢ She will do that for me,” said Garth feebly. °Itwill be the
last thing I’ll ask of her. She will go herself and witness it.’

‘Ey, ey,” sobbed the broken woman, who rocked herself
before the fire. .

Rotha took the pen and paper, and wrote, in a hand that
betrayed her emotion :-—

¢ This is to say that I, Joseph Garth, being near my end, yot
knowing well the nature of my act, do confess to having com-
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mitted the crime of killing the man known as James Wilson, for
whose death Ralph Ray and Simeon Stagg stand condemned.’

¢Can you sign it now, Joe?’ asked Rotha, as tenderly as
sagerly.

Garth nodded assent. IMe was lifted to a sitting’ position.
Rotha spread the paper before him, and then supported him
from behind with her arms.

He took the pen in his graspless hand, and essayed to write.
Oh, the agony of that effort ! ITow every futile stroke of that
pen went to the girl's heart like a stab of remorse! The name
was signed at length, and in some sorry fashion. The dying
man was restored to his pillow.

Peace came to him there and then.

The clock struck eight. ]

Rotha hurried out of the house and down the road to the
bridge. The moon had just broken over a ridge of black cloud.
It was bitterly cold. ,

Willy Ray stood with his horse at the appointed place.

t How agitated you are, Rotha; you tremble like an aspen,’
he said. ¢ And where are your shawls ?’

¢Look at this paper,” she said. ¢ You can scarce see to read
it here; but it is a confession. It states that it was poor Joe
" Garth who committed the murder for which father and Ralph
are condemned to die at daybreals.’ .

¢ Atlast! Thank God !’ exclaimed Willy.

¢ Tgke it—put it in your breast—keep it safe as you value
your eternal soul—ride to Carlisle as fast as your horse will
carry you, and place it instantly before the Sheriff

“Ts it signed ?° '

¢ Yes.

¢ And witnessed ?’

¢The witness will follow in person—a few hours—a very
few—and she will be with you there.

¢ Rotha, God has put it into your heart to do this thing, and
e has given you more than the strength of a strong man !’

¢In how many hours might one ride to Carlisle at the fastest

—in the night and in a cart 7’ asked the girl eagerly.

¢ Five, perhaps, if one knew every inch of the way.’ ,

¢ Then, before you set out, drive round to Armboth, and
ask Mr. Jackson to bring his waggon across to this bridge at
midnight. Let him not say “No” as he hopes for his salva-
tion! And now, good-bye again, and God speed you on your
journey !’
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Willy carried a cloak over his arm. He was throwing it
across Rotha’s unprotected shoulders.

¢ No, no,’ she said, ‘you need it yourself. I shall be back in
a minute.’

And she was gone almost before he was aware.

Willy was turning away when he heard a step behind. T
was the Rev. Nicholas Stevens, lantern in hand, lighting himself
home from a coming-of-age celebration at Smeathwaite. As he
approached, Willy stepped up to him.

¢ Stop,’ cried the parson, ¢was she who parted from you but
now the daughter of the man Simeon Stagg?’

¢ The same, Willy answered.

¢ And she comes from the home of the infacted blacksmith ?°

* She is there again, even now,’ said Willy. I thought you
might wish to take the solace of religion to a dying man—=Garth
is dying.’ '

¢ Back—away—do not touch me—Ilet me pass,’ whispered the
. parson in an accent of dread, shrinking meantime from the
murderous stab of the cloak which Willy carried over his
arm. ,
Rotha was in the cottage once again almost before she had
been missed.

Joe was dozing fitfully. His mother was sighing and whimper-
ing in turns. Her wrinkled face, no longer rigid, was a distressing
spectacle. When Rotha came close to her she whispered :

¢ The lad was wrang, but I dare not have telt im so. Yon
man were none of a father to Joe, though he were my husband,
mair’s the pity. .

Then getting up, glancing nervously at her son, lifting a knife
from the table, creeping to the side of the bed and ripping a hole
in the ticking, she drew out a soiled and crumpled paper.

‘Look you, lass, I took this frae the man’s trunk when he
lodged wi’ yer father and yersel’ at Fornside.

It was a copy of the register of Joe’s birth, showing that he
was the son of a father unknown. ° -

‘1 knew he must have it. He always threatened that he’d
get it. He wad have made mischief wi’ it somehow.’

Mrs. Garth spoke in whispers, but her voice broke her son’s
restless sleep. Garth was sinking fast, but he looked quieter
when his eyes opened again.

¢ I think God has forgiven me my great crime,’ he said calmly,
¢ for the sake of the merciful Saviour, who would not condemn the
woman that was a sinner,’
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Then he crooned over the Quaker hymn—

Though your sins be rsd as scarlet,
He shall wash tiaem white as wool

Infinitely touching was it to hear his poor, feeble, broken voice
spend its last strength so.
¢Sing to me, Rotha,” he said, pausing for breath.
¢Yes, Joe. What shall I sing?’
¢ Sing “ O Lord, my God,”” he answered. And then, over the
murmuring voice of the river, above the low wail of the rising
wind, the girl's sweet, solemn voice, deep with tenderness and
tears, sang the simple old hymn—
0 Lord, my God,
A broken heart
Is all my par:
Spare not Thy rod,
That I may prove
Therein Thy love.

¢Hy, ey, repeated Garth, ¢a broken heart is all my part’
Very tremulous was the voice of the singer as she sang—
0 Lord, my God,
Or ere I die,
And silent lie
Beneath the sod,
Do Thou make whole
This bruiséd soul.

¢This broised soul, murmured the blacksmith,
Rotha had stopped, and buried her face in her hands.
¢ There’s another verse, Rotha; there’s another verse.!
But the singer could sing no more. Then the dying man
‘himgelf sang in his feeble voice, and with panting breath—
Dear Lord, my God—
Weary and worn,
Bleeding and torn—
Spare now Thy rod,
Sorely distressed=—
Lord, give me rests

‘There was a bright light in his eyes. And surely victory was
his at last. The burden was cast off for ever.

¢ Lord, give me rest,” he murmured again, and the tongue that
uttered the prayer spoke no more.

TRotha took his hand. His pulse sank—slower, slower, slower.
His end was like the going out of a lamp—down, down, down—
then a fitful flicker—and then—




$OUT, OUT, BRIEF CANDLE" 261

Deathi, the merciful mediator ; Death, the Just Judge ; Death,
the righter of the wronged ; Death was here—here !

Mrs. Garth’s grief was uncontrollable, 'The hard woman wad
as nerveless as a baby now. Yet it was not at first that she would
accept the evidence of her senses. Reaching over the bed, she
half raised the body in her arms. ,

¢ Why, he’s dead, my boy he's dead !? she cried. ¢ Tell me
he’s not dead, though he lies sa still.’

Rotha drew her away, and, stooping, she kissed the cold wasted
whitened lips. :

At midnight a covered cart drove up to the cottage by the
smithy. John Jackson was on the seat outside. Rothaand Mrs.
Garth got into it. Then they started away.

As they crossed the bridge.and turned the angle of the road
that shut outb the sight of the darkened house they had left, the
two women turned their heads towards it and their hearts sank
within them as they thought of him whom they left behind.
Then they wept together.

CHAPTER XLIX.

PEACE, PEACE, AND R\}ZST.

T Carlisle the time of the end was drawing near. Throughout
the death-day of the blacksmith at Wythburn the two men who
were to die for his crime on the morrow sat together in their cell
in the Donjon tower.

Ralph was as calm as before, and yet more cheerful. The
time of atonement was at hand. The ransom was about to be
paid. To break the hard fate of a life, of many lives, he had
come to die, and death was here!

Bent and feeble, white as his smock, and with staring eyes,
Sim continued to protest that God wonld not let them die at this
time and in this place.

¢ If He does,” he said, ¢ then it is not true what they have told
us, that God watches over all 1’

¢What is that you are saying, old friend?’ returned Ralph.
‘Death comes to everyone. The black camel kneels at the gate
of all. If it came to some here and some there, then it would be
awiul indeed.

¢ But to die before our time is terrible, it is,” said Sim.

v 2
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¢ Before our time—what time ?° said Ralph. ¢To-day or to-
morrow—who shall say which is your time or mine?”

¢ Aye, but to die like this!’ said Sim, and rocked himself iun
his seat. ’

¢ And is it not true that a short death is the sovereign good
hap of life 7’

¢ The shame of it—the shame of it,” Sim muttered.

¢ That touches us not at all;” said Ralph., ¢Only the guilty
can feel the shame of a shameful death. No,no ; death is kindest.
And yet, and yet, old friend, I half repent me of my resolve.
The fatal warrant, which has been the principal witness against
us, was preserved in the sole hope that one day it might serve you
in good stead. For your sake, and yours only, would to Grod that
I might say where I came by it and when !’

*No, no, no,” cried Sim, with a sudden access of resolution
¢T am the guilty man after all, and it is but justice that 1 should
die. But that you should die also—you that are as innocent as
the babe unborn—God will never look down on it, I tell you.
God will never witness it ; never, never!’

At that moment the organ of the chapel of the castle burst
on the ear. It was playing for afternoon service. Then the
voices of the choir came, droned and drowsed and blurred, across
the green and through the thick walls of the tower. The sacred
harmonies swept up to them in their cell as the intoned Litanies
sweep down a long eathedral aisle to those who stand under the
sky at its porch. Deep, rich, full, pure, and solemn. The voice
of peace, peace, and rest.

The two men shut their eyes and listened.

In that world on which they had turned their backs men were
struggling, men were fighting, men’s souls were being torn by
passion. In that world to which their faces were set no haunting,
hurrying footsteps ever fell; no soul was yet vexed by fierce fire,
no dross of budded hope was yet laid low, All wasrestand peace.

The gaoler knocked. A visitor was here to see Ralph. Te
had secured the permission of the Under-Sheriff to see him for
half an hour alone.

Sim rose, and prepared to follow the gaoler.

¢No,” said Ralph, motioning him back ; ‘it is too late for
gecrets to come between you and me. He must stay,’ he added,
turning to the gaoler. '

A moment later Robbie Anderson entered. He was deeply
moved.

¢T was {1 and insensible at the time of the trial,’ he said.
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Then he told the long story of his fruitless quest.

, ‘?ltiy evidence might have saved you,” he said. ¢Is it yet too
ate : ‘

¢ Yes, it is too late,” said Ralph.

¢1 think I could say where the warrant came from.’

¢ Robbie, remember the vow you took never to speak of this
matter again.’ o _

At mention of the warrant Sim had once more crept up
eagerly. Ralph saw that the hope of escape still clung to him.
Would that muddy imperfection remain with him to the last? ~

¢ Robbie, if you ever had any feeling for me as a friend and
comrade, let this thing lie for ever undiscovered in your mind.’

Unable to speak, the young dalesman bent his head. -

¢ As for Sim, it wounds me to the soul. But for myself, what
have I'now to live for ? Nothing. I tried to save the land to
my mother and brother. How is she?’

¢ Something better, as I heard.” -

¢ Poor mother! And—Rotha—is she——"

¢ Bhe is well.

¢Thank God! - Perhaps when these sad events are long gone
by, and have faded away into a dim memory-—perhaps then she
will be happy in my brother’s love.”

¢Willy ?” said Robbie, with look and accent of surprise.

Then there was a pause. '

¢ She has been an angel,” said Robbie feelingly. .

¢ Better than that—she has been a woman; God bless and
keep her !’ said Ralph,

Robbie glanced into Ralph’s face ; tears stood in his eyes.

Sim sat and moaned.

‘My poor little Rotie, he mumbled. ‘My poor little lost
Rotie !’

The days of her childhood had flowed back to him. She was
a child once more in his memory. .

¢ Robbie, said Ralph, ‘since we have been here one strange
passage has befallen me, and I believe it is real and not the effect
of a disturbed fancy.’

¢ What is it, Ralph?’ said Robbie.

. ¢The first night after we were shut up in this place, T thought
in the darkness, being fully awake, that one opened the door. 1
turned my head, thinking it must be the gaoler. But when I
looked it was Rotha. = She had a sweet smile on her dear fice.
It was a smile of hope and cheer. Last night, again, I was
awakened by Sim crying in his sleep—the strange, shrill, tearless
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night-cry that freezes the blood of the listener. Then I lay an
hour awake. Again I thought that one opened the door. I
looked to see Rotha. It was she. I believe she was sent to us
in the spirit as a messenger of peace and hope—hope of that
better world which we are soon to reach,

The gaoler knocked. - Robbie’s time had expired.

¢ How short these last moments seem !’ said Ralph; ¢ yet an
eternity of last moments would be brief. Farewell, my lad!
God bless youl!’

The dalesmen shook hands. Their eyes were averted.

Robbie took his leave with many tears.

Then rose again the voices of the unseen choir within the
chapel. The organ pealed out in loud flute tones that mounted
like a lark—higher, higher, higher, winging its way in the clear
morning air. It was the chant of a returning angel scaling heaven.
Then came the long sweeps of a more solemn harmony. Peace,
peace! Andrest! And rest!

CHAPTER L.
NEXT MORNING.

NEeXT morning at daybreak the hammering of the carpenters had
ceased in the Market Place, and their lamps, that burned dim in
their sockets, like lights across a misty sea, were one by one put
out. Draped in black, the ghastly thing that they had built
during the night steod between the turrets of the guard-house.

Adready the townspeople were awake. People were hurrying
to and fro. Many were entering the houses that looked on to the
market.~ They were eager to secure their points of vantage from
which to view that morning’s spectacle.

The light came slowly. It was a frosty 4morning. t seven
~—<>0'clock a thin vapour hung in the air and waved t¢”and ffo like
/

a veil. It blurred the face of the houses, softened their sharp
outlines, and seemed at some moments to carry them away into
the distance. The sun rose soft and white as an autumn moon
behind a scarf of cloud.

At half-past seven the Market Place was thronged. Onevery
inch of the ground, on every balcony, in every window, over

every portico, along the roofs of the houses north, south, east, .

and west, clinging to the chimney-stacks, hanging high up on

o ]
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the pyramidical turrets of the guard-house itself, astride the
arms of the old cross, peering from between the battlements of
the cathedral tower and the musket lancets of ‘the castle; were
crowded, huddled, piled, the spectators of that morning’s tragedy.

What a motley throng! Some in yellow and red, some in
black ; men, women, and children lifted shoulder-high. Some
with pale faces and bloodshot eyes, some with rubicund com-~
plexion and laughing lips, some bantering as if at a fair, some on
the ground hailing their fellows on the roofs. What a spectacle
were they in themselves! - '

There, ab the north-east of the Market Place, between Scotch
Street and English Street, were half ahundred men and boys in
blouses, seated on the overhanging roof of the wooden shambles.
They were shouting sorry jests at half a dozen hoydenish women
who looked out of the windows of a building raised on pillars
over a well, known as Carnaby’s Folly. ;

On the roof of the guard-house stood five or six soldiersin
red coats. One fellow, with a pipe between his lips, leaned over
the parapet to kiss his hand to a little romping serving-wench
who giggled at him from behind a curtain in a house opposite.
There was an open cairiage in the very heart of that throng
below. Seated within it was a- stately gentleman with a grey
peaked beard, and dressed in black velvet cloak and doublet,
having lace collar and ruffles; and side by side with him was a
delicate young maiden muffled to the throat in fur. The morn-
ing was bitterly cold, but even this frail flower of humanity had
been drawn forth by the business that was now at hand. Where
is she now, and what ?

A spectacle indeed, and for the eye of the mind a spectacle

" - no less various than for the bodily organ.

Bosoms seared and foul and sick with uncleanliness. Hearte:
bound in the fetters of crime. Hot passions broken loose. Dis--
cord ramhpant. Some that smote the breast nightly in the:
anguish of remorse. Some that knew not where to hide from the
eye of conscience the secret sin that corroded the soul.

Lonely, utterly lonely, in this dense throng were some that
shuddered and laughed by turns, :

There were blameless men and women too, drawn by curi-
osity and by another and stronger magnet that they knew of.
How would ‘the condemned meet their end? Would it be with
craven timidity or with the intrepidity of heroes, or again with
the insensibility of brutes? Death was at hand—the inexorable,
the all-powerful. How could mortal man encounter it face ta
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face? 'This was the great problem then; it is the great problem
now.

Two men were to be executed at eight that morning. Again
and again the people turned to lock at the clock. It hung by
the side of the dial in the cupola of the old Town Hall. How
slowly moved its tardy figures! God forgive them, there were
those in that crowd who would have helped forward, if they
could, its passionlesspulse. And a few minutes more or fewer in
this world or the next, of what account were they in the great
audit of men who were doomed to die?

In a room of the guard-house the condemned sat together.
They had been brought from the castle in the night.

“We shall fight our last battle to-day,’ said Ralph. ¢The
enemy will take our camp, but, God willing, we shall have the
victory. Never lower the flag. Cheer up! Keep a brave heart!
A few swift minutes more, and all will be well !’

Sim was crouching at a fire, wringing his lean hands or
clutching his long grey hair.

¢ Ralph, it shall never be? God will never see it done !’

‘Put away the thought,’ replied Ralph. ¢ God has brought
us here.’

Sim jumped to his feet and cried, ¢ Then I will never witness
it—-never !’

Ralph put his hand gently but firmly on Sim’s arm and drew
him back to his seat.

The sound of singing came from without, mingled with
laughter and jeers.

‘Hark!’ cried Sim, ¢hearken to them again; nay, hark !’

Sim put his head aside and listened. Then, leaping up, he
shouted yet more wildly than before, ‘No, no! never, never!’

Ralph took him once more by the arm, and the poor worn
creature sank into his seat with a low wail.

There was commotion in the corridors and chief chamber of
the guard-house.

‘Where is the Sheriff?’ was the question asgked on every
hand.

Willy Ray was there, and bad been for hours closeted w1th
the Sheriff’s assistant.

‘Here is the confession, duly signed,” he said for the fiftieth
time, as he walked nervously to and fro.

¢ No use, none. Without the King’s pardon or reprieve, the
thing must be done.’ .
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$ But the witnesses will be with us within the hour, Put it
back but one little hour and they must be here.’

¢ Impossible. 'Weé hold the King’s warrant, and must obey it
to the letter.’

‘God in heaven! Do you not see yourself, do you not
think that if this thing is done, two innocent men will die?’

¢TIt is not for me to think. My part is to act.’

¢ Where is your chief? Can you go on without him ?’

¢We can and must.’

The clock in the Market Place registered ten minutesto eight.
A pale-faced man in the-crowd started a hymn.

¢ Stop his mouth,’ cried a voice from the roof of the shambles,
¢ the Quaker rascal |’ And the men in blouses started a catch.
But the singing continued; others joined in it, and soon it
swelled to a long wave of song and flowed over that human sea.

But the clock was striking, and before its last bell had
ceased to ring, between the lines of the hymn, a window of the
guard-house was thrown open and a number of men stepped out.
1 In a2 moment the vast concourse washushed to the stillness of

eath.

¢ Where is Wilfrey Lawson?’ whispered one.

The Sheriff was not there. The Under-Sheriff and a burly
fellow in black were standing side by side. :

Among those who were near to the scaffold on the ground in
front of it was one we know. Robbie Andersonhad tramped the
Market Place the long night through. He had not been able to
tear himself from the spot. His eye was the first to catch sight
of two men who came behind the chaplain. One of these walked
with a firm step, a broad-breasted man, with an upturned face.
Supported on his arm the other staggered along, his head on his
breast, his hair whiter, and his step feebler than of old. Necks
were craned forward to catch a glimpse of them.

¢T'his is-terrible,’ Sim whispered.

¢Only a minute more, and it will be over;’ answered Ralph.

Sim burst into tears that shook his whole frame.

¢Bravely, old friend,” Ralph said, melted himself, despite his
words of cheer.

¢ One minute, and we shall meet again. Bravely, then, and
fear not.’

Sim was struggling to regain composure. He succeeded.
His tears were gone, but a wild look came into his face. Ralph
dreaded this more than tears.
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¢ Be quiet, Sim,’ he whispered; ‘be still, and say no word.’

The Under-Sheriff approached Ralph.

¢ Have you any statement to make? * he said.

¢ None.!

¢ Nor you ?’ said the officer, turning to Ralph’s companion.

" Sim was trying to overcome his emotion.

¢ He has nothing to say,’ said Ralph quietly, Then he whis-
pered again in Sim’s ear, ¢ Bravely.’

Removing his arm from Sim’s convulsive grasp, he threw off
his long coat. At that moment the bleared sun lit up his lifted
face. There was a hush of awe.

Then, with a frantic gesture, Sim sprang forward, and seizing
the arm of the Under-Sheriff, he cried hysterically :

¢ Ay, but I have something to say. He is innocent—take me
back and let me prove it—he is innocent—it’s true—it’s true—
I say it’s true—let me prove it.’

With a face charged with sorrow, Ralph walked to Sim and
said, ¢ One moment more and we had clasped hands in heaven.’

But now there was a movement at the back. The Sheriff
himself was seen stepping from the window to the scaffold. He
was followed by Willy Ray and John Jackson. Two women
stood together behind, Rotha and Mrs. Garth.

Willy came forward and fell on his brother’s neck.

‘God has had mercy upon us’ he cried, amid a flood of
tears.

Ralph looked amazed. The Sheriff said something to him
which he did not hear. The words were inaudible to the crowd,
but the quick sympathy of the great heart of the<people caught
the unheard message. ,

¢ A reprieve! A reprieve!’ shouted fifty voices.

A woman fainted at the window behind. It was Rotha.

The two men were led off with staring eyes. They walked
like men in a dream.

Saved ! saved! saved !

Then there went up a mighty shout. It was one vast voice,
more loud than the blast on the mountaing ; more deep than the
roar of the seal

T
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CHAPTER LI

SIX MON FTER.

It was the height of a Cumbrian sumg;er/ Bracken Mere was as

socth as a sheet of glass: hitlgwere green, grey, and purple
to the summits, and their clear outlines stood out against the sky.
The sky itself would have been cloudless but for one long scarf
of plaited white which wore away across a lake of blue. The
ghyll fell like a furled flag. The thin river under the clustering
leaves sang beneath its breath. The sun was hot and the air wag
drowsed by the hum of insects.

And full of happy people was the meadow between the old
house on the Moss and the packhorse road in front of it. It was
the day of the Wythburn sports, and this year it was being cele-
brated at Shoulthwaite. Tents had been pitched here and there
in out-of-the-way corners of the field, and Mrs. Branthwaite,
with her meek face, was appointed chief mistress and dispenser of
the hospitality of the Shoulthwaite household.

* ¢ This is not taty-and-point,” said her husband, with a twinkle
in his eyes and a sensation of liquidity about the lips as he came
up to survey the outspread tables.

Mattha Branthwaite was once more resplendent in those
Chapel-Sunday garments with which, in the perversity of the
old weaver’s unorthodox heart, that auspicious day was not often
honoured. Mrs. Ray had been cairied out in her chair by her
stalwart sons. Her dear old face looked more mellow and peaceful

than before. Folks said the paralysis was passing away. Mattha

himself, who never at any time took a melancholy view of his old
neighbour’s seizure, stands by her chair to-day and fires off hig
-sapient saws at her with the certainty that she appreciates every
saw of them. . '

¢ The dame's to the fore yit,” he says, ‘and lang will be.’

At Mrs. Ray’s feet her son Willy lies on the grass in a blue
jerkin and broad-brimmed black hat with a plume. Willy’s face
is of the type on which trouble tells. Behind him, ard leaning
on the gate that leads from the court to the meadow, is Ralph, in
a loose jacket with deep collar and a straw hat. He looks years
younger than when we saw him last, He is just riow. laughing
heartily at a batch of the schoolmaster’s scholars who are casting
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lots close at hand. = One bullet-headed little fellow has picked up
a couple of pebbles, and after putting them through some unseen
and mysterious mancuvres behind him, is helding them out in
his two little fists, saying— ’

Neevy, neevy nack,
Whether hand will ta tack—
T’ topmer or t’ lowmer ?

‘What hantle of gibberish is that?’ says Monsey Laman
himself.

‘7 is to tumble the poppenoddles,’ cries the bullet-headed
gentleman. And presently the rustic young gamester is tossing
somersets for a penny.

In the middle of the meadow, and encircled by a little crowd
of excited male spectators, two men are trying a fall at wrestling.
Stripped to the waist, they are treating each other to somewhat
demonstrative embraces, ,

At a few yards’ distance another little circle, of more
symmetrical outlines, and comprising both sexes, are standing
with linked hands. A shame-faced young maiden is carrying a
little cushion around her companions, They are playing the
¢ cushion game.’

At one corner of the field there i3 a thicket overgrown with
wild roses, white and red. Robbie Anderson, who has just
escaped from a rebellious gang of lads who have been climbing

. on his shoulders and clinging to his legs, is trying to persuade

Liza Branthwaite that there is something curious and wonderful
lying hidden within this flowery ambush.

¢It’s terrible nice,” he says, rather indefinitely, ¢ Come, lass,

come and see.’

Liza refuses plump, » _

The truth is that Liza has a shrewd suspicion that the penalty
of acquiescence would be a kiss, Now, she has no particular
aversion to that kind of commerce, but since Robbie is so eager,
she has resolved, like a true woman, that his appetite shall be
whetted by a temporary disappointment.

‘Not I, she says, with arms akimbo and a rippling laugh of
knowing mockery. Presently her sprightly little feet are tripping
away.
gtill encircled by half a score of dogs, Robbie returns to the
middle of the meadow, where the wrestlers have given way to
some who are preparing for a race up the fell. Robbie throws off
his coat and cap, and straps a belt about his waist.
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¢'Why, what's this?’ inquires Liza, coming up at the moment,
with mischief in her eyes, and bantering her sweetheart with
~ roguish jeers. ¢ You going to run! Why, you are only a bit of
a boy, you know. How can you expect to win?’

¢ Just you wait and see, little lass,’ says Robbie, with undis-
turbed good humour.

¢Yowll slidder all the way down the fell, sure enough,’” says
Liza.

¢All right; just you get a cabbish-skrunt poultice ready
for my Broken shins,’ says Robbie.

1 wduld scarce venture if I were you,” continues Liza, to the
vast amusement of the bystanders. ¢ Wait till you're a man,
Robbie.’ _ ‘

The competitors—there are six of them—are now stationed;
- the signal is given, and away they go.

The fell is High Seat, and it is steep and rugged. The first
to-round the ‘man’ at the summit and reach the meadow again
wins the prize. ’

Over stones, across streams, tearing through thickets, through
belts of trees—Ilock how they go! Now they arelost to the sight
of the spectators below; now they are seen, and now they are
hidden ; now three of the six emerge near the top.

The excitement in"the field is at full pitch. Liza is beside
herself with anxiety. o

¢Tt's Robbie—no, yes—no—egg him on, do; te-lick; te-
smack.’ :

One man has rounded the summit, and two others follow him

" neck-and-neck. They are coming down, jumping, leaping,
flying. They’re here, here, and it is—yes, it s Robbie that
leads! : :

¢Well done! Splendid! Twelve minutes! Well done!’

¢ Weel, weel, I olas do say 'at ye hev a lang stroke o’ the
grund, Robbie,” says Mattha.

¢And what do you say 7’ says Robbie, panting, and pulling
on his coat as he turns to Liza, who is trying to look absent and
unconcerned.

¢Ay! Did you speak to me? I say that perhaps you didn’t
go round the “man  at all. You were always a bit of a cheat,
you know.’ '

¢ Then here goes for cheating you” Robbie had caught Liza
about the waist, and was drawing her to that rose-covered
thicket. She found he was holding her tight. He was mon-
strously strong. 'What ever was the good of trying to get away?
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Two elderly women were amused spectators of Liza’s ineffectual
struggles. '

¢I suppose you know they are to be wedded,’ said one.

‘I suppose so,” rejoined the other; ‘and I hear that Ralph
is to let a bit of land to Robbie; he has given him a horse, I'm
told.’

Matthew Branthwaite had returned to his station by Mrs.
Ray’s chair. '

“Whear’s Rotha ?” says the old weaver.

¢ She said she would come and bring her father,’ said Willy
from the grass, where he still lay at his mother’s feet.

‘It was bad manishment, my lad, to let the lass gang off
agen with Sim to yon Fornside.’

Mattha is speaking with an insinuating smile.

¢ Could ye not keep her here? Out upon tha for a good to
nowt.’

‘Willy makes no reply to the weaver’s banter.

At that moment Rotha and her father are seen to enter the
meadow by a gate at the lower end.

Ralph steps forward and welcomes the new-comers.

Sim has aged fast these last six months, but he is brighter-
looking and more composed.. The dalespeople have tried hard
to make up to him for their former injustice. He receives their
conciliatory attentions with a somewhat too palpable effort at
cordiality, but he is only less timid than before.

Ralph leads Rotha to a vacant chair near to where his mother
sits.

¢ A Dblithe heart maks a blooming look,” says Mattha to the
girl. Rotha’s face deserves the compliment. To-day it looks as
fresh as it is always beautiful. Bus there is something in it now
that we have never before observed. The long dark lashes half
hide and half reveal a tenderer light than has hitherto stolen
into those deep brown eyes. 'The general expression of the girl's
face is not of laughter nor yet of tears, but of that indescribable
something that lies between these two, when, after a world of
sadness, the heart is glad—the sunshine of an April day.

¢ This seems like the sunny side of the hedge at last, Rotha,’
says Ralph, standing by her side, twirling his straw hat on one
hand.

There is some bustle in their vicinity. The schoolmaster,
who prides himself on having the flectest foot in the district, has
undertaken to catch a rabbit. Trial of speed is made, and he
succeeds in two hundred yards.

PR




SIX MONTHS AFTER ’ 303

‘Theer’s none to match the laal limber Frenchman,” says
- Mattha, ¢ for catching owte frae a rabbit to a slap ower the lug
at auld Nicky Stevens’s.

‘Ha! ha! hal’ laughs Reuben Thwaite, rather boisterously,
as he comes up in time to hear the weaver's conceit. :

¢ There’s one thing I never caught yet, Master Reuben,” says
Monsey.

“And what is it?” says the little blink-eyed dalesman.

¢ A ghost on a lime-and-mould heap !’

‘Hal'ha! ha! He’s got a lad’s heart the laal man has,’
says Mattha, with the manner of a man who is conscious that he
is making an original observation.

And now the sun declines between the Noddle Fell and Blea-
berry. The sports are over, but not yet is the day’s pleasure
done. When darkness has fallen over meadow and mountain
the kitchen of the house on the Moss is alive with bright faces.
The young women of Wythburn have brought their spinning-
wheels, and they sit together and make some pretence to spin.
The young men are outside. The old folks are in another room
with Mrs. Ray. : : : :

Presently a pebble is heard to crack against the window pane.

¢ What ever can it be?’ says one of the maidens with an air -

of profound amazement.

One venturesome damsel goes to the door.

‘Why, it’s a young man!’ she says, with overpowering
agtonishment,

The unexpected creature enters the kitchen, followed by a
longish line of similar apparitions. They seat themselves on the
table, on the skemmels, on the stools between the spinners—
anywhere, everywhere,

‘What sport ensues! what story-telling! what laughing !
what singing !

Ralph comes downstairs, and is hailed with welcomes on all
hands. He is called upon for a song. Yes, he can sing. He
always sang in the old days. He must sing now.

‘I'll sing you something I heard in Lancaster,” he says.

¢ What about—the Lancashire witches??

¢ Who writ it—little Monsey 2’

‘No, but a bigger man than Monsey,’ said Ralph with a smile.

‘He would be a mite if he were no bigger than the school-
master,’ put in that lady of majestic stature Liza Branthwaite.

Then Ralph sang in his deep baritone, ¢ Fear no more the
heat o’ the sun.
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And the click of the spinning-wheels seemed to keep time to
the slow measure of the fine old song.

TLaddie, the collie, was there. He lay at Ralph’s feet with a
solemn face. He was clearly thinking out the grave problems
attaching to the place of dogs on this universe.

¢ Didn’t I hear my name awhile ago ?’ said a voice from be-
hind the door. 'The head of the speaker emerged presently. It
was Monsey Laman. Hehad been banished with the ¢ old folks.’

¢ Come your ways in, schoolmaster, cried Robbie Anderson.
¢ Who says “yes” to a bout of playacting ?° ]

As a good many said ¢ Yes,’ an armchair was forthwith placed
at one corner of the kitchen with its back to the audience.
Monsey mounted it. Robbie went out of doors, and, presently
re-entering with a countenance of most woful solemnity, ap-
proached the chair, bent on one knee, and began to speak—

Oh wad I were a glove upo’ yon hand
’At I med kiss yon fedce.

A loud burst of laughter rewarded this attempt on the life of
the tragic muse. But when the schoolmaster, perched aloft,
affecting a peuking voice (a strangely unnecessary artistic effort),
said s

¢ Art thou not Romeo and a Montague?’ and the alleged
Romeo on his knees replied—‘ Nowther, sweet lass, if owther

_ thoo offend >—the laughter in the auditorium reached the point
of frantic screams. 'The actors, like wise artists, were obviously

indifferent to any question of the kind of impression produced,
and went at their fask with conscientious ardour.

The little schoolmaster smiled serenely, enchantingly, be-
witchingly. Robbie panted and gasped, and sighed and moaned.

¢Did you ever see a man in such a case?’ gaid Liza, wiping
away the hysterical tears of merriment that coursed down her
cheeks. .

(Wait a bit; said Robbie, rather stepping. out of his
character.

Tt was a part of the  business’ of this tragedy, as Robbie had
seen it performed in Carlisle, that Romeo should cast a nosegay
up into the balcony to Juliet. Robbie had provided himself
with the ¢property’ in question, and, pending the moment at -
which it was necessary to use it, he had deposited it on the
floor behind him. - But in the fervour of impersonation, he had
not observed that Liza had crept up and stolen it away.

¢ Where’s them flowers?’ cried Romeo, scarcely sotto voce
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When the nosegay was yielded up to the lover on his
knees, it was found to be about three times as big as Juliet's
head.

The play came to an abrupt conclusion : the spinning-whecls
were pushed aside, a fiddle was brought out, and then followed
a dance.

¢Ivery thing has a stopping spot but time,’ said Mattha
Branthwaite, coming in, his hat and cloak on.

The night was spent. The party must break up.

The girls drew on their bonnets and shawls, and the young
men shouldered the wheels.

A large company were to sail up the mere to the city in the
row-boat, and Rotha, Ralph, and Willy walked with them to
Water’s Head. Sim remained with Mrs. Ray. .

What a night it was! The moon was shining at the full
from a sky of deep blue that was studded with stars, Nota
breath of wind was stirring. The slow beat of the water on the
shingle came to the ear over the light lap against the boat.
The mere stretched miles away. It seemed to be as still as a
white feather on the face of the dead, and to be alive with light.
‘Where the swift but silent current was cut asunder by a rock,
the phosphorescent gleams sent up sheets of brightness. The
boat, which rolled slowly, half-affoat and half-ashore, was bor-
dered by a fringe of silver. "When at one moment a gentle
breeze lifted the water into ripples, countless stars floated down
a white waterway from yonder argent moon. Nota house on
the banks of the mere ; not a sign of life; only the low plash of
wavelets on the pebbles. Hark! What cry was that coming
clear and shrill ? It was the curlew. And when the night bird
was gone she left a silence deeper than before.

The citizens, lads and lasses, old men and dames, got into the
boat. Robbie Anderson and three other young fellows took the
oars. :

¢ We'll row ourselves up in a twinkling,’ said Liza, as Ralph
and Willy pushed the keel off the shingle.

¢Hark ye the lass!’ cried Mattha. ‘We hounds slew the
hare, quo’ the terrier to the cur.

The sage has fired off the last rustic proverb that we shall
ever hear from his garrulous old lips.

‘Whien they were fairly afloat, and rowing hard up the stream,
the girls started a song. '

The three who stood together at the Water’s Head listened
long to the dying voices. '

X
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A step on the path broke their trance. Itwas a lene woman,
bent and feeble. She went by them without a word.

The brothers exchanged a look.

¢ Poor Joe,” said Rotha, almost in a whisper.

But the girl’s cup of joy could bear this memory. She knew
her love at last. .

Willy stepped between Rotha and Ralph. He was deeply
moved. He was about to yield up the dream of his life. He
tried to speak, and stopped. He tried again, and stopped oncs
more. 'Then he took Rotha'’s hand and put it into Ralph’s, and
turned away in silence.

And now these two, long knit together, soul to soul, parted
by sorrow, purified by affliction, ennobled by suffering, stand in
this white moonlight hand in hand.

Hereafter the past is dead to them, and yet lives. 'What was
sown in sorrow is raised in -joy; what was sown in affliction is
raised in peace; what was sown in suffering is raised in love.

And thus the tired old world wags on, and true it is to-day
as yesterday that WHOM GOD'S HAND RESTS ON HAS GOD AT HIS
RIGHT HAND.

PRINTED BY
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408 Woodcuts, Two Coloured and Two Plain Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7's. Gd.

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD. Cr.8vo,cl.,3s.6d.; post8vo,bds.,2s.
DANIEL.—MERRIE ENGLAND IN - THE OLDEN TIME. By GEOrRGE

DanieL. With Illustrations by RoBerRT CRUIKSEANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 64,

DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Port Salvation. By ALPHONSE

DaupeT. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

DAVENANT.—HINTS FOR PARENTS ON THE CHOICE OF A PRO-
FESSION FOR THEIR SONS. By F. DavenanT, M.A. Post 8vo, 1s.3 cl,, 18, Gd.

DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY.
Crown 8vo, 1s, each; cloth Jimp, 1s. 6d. each.
ONE THOUSAND MEDICAL MAXIMS AND SURGICAL HINTS.
NURSERY HINTS: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease.
FOODS FOR THE FAT: A Treatiseon Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure,

AIDS TO LONG LIFE, Crown 8vo, 5.3 cloth limp , s, Gl
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DAVIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE PORTICAL WORKS, for the first

time Collected and Edited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A, B.

GrosarT, D.D,  Two Vols.. crown 8vo. cloth boards, 12s.

DAWSON.—THE FOUNTAIN OF YOUTH: A Novel of Adventure.
Ry Erasmus Dawson, M.B. - Edited by Paur Devon. With Two Illustrations by
Hume NIsBET. Crown 8vo. cloth éxtra, 3s. Gd.

DE GUERIN —THE JOURNAL OF MAURICE DE GUERIN, Edited
v G. S. TREBUTIEN, With a Memoir by SamnTeE-Bruve. Translated from the
2oth French Edition by Jessie P. FRoTHINGHAM. Fcap, 8vo, half-bound, 2%, Gd.

DE MAISTRE.—A JOURNEY ROUND MY ROOM. By Xaviek DE

MarsTre. Translated by HENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd.

DE MILLE.—A CASTLE IN SPAIN. By James DE MiLLE. With a

Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. $d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2%.

DERBY (THEHE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF: A Chronicle
of the Race ¥or THE DERBY, from Diomed. to Donovan. With Brief Accounts of
Tue Oaks. By Lours Henry CURzON, Crown 8vo, cloth éxtra, Gs.

DERWENT (LEITH), NOVELS BY Cr.8vo,cl., 3s.64d. ea.; post 8vo,bds.,2s.ea.

OUR LADY OF TEAR CIRCE’S "LOVERS.

DICKENS (CHARLES), NOVELS BY Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28, each,
SKETCHES BY BO NICHOLAS NICKLEBY.
THE PICKWICK PAPERS. OLIVER TWIST.

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICKENS, 1841-1870, With a New Bibliography.

Edited by RicHARD HERNE SHEPHERD: .Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ()s.—-Also a .

SMALLER EDITION, in the Mavfair Library, post 8vo, cloth:limp, 2. 6
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS, By ALFrRED RiMMER.  With 57 Illurtratlons
by C.A. VANDERHOOF, ALFRED _RIMMER, and others. Sq. 8vo, cloth extra, Vs, Gd.

DICTIONARIES.
A DICTIONARY OF MIRACLES: Imitative, Reahstxc, and Dogmatic. - By the Rev,
E, C. BRewer, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '¥s. .

THE READER’S HANDBOOK OF ALLUSIONS, REFERENCES, PLOTS, AND
STORIESs By the Rev. E. C, BREWER, LL.D. With an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY
Fifteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 78, Gd.

AUTHORS AND THEIR WORKS, WITH THE DATES. Cr, 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
"FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF. 'GREAT MEN. With Historical and Exvplana-
tory Notes. By SaMUEL A, BENT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s, Gd.
SLANG DICTIONARY : Etymological, Historical,and Anecdotal. Cr, 8vo, cl., 6s, 6d,
WOMEN OF THE DAY: A Biographical Dnctxonary. By F.Hays. Cr. 8v0, cl., 58,
WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-
the-Way Matters. By ELtezEr Epwarps., Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78. Gd. |

DIDEROT.—THE PARADOX OF ACTING. Translated, with Annota-
tions, from Diderot’s * Le Paradoxe surle Comédien,” by WALTER HERRIES POLLOCK.
With a Preface by HENRY IrvING, ‘Crown 8vo, parchment, 4s, 6d.

DObSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY.
HOMAS BEWICK & HIS PUPILS, With o5 Illustrations, Square 8vo, cloth, Gs.
FOUR FRENCHWOMEN: MaADEMOISELLE DE COrDAY; MADAME ROLAND; Tre
PrINcESS DE LAMBALLE ; MADAME DE GENLIS, Feap, 8vo hf,-roxburghe, 25, 6d.
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY VIGNETTES. Crown 8vo, ¢loth extra, 6s. [Preparing.

DOBSON (W T. ) WORKS BY. post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each,
LITERARY FRIYOLITIES, FANCIES, FOLLIES, AND FROLICS.
POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICITIES.

DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.
Post 8vo. Illustrated boards, 28, each: cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each,
THE MAN-HUNTER, | WANTED! A DETECTIVE’S TRIUMPHS.
CAUGHT AT LAST! IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW.,
TRACKED AND TAKEN. FROM INFORMATION RECEIVED,
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN?
THE MAN FROM MANCHESTER, With 23 [lustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
¢, 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
TRAGKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page tlustrations by GORDO‘{ BROWNE. Crown
8vo, cloth extia, B« B,

SOYLE (CONAN)—THE FIRN OF GIRDLESTONE. By A Covan

Doy \Ntt\mn i Mieuh Clorke Cruwn 3¥ej clotl Sxithl Sni G




g v BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

DRAMATISTS, THE OLD. with Vignette Portraits, Cr.8vo,cl.ex., 68, per Vol,
BEN JONSON’S WORKS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and a RBio-
graphical Memoir by Wwm. Girrorp. Edited by Col. CunNINGHAM, ‘Lhree Vols.
CHAPMAN’S WORKS., Complete in Three Vols. Vol. 1. contains the Plays
complete; Vol. I1., Poems and Minor Translations, with an Introductory Lssay
by A. C. SwINBURNE ; Vol. IIL., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey.
MARLOWE’S WORKS, Edited, with Notes, by Col. CunNINGHAM. One Vol,
MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From Girrorp’s Text. Edit by Col.CUNNINGHAM, OneVol,

DUNCAN (SARA JEANNETTE), WORKS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d., each,
A SOCIAL DEPARTURE: How Orthodocia and I Went round the World by Our-
selves. With 111 Illustrations by F, H. TowNSEND, .
AN EMERICAN GIRL IN LONDORN. With 8o Illustrations by F. H. TowNsEND,
THE SIMPLE ADVENTURES OF MEM SAHIB., Numerous Illusts, [Preparing.
DYER.—THE FOLK-LORE OF PLANTS, By Rev. T, F. Tuiserron
DvER, M.A. Crown 8vo, clgth extra, §s.
EARLY ENGLISH POETS. Edited, with Introductions and Annota.
tions, by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume,
FLETCHER’S (GILES) COMPLETE POEMS, One Vol
DAYIES’ (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS. Two Vols,
HERRICK’S (ROBERT) COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS. Three Vols,
SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE PQETICAL WORKS. Three Vols.

EDGCUMBE.—ZEPHYRUS : A Holiday in Brazil and on the River Plate.

By E. R. PEARCE Epccumee. With 41 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s.

EDWARDES (MRS. ANNIE), NOVELS BY:
A POINT OF HONOUR. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
ARCHIE LOVELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. &d. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s,

EDWARDS (ELIEZER),—WORDS, FACTS, AND PHRASES: A

Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-ot-the-Way Matters, By Eriszer Ebwarbs,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¢s, Gd.

EDWARDS (M. BETHAM-), NOVELS BY.
. KITTY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, !2s. 3 cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
FELICIA, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

EGERTON.—SUSSEX FOLK & SUSSEX WAYS. ByRev.].C.EGERTON.

With Introduction by Rev. Dr. H WACE, and 4 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., 5s.

EGGLESTON (EDWARD).—ROXY : A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
EMANUEL.—ON DIAMONDS AND PRECIOUS STONES: Their

History, Value, and Properties ; with Simple Tests for ascertaining their Reality. By
HarrY EMANUEL, F.R.G.S. With [llustrations, tinted and plain. Cr. 8vo, cl, ex., 6s,
ENGLISHMAN'S HOUSE, THE: A Practical Guide to all interested in

Selecting or Building a House; with Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &. By C.
RicuarpsoN, With Coloured Frontispiece and 6oo Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, s, 6{

EWALD (ALEX. CHARLES, F.S.A.), WORKS BY.
THE LIFE AND TIMES OF PRINCE CHARLES STUART, Count of Albany
(THE YounGg PRETENDER). With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, cioth extra, 7s. Gd.
STORIES FROM THE STATE PAPERS. With an Autotype. Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs.
EYES, OUR: How to Preserve Them from Infancy to Old Age. By
Joux BrowniNg, F.R.A.8. With 70 Illusts, Eighteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, s,

FAMILIAR SHORT SAYINGS OF GREAT MEN. By SAMUEL ARTHUR

Bewnt, A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, Gd.

FARADAY (MICHAEL), ‘WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 48, §d, each,
THE CHEMICAL HISTORY OF A CANDLE: Lecturesdelivered before a Juvenile
Audience. Edited by WiLrram Crookss. F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations.
ON THE VYARIOUS FORCES OF NATURE, AND THEIR RELATIONS TO
. EACH OTHER. Edited by WiLLiaM Crookes, F,C.S. With Illustrations,
FARRER (J. ANSON), WORKS BY.
MILITARY MANNERS AND CUSTOMS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s.
WAR: Three Essavs. reprinted from *Military Manners.” Cr,8vo, 1s.; cl, 1s, Gd.

E‘ENN (MANVILLE).—THE NEW MISTRESS: A Novel. By G, Mana

VILLE FENN, Autho; of " Double Cuhning,” &, Crown 8vo, cleth exira, s, Gd,

@R,
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" FIN-BEC.—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Art of

Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. $d. [

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING ; or, The Pyro-

technist’s Treasury., By Tuomas KEnTisH, With 267 Illustrations, Cr. 8vo, cl., S,

FITZGERALD (PERCY, M.A,, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. )
THE WORLD BEHIND THE SCENES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Bs. G,
LITTLE ESSAYS: Passages from Letters of CHARLES LaMB. Post 8vo, cl., 28, Bd.
A DAY’S TOUR: Journey through France and Belgium, With Sketches. Cr. 4to, As.
FATAL ZERO. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. G, : post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
Past 8vo, illustreted boards, . each.
BELLA DONNSA, , LADY OF BRANTOME, ' THE SECOND MRS. TILLOTSON.
POLLY, NEYER FORGOTTEN, SEVENTY-FIVE BROOKE STREET,
LIFE OF JAMES BOSWELL (of Auchinleck). With an Account of his Sayings,
Doings, and Writings ; and Four Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24s.

?LAMMARION.—URANIA: A Romance, By CAMILLE FLAMMARION,
Translated by Aveusta Rice STETSON, With 87 Illustrations by DE BieLERr,

MyrBAcH, and GAMBARD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Hs.

FLETCHER’S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS : Christ’s Victorie
in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ’s Triumph over Death, and Minor
Poems. With Notes by Rev. A. B. Grosart, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, Ga.

FLUDYER (HARRY) AT CAMBRIDGE: A Series of Family Letters,

Post 8vo, picture cover, 1s. 3 cloth limp, 1s. 6d.
FONBLANQUE (ALBANY).—FILTHY LUCRE. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 25,
FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Bs. 64d., each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, s, each.
ONE BY ONE.| QUEEN Gp_lil{ETUAiAﬁEILIA_ QUEEN. | KING OR KNAYE?
OLYMPIA. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s. | ESTHER'S GLOYE, Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover, 1s,
ROMANCES OF THE LAW, Crown Svo, cloth, &s. 5 post 8vo, illust. boards, 2w.

FREDERIC (HARCLD), NOVELS BY.
SETH’S BROTHER’S WIFE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
THE LAWTON GIRL, With Frontispiece by F, BARNARD. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Gs.
post 8vo, illustrated boards, s,

FRENCH LITERATURE, A RISTORY OF. By Henry Van Laun.
Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, ¥s. Gd. each.

FRERE.—PANDURANG HARI; or, Mémoirs of a Hindoo. With Pre-

face by Sir BARTLE FRERE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. @d. 3 post 8vo, illust, bds., 2s.

FRISWELL (HAIN).—ONE OF TWO: ANovel. Post 8vo, illust. bds,, 2s.

FROST (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gd. each,
CIRCUS LIFE AND CIRCUS CELEBRITIES. | LIVES OF THE CONJURERS,
THE OLD SHOWMEN AND THE OLD LONDON FAIRS.

FRY’S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES,
Showing their Name, Date of Foundation, Objects, Income, Officials, &c. Edited
by Joun Lane. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. Gd.

GARDENING BOOKS. Post svo. 1s. each; cloth limp, As. Gd, each.

A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE : Practical Advice as to the
Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By Georce GLenyy.

HOUSEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and JanE JERROLD., Hlustrated,

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT. By Towm JErRROLD,

CUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook Them, By
Towm JERROLD. Crown 8vo;.cloth, 1s. 6d.

MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE, By Francis G, Heartn.
Crown 8vo, clath/gxtra, gilt edees, Gs.

GARRETT.—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel. By Epwanp Gannerr:

Crown 8vo, cloth éxtra, 3. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

GENTLEMAN’S MAGAZINE, THE, Is. Monthly. In addition to the
Articles upon subjects in Literature, Science, and Art* for which this Magazine has
so high a reputation, “ TABLE TALK” by SyLvanus Ursan appears monthly. .
*¢* Bound Volumes for vecent years keptin stock, 8s. Gd, cach ; Cases for binding, 23,




to BOOKS PUBLISHED BY
GENTLEMAN'S ANNUAL, THE. Published Annually in November. 1s.

The 1892 Annual, written by T, W, SpereHr, is entitled ¥ THE LOUDWATER
» TRAGEDY.”

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES, Collected by the Brothers Grimm
and Translated by EpGaR TAyLor., With Introdiction by Joux RuskixN, and 22 Steel
Plates after GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, Gs. Gd.: gilt edges, 7x, Gd.

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each,
ROBIN GRAY. | LOVING A DREAM, | THE GOLDEN SHAFT.
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. OF HIGH DEGREE.,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2%, each.

THE DEAD HEART. IN LOVE BND WAR.

- FOR LACK OF GOLD. - A HEART’S PROBLEM.
WHAT WILL THE WORLD SAY? BY MEAD AND STREAM.
FOR THE KING. | A HARD KNOT. | THE BRAES OF YARROW.
QUEEN OF THE. MEADOW, FANCY FREE. | IN HONGUR BOURND.
1N PASTURES GREEN. HEART’S DELIGHT. | BLOOD-MONEY,

GIBNEY (SOMERVILLE).—SENTENCED! Cr. 8vo,1s.; cl., 1s. 6d,

GILBERT (WILLIAM), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards. s, each.
DR, AUSTIN’S GUESTS, . JAMES DUKE, COSTERMONGER. -
THE WIZARD OF THE MOUNTAIN,

GILBERT (W. 5.), ORIGINAL PLAYS BY, Two Series, 2s. 6d. each.

The First SERIES contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Truth-—~Trial by Jury.
The SeconDp SERIES: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan’l
Druce—Tom Cobb—H.M.S, * Pinafore"—The Sorcerer—Pirates of Penzance,
EIGHT ORIGINAL COMIC OPERAS written by W. S. GILBERT. Containing:
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. *Pinafore”—Pirates of Penzance—lolanthe—Patience—
Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by Jury. _Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
THE “GILBERT AND SULLIVAN” BIRTHDAY BOOK: Quotations for Every
Day in the Year, Selected from Plays by W. S. GIiLBERT set to Music by Sir A,
SurLivan. Compiled by ALex. Warson. Royal 16mo, Jap. leather, 2s. Gd.

GLANVILLE (ERNEST), NOVELS BY.

THE LOST HEIRESS: A Tale of Love, Battle and Adventure. With 2 Illusts, by
Huume NISBET. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 5 post 8vo, illustrated boards, @s.

THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonaland.” With Frontispiece and Vignette
by Hume NisgeT. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.

by HUME NISRET. SeC0nd . e Ty

GLENNY.—A YEAR’'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOUSE:
Practical Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By GEorge GLENNY. Post 8vo, 8.3 cloth limp, 1s. Gd.

GODWIN.—LIVES OF THE NECROMANCERS. By WiLriam Gop-

win. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THE: An Encyclopzdia of
QuoraTions. Edited by TuroporE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. Gid.

GOODMAN.—THE FATE OF HERBERT WAYNE. By E. J. Goop-

Man, Author of “Too Curious.” Crown 8vo, cloth, 38, Gd.

GOWING.—FIVE THOUSAND MILES IN A SLEDGE: A Midwinter
Journey Across Siberia. By LiontL F. Gowing. With 30 Illustrations by C. J.
UREN, and a Map by E. WELLER, Large crown 8vo, cloth extra. Ss.

GRAOAWM. —THE PROFESSOR’S WIFE: A Story DBy LEeonarD
GranaM. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, i8.

GREEKS AND ROMANS, THE LIFE OF THE, described from
Antique Monuments.,. By ERNST Gunr and W. Koner, Edited by Dr. F. HUEFFER,

_ﬁVVith 545 1llustrations. Large crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, Gd. .

GREENWOOD (JAMES y WORKS BY. cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gal. each,
THE WILDS OF LONDON, | LOW-LIFE DEEPS.

GREVILLE (HENRY), NOVELS BY:

NIKANOR. Translated by Eriza E. CuasE. With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
A NOBLE WOMAN. Crown8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

GRIFFITH,—CORINTIMA MARAZION: A Novel. By CeciL GRIF-

FITH; Author of ¥ Victory Deane,” &c, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Fs. Gd.
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HABBERTON (JOHN, Author of * Helen's Babies ), NOVELS BY.

: Post 8vo, illustrated boards 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. Gd. each,
- _BRUETON’S BAYOQU, : | COURTRY LUCK.

HAIR, THE: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pincus. Crown 8vo, 1s. -

HAKE (DR. THOMAS GORDON), POENMS BY. c. 8vo, cl. ex., Bs. each.
NEW SYMBOLS, | LEGERDS OF THE MORROW, | ~ THE SERPENT PLAY,
MAIDEN ECSTASY. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s,

HALL.-SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mis. S, C. Harr,

With numerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and
GEORGE CruIksHANK., Medium 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

HALLIDAY (ANDP ).—-EVERY-DAY PAPERS. Post 8vo, bds., 2s.
HANDWRITING, 1'dE PHILOSOPHY OF. With over 100 Facsimiles

and Explanatory Text, By Don FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. G,

HANKY-PANKY: & Collection of Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult

Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c. Edited by W. H, CreEMER, With 200

Hlustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s, 6d.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). — PAUL WYNTER’S SACRIFICE. By

Lady Durrus Harpy. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

HARDY (THOMAS). —UNDER THE GREEN WO00D TREE. By
Tuoumas Harpy, Author of * Far from the Madding Crowd.” With Portrait and 13
Ilustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28,

HARPER.—THE BRIGHTON ROAD : Old Times and New on a Classic
Highway, By CuarrEs G. HarpER, With a Photogravure Frontispiece and go Illus-
trations, Démy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s. .

HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J. BErwick HArWooD, Dost
__ 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS BY. Square §vo, cloth extra, 6s. each,
THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations,
THE ART OF DECORATION, With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations,
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN. With 8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcats,
THE ART OF DRESS. With 3z Illustrations,  Post 8vo, 1s.3 cloth, 1s, Gd,
CHAUCER FOR SGHOOLS. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, s, Ga,

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,[{A. ).—AMERICAN HUMORISTS : Wasainaton
IrRvING, OLIVER WENDELL HorLmes, JaMES RusserL LowELL, ARTEMUS WaRrb,
MARk TwaIN, and BRET HARTE. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel, By

____HawrEY SMART. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, $8. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
HAWTHORNE. —OUR OLD HONE. By NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE,
Annotated with Passages from the Author's Note-book, and Illustrated with 3
.___Photogravures. Two Vols., crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 15s.
HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. :
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each.
GARTH, ] ELLICE QUENTIN. , BEATRIX RANDOLPH. | DUST,

SEBASTIAN STROME, DAVID POINDEXTER.
THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA,

FORTUNE’S FOOL. :
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, @s. each.
HI5S CADOGNA, | LOYE—OR A NAME.
MRS GRINSBOROUGH’S DIAMONDS. Foap. 8vo. illustrated cover, 1s,
HEATH.—-MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT I GREW THERE,
By Fravcrs Georee HeatH, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, Gs.
HELPS (SIR: ARTHUR), WORKS BY. Tost 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each,
ANIMALS AND THEIR MASTERS. | SOCIAL PRESSURE.
IVARN DE BIRON: A Novel. Cr.8vo, o, extra, 3s. 6d. 5 post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s.
HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE: A Novel, ' By Isasc HENDERSON.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
HERMAN.—A LEADING LADY. By Henry HERMAN, joint-Authorp
of “The Bishops’ Bible,” Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s, 3 cloth extra) 23, 6d,




12 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

HERRICK'S (ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AND
COMPLETE COLLECTED POEMS, With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the
Rev. A. B, GrosarT, D.D. ; Steel Portrait, &c. ‘Fhree Vols., crown 8vo, cl. bds., lssf

HERTZKA.— FREELAND : A’ Social Anticipation. - By Dr. THEODOR

Herrzxa, Translated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

HESSE-WARTEGG.—TUNIS : The TLand and the People. By Chevalier

FrNST vON HESSE-WARTEGG, With 22 llustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth exira, 3s. Gd.
HILL.—TREASON-FELONY : A Novel. By JouN HiLr, Two Vols.

HINDLEY (CHARLES), WORKS BY.
TAVERN ANECDOTES AND SAYINGS: Including Reminiscences connected with
Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c, With Ilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. By ONE oF THE Fra-
TERNITY. Edited by CHARLES HinDLEY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64,

HOEY.—THE LOVER’S CREED. By Mrs. CasugeL Hoev. Post 8vo, 2s.
HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown 8vo, 1s.

HOLMES.—THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
PRESERYATION. By Gorpon Hormes, M.D. Crown 8vo, 1843 cloth, 1s. Gd.,

HOLMES (OLIVER WENDELL), WORKS BY.
THE, AUTOCRAT OF THE BREAKFAST-TABLE, Illustrated by J. GORDON
THomsoN. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd.—Anocther Edition, in smaller type, with
an Introduction by G. A, SaLa. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28.
THE PROFESSOR AT THE BREAKFAST-TABLE, Post3vo, cloth limp, 2s.

HOOD’S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, With Life

of the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.
HOOD’S WHIMS AND ODDITIES. With 85 Illustrations. Post 8vo, printed on
laid paper and half-bound, 2s.

HOOD (TOM).—FROM NOWHERE TO THE NORTH POLE: A
Noah's Arkaeological Narrative, By Tom Hoob, With 25 Illustrations by W, BRUNTON
and E. C. Barnes. Square 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edgis, Gs.

HO00K’S (THEODORE) CHOICE HUMOROUS WORKS ; including his
Ludicrous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author,
Portraits, Facsimiles, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d.

TI00OPER.—THE HOUSE OF RABY: A Novel. By Mrs, GEORGE
Hooprer. Post 8x_ro, illustrated boards, 2s.

HOPKINS,—"TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY:” A Novel. By TIGHE

___Hopkins. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28,

HORNE. —ORION: An Epic Poem, By RicHARD HENGIST HORNE.
With Photographic Portrait by SuMMERS. Tenth Edition, Cr.8vo, cloth extra, 7s.

HORSE (THE) AND HIS RIDER: An Anecdotic Medley. By * THOR-
. MANBY." Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
YUNGERFORD (MRS.), Author of * Molly Bawn,” NOVELS BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
X MAIDEN ALL FORLORN. | IN DURANCE VILE. | A MENTAL STRUGGLE.
MARVEL. ] K MODERN CIRCE. .
HUNT.—ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A TALE FOr a CHIMNEY CORNER,

&c. Edited by EpMunD OLLIER. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and halt-bd., 2s.

HUNT (MRS, ALFRED&, NOVELS BY.
Se
I

Crown 8vo, cloth exfra, Gd. each: post 8vo, illustrated boards, @s. each,

THE LEADEN CASKET. __S)?LE::@SIPEMQEHJJ | THAT OTHER PERSON.
THORNICROFT'S MODEL, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, Zs.

___IQE{S. JULIET. Three Vols,, crown 8vo.

HUTCHISON.—HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING. By W. M. HUTCHISON.
With 25 Ilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. _

HYDROPHOBIA : An Account of M. PASTEUR’S System ; Technique of
his Method, and Statistics. By Renaup Suzor, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

__ his Method, and Statistics, By RENAUD SUZOR, 2.2 - 0 =
IDLER (THE) : A Monthly Magazine, Edited by JEroME K. JEROME
and ROBERT E. BARR, Profusely Ilustrated, Sixpence Monthly.—Vol. I. now
ready, cloth extra, price 53,3 Cases for Bipding, 18, Gd,
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INGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. With 24 Illustrations

by G.J. PinweLL. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
INDOOR PAUPERS. By Owe or Trem. Crown8vo, 1.3 cloth, 1s. 6d.,
IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by

A. PERCEVAL GRAVES, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 3s. 6d.

JAMES.—A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN’S HOUNDS. By CuarLEs

JaMEs. Post 8vo, picture cover, #s. j cloth limp, is. 6d.

JANVIER.—PRACTICAL KERAMICS FOR STUDENTS. By CATHERINE

A. Janvier, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

JAY (HARRIETT), NOVELS BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each,
THE DARK COLLKEEN. | THE QUKEN OF CONNAUGHT,
JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
NATURE NEAR LOKNDOK.| THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS.| THE OPEN AIR.
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By WALTER Besant, Second Edi-
tion., With a Photograph Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY.
CURIOSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2¢. 6d.
LORD TENNYSON: A Biographical Sketch, Witha Photograph. Cr. 8vo, cl., Gs,

JEROME,—STAGELAND. By Jeromt K. Jerome. With 64 Illustra-

tions by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. _Square 8vo, picture cover, 18, 3 cloth limp, 2s.

JERROLD.—THE BARBER’S CHAIR ; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS.
By DoucLas JERROLD. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and halt-bound, 2s.
JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, 1s. each; p!oth limp, 28, Gd. each,

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT.
HOUSEHOLD HORTIGULTURE: A Gossip about Flowers, Illustrated,
OUR KITCHEN GARDEN: The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr. 8vo,cl., As.6d,

JESSE.—SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By
EDwARD JEssE, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28,

JONES (WILLIAM, F.S.A.), WORKS BY. Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 78, Gl each,

FINGER-RING LORE: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300
Illustrations. Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged.

CREDULITIES, PAST AND PRESENT. Includingthe Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals,
Birds, Eggs, Luck, &. With an Etched Frontispiece. .

CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History of Regalia. With 100 Illustrations.

JONSON’S (BEN) WORXS. With Notes Critical and Explanatory
and a Biographical Memoir by WirLiam Grrrorp. Edited by Colonel CUNNING=-
HAaM. Three Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth extra, @s. each,

JOSEPHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by WHISTON.
Containing “ The Antiquities of the Jews” and ! The Wars ot the {ews.” With 52
Tllustrations and Maps. Two Vols.."demy 8vo, half-bound, 12s, Gd. .

'KEMPT.——PENCIL AND PALETTE : Chapters on Art and Artists. By

RoserT KEmpT. < Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Hd. .

KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Humorous

Sketches. By Marx KErsuaw, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28, ; cloth, 2%, Gd,

“KEYSER. — CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel. By ArTHUR KnysEk.

Crown 8vo, picture cover, 18,3 cloth limp, 18, Gd.

KING (R. ASHE), NOVELS BY. cr ‘8‘vo, cl,, 3s. Gd. ea.; post8vo, bds,, s. ea,

A DRAWN GAME. | “THE WEARING OF THE GREEN.”
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
PASSION’S SLAVE. i BELL BARRY. .

KNIGHTS (THE) OF THE LION ; A Romance of the Thirteenth Century.

Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS of LorNE, K.T. Cr.8vo, cl, ez, s
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KNIGHT. — THE PATIENT’S VADE MECUM: How to Get Most

Benefit from Medical Advice, By WirLiam Kwigar, M.R.C.S., and. Epwarp
KwieuT, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, 1s.3 cloth limp, is. Gd.

LAMB’S (CHARLES) COMPLETE WORKS, in Prose and Verse,

including “ Poetry for Children” and * Prince Dorus,” Edited, with Notes and
Introduction, by R, H. SerpuERD, With Two Portraits and Facsimile of a page
of the ‘“Essay on Roast Pig* Crown 8vo, half-bound, ¥s, Gd.

THE ESSAYS OF ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.

LITTLE ESSAYS: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LaMs, selected from his
Letters by PERCY F11ZGERALD. _Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. Ga.

THE DRAMATIC ESSAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With Introduction and Notes
by BRANDER MATTHEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait, Fcap. 8ve, hf.-bd.,, s, d,

LANDOR.—CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILLIAM SHAKS-
PRARE, &c., before Sir Tuomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, 1g9th September, 1552,
To which is added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMURD SPENSER with the
Earl of Essex, touching the State of Ireland, 1595, By WALTER Savack LANDOR,
Fcap, 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. y

LANE.—THE THOUSAND AND ONE NIGHTS, commonly called in
England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS. Translated from the
Arabic, with Notes, by EpwARD WiLLiaM Lane. Illpstrated by many hundred
Engravings from Designs by Harvey, Edited by EDWARD STANLEY Poore, Witha
Preface by Stanrey Lane-PooLe. Three Vols,, demy 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s, Gd. each,

LARWOOD (JACOB), WORKS BY.
THE STORY OF THE LONDON PARKS. With Illusts. Cr.8vo, cl. extra, 3a. 6d,
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY: The Antiquities, Humours, and Eccentricities of
the Cloth, Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. $d, each,
FORENSIC ANECDOTES. | THEATRICAL ANECDOTES.
LEIGH (HENRY S.), WORKS BY.
CAROLS OF COCKAVNE. Printed on hand-made paper, bound in buckram, &s.
JEUX D’ESPRIT. Edited by HExryY S. LEIGH. Post 8vo, cloth limp, @5, 6d.
LEYS (JOHN).—THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Post 8vo,illust. bds., 2s.

LIFE IN LONDON; or, The History of JERRY HawTHORN and Cor-
INTHIAN ToMm, With CruiksuaN®’s Coloured Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
75, Gd. [New Edition preparing.

LINTON (E. LYNN), WORKS BY. Postsvo, cloth limp, 2s, Gd. each.
WITCH STORIES. ..l __OURSELVYES: Essavs ox WoMEN,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, Zs.each.

SOWING THE WIND. UNDER WHICH LORD?

PATRICIA KEMBALL, “MY LOVE!” ] IONE,
ATONEMERT OF LEAM DUNDAS. PASTON CAREW, Millionaire & Miser,
THE WORLD WELL LOST.

Post 8vo, iilustrated boards, 2%, each.

THE REBEL OF THE FAMILY, i WITH A SILKEN THREAD,
FRE%S}E)?TING: Extracts from the Works of Mrs. Lynn LinToN, Post 8vo, cloth,
5. Gd.

LONGFELLOW’S POETICAL WORKS. With numerous Illustrations

on Steeland Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Novel. By Henry W. Lucy., Crown

8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2=,

LUSIAD (THE) OF CAIMOENS, ‘Iranslated into English Spenserian
Verse by Rosrrt FrrEncy Durr. With 14 Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth boards, 18s,
W[ACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY.

TERESA ITASCA, and other Stories. Crown 8vo, bound in canvas, 25. 6d.
BROKEN WINGS, With 6 Illusts. by W. J.- HENNEssy. Crawn 8vo, cloth extra, @s,

MACCOLL (HUGH), NOVELS BY.

MR. STRANGER’S SEALED PACKET. Second Edition Crown 8 1, .
EDNOR WHITLOCK, Crown 8vo. cloth extra. §s. ! v, cl. extra, 58

MACDONELL.—QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel, By AGNES MACDONELL,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, 6. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, s, o




. g

,

e s S LT SRS e ', ol

f
/
/ .

CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICEADILLY.

J— -
MeCARTHY (JUSTIN, M.P.), WORKS BY.
A HISTORY OF QUR OWN TIMES, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the
General Election of 1880, Four Vols, demy 8vo, cloth extra, 225, each.—Also
2 PopPurLAr EprtioN, in Four Vols., crown’ 8vo, cloth extra, §s. each.—And a
{UBILEE Epirion, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols,,
arge crown 8vo, cloth extra, 'vs, Gd. each,
A SHORT HISTORY OF OUR QWN TIMES. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs,
—~—Also a CHEAP Porurar EDITIoN, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. Gd.

A HISTORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES. Four Vols, He&)y 8vo,
125, each,

i3

cloth extra,
[Vols. I. & II, ready,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Be. G, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS, MISS MISANTHROPE,

MY EREMY’S DAUGHTER, DONNA QUIXOTE,
A FAIR SAXON, THE COMET OF X SEASON,
LINLEY ROCHFORD., MAID OF ATHEKNS.
DEAR LADY DISDAIN. CAMIOLA: A Girl with a Fortune,

“THE RIGHT HONOURABLES By JusTiN McCarray,
PRrRAED, Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs,

MeCARTHY (JUSTIN H., M.P.), WORKS BY. .
THE FRENCH REVOLUTION, Four Vols,, 8vo, s, each. [Vols. 1, & I1, reddy,
AN QUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is, ;

cloth, Es. td.
IRELAND SINCE THE UNION : Irish History, 1798-1836, Crown 8vo, cloth, Gs,

M.P.,and Mrs,CAMPBELL.

HAFIZ IN LONDON : Poems,  Small 8vo, gold cloth, Bs, G4,
HARLEQUINADE : Poems. Small 4to, Japanese vellum, Ss,

OUR SENSATION N OYEL, Crown 8vo, picture cover, Ls. 5 cloth limp, 2s, Gd.
DOOM! An Atlantic Episode. Crown 8vo, picture cover, s,

DOLLY : A Sketch, Crown 8vo, picture cover, As.;5 cloth limp, As. Gel.

LILY LASS: A Romance, Crown 8vo, picture cover, #s. 5 cloth limp, Xs, Gd.
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales.

Edited' by Jusyrn H.
McCARTHY. With 2 Photogravures by StanLey L, Woop, Two Vols., crown
8vo, half-bound, 12s. :

MA‘(I)YBONALD (GEORGE, LL.D.), WORKS BY,

MACGREGOR, — PASTINES AND PLAYERS: Nots

RKS OF FANCY ARND IMEGINAETION, Ten Vols,, cl. extra, gilt edges, in cloth
case, 21s.  Or the Vols, may be had separately, in grolier cl, at 2s. 6d. cach,
Vol. 1. WirHIN axD WiTHOUT.—THE HIDDEN Lirr,

OOX OF SONNETS.—ORGAN Songs,
E D NIGHTS,~—A Book or DRrEAMS,~—

» V. & VI PHaNTASTES: A Faerie Romance. | ~Vol. VII, Tug PorTENT,

~—~LITTLE Davrigur
ASTLE.~THE Broxey

THE POETICAL WORKS "OF DR, GE'O‘R_G‘E—MACDONALD

. Collected and
arranged by the Author. 2 vols,, crown 8vo, buckram, 12s. .

Shortly,
A THREEFOLD CORD. Poems by Three Friends. Edited by Dr. GEOREE Mac-
DoNALD., Post 8vo, cloth, 3s.

___ HEATHER AND SNOW: A Novel, 2 vols., crown 8vo, [Shortly,

es on Popular
_Gawes. By Roserr MACGREGOR. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. (118

' MTACQUOID (MRS.), WORKS BY,

'
H

MACKAY.—IN TERLUDES AND UNDERTONES ; or, Music a Twilight,

By CHARLES MAcEay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

MACLISE PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-

ARY CHARAGTERS: 85 PORTRAITS; with Memoirs — Biographical, Critical,

Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of
the Present Century, by Wirrian BatEes, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s., Gd.
Square 8vo,

, cloth extra, 7s, Gd. each,
IN THE ARDENNES. With 30 llustrations by Tromas R. Macouorp,
PICTURES AND LEGENDS FROM NORMANDY AND BERITTANY. With
34 Illustrations by Tromas R, Macguorp,
THROUGH NORMANDY, With 93 Illustrations by T. R, MacQuoin, and a Map,
THROUGH BRITTANY, With 35 Illustrations by T. R.

e Macguorp, and a Map,
ABOUT YORKSHIRE, With 67 Illustrations by T. R, Ma

th 67 tions by T, CQUOID,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each,
HE EVIL EYE, and other Stories, | LOST ROSE,
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MAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical

Directions for producing the Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and preparing Lantern
Slides. By T. C. HepworTH, With 10 Illustrations. Cr, 8vo, Is.3 cloth, Is. Gd.

MAGICIAN’S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual Experience, Edited by W, H,
CrREMER. Withzoo Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s, Gd. .

MAGNA CHARTA: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British

Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, Hx,

MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY.
THE NEW REPUBLIC. Post 8vo, picture cover, 2.5 cloth limp, 2s. $d.
THE NEW PAUL & VIRGINIA: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 28, 6d.
POEMS. Small 4to, parchment, 8s,
1S LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, @s. [Shortiy,

MALLORY’S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of
King Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table, (A Selection.) Edited by B.
MONTGOMERIE RavxiNg. . Post 8vo, cloth limp, &8s,

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '‘¢s. Gd. each.
THE CHOICE WORKS OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout
by the Author, With Life, Portrait, and numerous IHustrations.
ROUGHING IT, and INNOCENTS AT HOME, With 200 Illusts. by F. A, Fraskr,
MARK TWAIN’S LIBRARY OF HUMOUR. With 197 Illustrations.
A YANRKEE AT THE COURT OF KING ARTHUR, With 220 Illusts. by BEArD.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust, boards, 2s. each,
. THE INNOCENTS ABROQAD; or, New Pilgrim’s Progress. With 234 Illustrations.
(The Two-Shilling Edition is entitled MARK TWAIN’S PLEASURE TRIP,)
THE GILDED AGE. By MARk Twain and C. D. WARNER. With 212 Illustrations.
THE ADYENRTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With 111 Illustrations,
E TRAMP ABROAD, With 314 illustrations.
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER. With 1go Illustrations.
LIFE ON THE MISSISSIPPI. With 300 Illustrations.
ADVENTURES OF HUCKLEBERRY FINN. With 174 Illusts. by E. W, KeMBLE.
MARK TWAIN'S SKETCHES. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT, &c. Cr, 8vo, cl., G8. 3 post 8vo, illust, bds., 2s,
THE AMERICAN CLAIMANT, With 8: Illustrations by HaL Hurst and Dan
Bearp. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

MARLOWE’S WORKS. Including his Translations, Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. CunNINGHAM, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
MARRYAT (FLORENCE), sNOVELS BY. Post 8vo, iliust, boards, Zs.each.

A HARVEST OF WILD OAT FIGHTING THE AIR.
OPEN ! SESAME ! 1 WRITTEN IN FIRE.

MASSINGER’S PLAYS. From the Text of WiLLiaMm GIFFORD,.. Edited

by Col. CuNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo,.cloth extra, Gs.

MASTERMAN.—HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel. By J.

MasTERMAN, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By BRANDER MATTHEWS,

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.3 cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

WAYHEW.—LONDON CHARACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS SIDE

OF LONDON LIFE, By Henry MavHEw. With Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d,

MENKEN.—INFELICIA: Poems by ADan Isaacs MENKEN.  With
Illustrations by F. E, LuMmis and F, O, C, DARLEY. Small 4to, cloth extra, ¥s, Gd.

MERRICK.—THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By LroNaRD MERRICE,

Author of “Violet Moses,” &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. [Shortly.

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By

A.E. SweET and J. Armoy Knox., With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.,

/

MIDDLEMASS (JEAN), NOVELS 'BY. Post 8vo, illust, boards, 2. each, /

TOUCH AND GO. WMR. DORILLION. /
MILLER.—PHYSIOLOGY FOR THE YOUNG ; or, The House of Life

Human Physiology, with its application to the Preservation of Health. By My
F.FeExwick MILLER, With numerous Illusirations, Post 8vo, cloth limp, s, Gd

' /
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MILTON (J. L.), WORKS -BY. " Post 8vo, 1s. each ;. cloth, 1s. Gd, each.
THE HYGIENE OF THE SKIN. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, &c.
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE SKIN,

THE LAWS OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN.

_ THE SUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy 8vo, Es,

MINTO (WHM.)—WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr:8vo,1s. ; cloth, 1s. 6d.

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY.
HATHERCOURT RECTORY. Post8vo, illustrated boards, s
__ THAT GIRL IH BLACK. Crown 8vo, cloth, s, G,

IIOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY.
" THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s, -
PROSE AND YERSE, Humorous, Satirical, and Sentimental, by ‘T'HoMas Moorr;
with Suppressed Passages from the Mrmoirs or Lorp ByrRon. Edited by R,
 HErNE SHEPHERD, With Portrait, Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

MUDDGCK (J. E.), STORIES BY.
STORIES WEIRD AND WONDERFUL. Post8vo, illust, boards, 2s. 5 cloth, 2s. Gd.
THE DERD MAN’S BECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by
F, BarnarDp., Crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s. 5 post 8vo, illustrated boards, £s.
MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance of Old Sherwood Forest, With
1z Hlustrations by STANLEY L. Woon. Crown §vo, cloth extra, $s.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post8vo, illustrated boards, 2a. each.

A LIFE’S ATONEMENT, | HEARTS. BYTHE GATE OF THE SEA.
JOSEPH’S COAT. WAY OF THE WORLD| A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE.
COALS OF FIRE. A MODEL FATHER. FIRST PERSON SINGULAR.
VAL STRANGE. OLD BLAZER’S HERO.| CYNIC FORTUNE.

__ BOB'MARTIN’S LITTLE GIRL. Three Vals,, crown 8vo. [Sept.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.
ONE TRAYELLER RETURNS,  Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s.; post 8vo, illust. bds., s,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. Gd. each; post &vo, iilustrated boards, 2s. each.
PAUL JONES’S ALIAS. With 13 Illustrations by A, FORESTIER and G. NICOLET.
THE BISHOPS’ BIBLE, )

MURRAY (HENRY), NOVELS BY.
A GAME OF BLUFF, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.3; cloth, 2s. Gd.
A SONG OF SIXPENGE, Post 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. Ge.

NEWBOLT.—TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By HexkRy NEWBOLT.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. Gdl.

NISBET (HUME), BCOKS BY.
“BAIL UP!” A Romance of BUSHRANGERS aND Bracks. Cr. 8vo,cl, ex,, 35, 6d,
- LESSONS IN ART. With 21 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 28, Gd.,
WHERE ART BEGINS, With 27 Illusts. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 78, 6d. [Shortly,

NOVELISTS.—HALF-HOURS WITH THE BEST NOVELISTS OF
THE CENTURY, Edit, by H, T. Mackenzie BeLL. Cr.8vo, cl,, 3s. Gd. (Preparing,

O’HANLON (ALICE), NOVELS BIY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28. each.

THE UNFORESEEN, . CHANCE? OR FATE?

OHNET (GEORGES), NOVELS BY. ‘
DOCTOR RAMEAU. ‘g Illusts, by E. Bayarp, Cr. 8vo, cl,, 6.3 post 8vo, bds,, 2s.
A LAST LOYE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s.3; post 8vo, boards, 2s. .
A WEIRD GIFT. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d. 3 post 8vo, boards, @s.

OLIPHANT (MRS.),_;NOVELS*BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
THE PRIMROSE PATH, = |THE GREATEST HEIRESS IN ENGLAND,

WHITELADIES. With Ilustrations by ARTHUR Horpxins and HenrY Woops,
A.R.A.  Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

O’REILLY (HARRINGTON). —FIFTY YEARS ON THE TRAIL: Ad-

ventures of Joun Y. NeLsoN. “100 Illusts, by P. FRENZENY. Crown 8vo, 3. Gal.

O’REILLY (MRS.).—PH@EBE’S FORTUNES. Post 8vo, illust. bds.. s,
O’SHAUGHNESSY (ARTHUR), POEMS BY.
LAYS OF FRANCE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 103, 6d.

MUSIC ARD MOONLIGHT. Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. Gd,
SONGS OF A WORKER. Fcap, &vo, cloth extra, 78, 6d,




i8 - -~ BOOKS PUBLISHED BY ‘
OUIDA, NOVELS BY. cr 8vo, cl,, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each

HELD IN BONDAGE, FOLLE-FARINE., MOQTHS.
TRICOTRIN. A DOG OF FLANDERS. | PIPISTRELLO.
STRATHMORE. PASCAREL. A VILLAGE COVUMUNE.,
CHANDOS. TWO LITTLE-WQODEN | IN MAREMMA.
CECIL CASTLEMAINE’S| SHOES, . BIMBI. | SYRLIN.
GAGE. SIGNA. { WA »
IDALIA. IN A WINTER CITY. FRESCOES. | OTHMAR.
UNDER TWO FLAGS. | ARIADNE. PRINCESS NAPRAXINE,
UCK, FRIENDS}HP. GUILDEROY. { RUFFIRO,

BlMBI. Presentation’ Edmon, with Nine Illustrations by EpMuxp H. GARRETT.
Square 8vo, cloth, 58,

SAN’I‘A BARBARA, &c. Second Edition, Square 8vo, cloth, 68.; cr, 8vo, 3, Gd.

WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selected from the Works of Ouipa by F. SYpNEY
Mogrr1s. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 8. CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, 2s.

PAGE (H. A.), WORKS BY.
THOREAU : His Life and Aims, With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6Gd.
ANIMAL ANECDOTES. Arranged ona New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33,

PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HIS-
ORY OF, from thé Stuarts to Queen Victoria, By JosepH GREGO. A New Edition,
wxrh 93 lllustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d.

PASCAL’S PROVINCIAL LETTERS. A New Translation, with His-
torical Introduction and Notes by T. M’Crig, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, @s.

PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MARGARETA. Pavr, WithF; rontxs-
piece by HELEN PaTERSON. Crown 8vo, cloth, $s. €d. 3 post 8vo, illust, boards, 2

PAYN (JAMES), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, 1Hustrated boards, 2. each.

. LOST SIR MASSINGBERD. A GRAPE FROM A THORN.
WALTER’S WOR FROM EXILE.
LESS BLAGK THAN WE’RE | THE CANON’S WARD,
PAINTED. THE TALK OF THE TOWN.
BY PROXY, HOLIDAY TASKS.
HIGH SPIRITS. GLOW-WORM TALES.
UNDER ONE ROOF. THE MYSTERY OF MIRBRIDGE,
A CONFIDENTIAL AGENT. THE WORD AND THE WILL.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28s. each.
HUMOROUS STORIES. FOUND DEAD.
THE FOSTER BROTHERS, ' | GWENDOLINE’S HARYEST.
THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE, A MARINE RESIDENCE,
MARRIED BENEATH HIM, MIRK ABBEY. ISOME PRIVATE VIEWS,
BENTINCK’S TUTOR. NOT WOOED, BUT WON
A PERFECT TREASURE, TWO HUNDRED POUNDS REWARD.
A COUNTY FAMILY, THE BEST OF HUSBANDS.
LIKE FATHER LIKE SON. HALVES. | THE BURNT MILLIOMN,
A WOMAN’S VEN NCE. FALLEN FORTUNES.
CARLYON’S YEAR.ICEGIL’S TRYST. | WHAT HE COST HER.
MURPHY’S MASTER, KIT: A MEMORY.
AT HER MERCY FOR CASH ONLY.
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFFE. A PRINCE OF THE BLOOD,

Crown 8vo, v0, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each.

IN PERIL AND PRIVATION: Storiesof MARINE ADVENTURE. With 17 Illusts,

SUNNY STORIES, and some SHADY ONES. Frontispiece by FrRED. BARNARD,

NOTES FROM THE “NEWSE.” Crown 8vo, portrait cover, Es. 3 cloth, Xs, Gd.
PENNELL (H. CHOLMONDELEY), WORKS BY. Post 8vo,cl., 23, Gd. cach,

PUCK ON PEGASUS. With Illustrations,

PEGASUS RE-SADDLED. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. Du MauRiEr.

THE MUSES OF MAYFAIR. Vers de Société, Selected by H. C, PENNELL.

PHELPS (E STUART), WORKS BY. Post8vo, Is. each; cloth, Is, G, each,
BEYOND THE GATES. By thé Author | AN OLD MAID’S PARADISE.
of ¢ The Gates Ajar.” BURGLARS IN PARADIEE,

JACK THE FISHERMAN. - Illustrated by C. W, Reep. Cr. 8vo, 1s. 3 cloth, s, Gd,
PIRKIS. (C. L.). NOVELS BY.

TROOPING WITH CROWS. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 1s.
LADY LOVELACE, Post8vo, 1llustrated boards, 2.
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY. o

THE PURSUIVANT OF ARMS; or, Heraldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece, Five Plates, and zo9 Illusts, Crown 8vo, cloth, ¥, 6d.
SONGS AND POEMS, 1819-1879. Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS, Cr. 8vo, cl,, Gs.

PLUTARCH’S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN. Translated from the
Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a Life of Plutarch, by Joun and
WiLLiaM LANGHORNE. - With Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, 10s, Gd.

POE’S (EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poetry 1Tntro-

duction by CHAs. BAUDELAIRE, Portrait, and Facsimiles, Cr. 8vo, cloth, s, Gd.,
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.
POPE’'S POETICAL WORKS.: Post 8vo, cloth limp, 9s.

PRICE (E. C.), NOVELS BY. .
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3=, Gd..each; post 8vo, illustrated boards. 2s. each.
YALENTINA, . | THE FOREIGNERS, | MRS. LANCASTER’S RIVAL,
GERALD, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

FPRINCESS OLGA.—RADNA ; or, The Great Conspiracy of 1881, By

the Princess OLga, Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 68,

PROCTOR (RICHARD A., B.A.), WORKS BY.
FLOWERS -OF THE SKY, With 55 Illusts. Small crown8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.
ERSY STAR LESSONS. With Star Maps for Every Nigh in the Year, Drawings
of the Constellations, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. :

FAMILIAR SCIENCE STUDIES. Crown 8vo, cloth extra; Gs, .

SATURN AND ITS SYSTEM. With 13 Steel Plates. .Demy 8vo, cloth ex., 10s, 6d
MYSTERIES OF TIME AND SPACE, With Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS, With numerous Ilustrations, Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., s,
WAGES AND WANTS OF SCIENCE WORKERS. Crown 8vo, is. Gd.

PRYCE.—MISS MAXWELL'S AFFECTIONS. By RicHARD PrYCE,
Author of ** No Impediment,” With a Frontispiece by Har LupLow, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

RAMBOSSON.—POPULAR ASTRONOMY, By.]. RamBosson, Laureate

of the Institute of France.. With numerous Illusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 78, (i(l’.

' RANDOLPH.—AUNT ABIGAIL DYKES: A Novel, By Lt.-Colonel

GrorGE RanpoLpH, U.S.A.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '¥s. 6d.,

READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth exira, illustrated, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illust. bds., @s. each,

PEG WOFKFINGTON. Iliustrated by S. L. FILDES, R.A,—Also a POCKET EpiTion,

. set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. 6d.

CHRISTIE JOHNSTONE, Illustrated by WiLL1aM SMaLL.—Also a PocKET EpiTioN,
set in New Type, in Elzevir style, fcap. 8vo, half-leather, 2s. Gd.

IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO MEND. Illustrated by G. ]. PInwELL.

THE COURSE OF TRUE+LOVE NEVER DID RUN SMOOTH. Illustrated by
HELEN PATERSON, ’

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF K THIEF, &c. Illustrated by MATT STRETCH,

LOVE ME LITTLE, LOYE ME LONG. Illustrated by M. ELLEN EDWARDS. .

THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE, Jllusts. by Sir Joun GILBERT, R.A., and C. Keenzg,

THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. Ilustrated by CHARLES KEENE.

HARD CASH, Illustrated by F, W. Lawson, :

GRIFFITH GAUNT, Illustrated by S, L. FILDES, R.A,, and WiLLIAM SMALL.

FOUL PLAY, Illustrated by GEorgE Du MAURIER. e

PUT YOURSELF IN HIS PLACE, Illustrated by RoBERT BARNES.

A TERRIBLE TEMPTATION. Illustrated by EpwArD HuGHES and A, W. CoOPER,

K SIMPLETON, Illustrated by KaTe CRAUFURD, .

THE WANDERING HEIR, Illustrated by HELEN PaTERSON, S, L, FILpEs, R.A.,
C. GREEN, and HENRY WoODS, AR, A,

A WOMAN-HATEZX. Illustrated by THoMas COULDERY,

SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE, Iilustrated by P, Macnag,

GOOD STORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS, Illustrated by E. A,
ABBEY, PERCY Macguorp, R.W.S,, and Joserun Nasw.

THE JILT, and other Stories. Illustrated by Joseru Nasy,

A PERILOUS SECRET, Illustrated by FRED. BARNARD.

READIANA, Witha Steel-plate Portrait of CHARLES READE, -

BIBLE CHARACTERS: Studies of David, Paul, &c. Feap. 8vo, leatherette, 1s,

SELECTIONS FROM THE WORKS OF CHARLES READE. Withan Introduction
by Mrs. ALEx, IRELAND, and 3 Steel-Plate Portrait, . Grown 8vo, buckram, 68,
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RIDDELL (MRS. J. H.), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.each.
THE PRINCE OF WALES’S GARDDN PARTY. | IWEIRD STORIES.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards 2s. e
THE UNINHABITED HOUSE . 'HER MOTHER’S DARLING.
MYSTERY IN PALACE GARDENS. " THE NUN’S CURSE,
FAIRY WATER. IDLE TALES.

RIMNIER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, ¥'s. G4l. each.
CUR OLD COUNTRY TOWNS. With 55 Illustrations.
RAMBLES ROUND ETON AND HARROW., With 50 Illustrations,
ABOUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS., With 58 Illusts. byC. A. VANDERHOOF, &c.
RIVES (Amélie).—BARBARA DERING. By AMELIE Rives, Author
of * The Quick or the Dead?” Two Vols,, crown 8vo.
ROBINSON CRUSOE. By DanieL DEroE, (MAJOR'S EDITION. ) With
37 Illustrations by GEorGE CRUIKSHANK., Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s.
ROBINSON (F. W.), NOVELS BY.

WOMEN ARE STRANGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
THE HANDS OF JUSTIGE. Crown Bvo cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 3 post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s.
ROBINSON (PHIL), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, Gd. each.
E POETS’ BIRD | THE POETS’ BEASTS.
THE POETS AND NATURE REPTILES, FISHES, INSECTS. [Preparing,

ROCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXINMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. With
Notes, and an Introductory Essay by SaINTE-BEUVE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.
ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE : A List of the Principal Warriors

who came from Normandy with Wllham the Conqueror, and Settled in this Country,
A.D. 1066-7, With Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Handsomely printed, 3=,
ROWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Post8vo, cloth, s, Gd. each,
PUNIANA: RIDDLES AND JOKES, With numerous Illustrations. -
MORE PUNIANA, Profusely Illustrated. .
RUNCIMAN (JAMES), STORIES BY. Post#vo, bds, 2s.€a.; cl., 2s, Gd. ca.
SKIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. I GRACE BALMAIGR’S SWEETHEART.

SCHOOLS AND SGHOLARS.
RUSSELL (W. CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2, each,
ROUND THE GALLEY-FIRE. A BOOK FOR THE HAMMOCK,

IN THE MIDPDLE WATCH., MYSTERY OF THE ¢ OCEAN STAR.”
A VOYAGE TO THE CAPE. THE ROMANCE OF JENNY HARLOWE

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s, Gd. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 8. each,
AN OCEAN TRAGEDY, | MY SHIPMATE LOUISE,
ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE SEA, Crown &vo, cisth e‘(tm 3s. Gd.

ON THE FO’K’SLE HEAD. Post8vo, 1llustrated boards, 2s.

SAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY.
K FELLOW OF TRINITY, With a Note by ,OLiver WENDELL HoLMES and a
Frontispiece, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3. G, 3 post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.
THE JUNIOR DEAN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38, (zulq
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, Ex. d. e
THE OLD MAID'S SWEETHEART. | MODEST LITTLE SARA.

SALA (G. A.).—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.
SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memoirs

of the Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35, Gd.

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. &d. each; post 8vo, 111ustrated boards, 2s. each.
GUY WATERMAN., | THE LION IN' THE PATH.| THE TWO DREAMERS.

BOUND TO THE WHEEL. Crown 8vo, clothl exira, 38, Gd.
SAUNDERS (KATHARINE), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, . each.
MARGARET AND LLIZABETH. HEART SALVAGE,
THE HIGH MILLS, SEBASTIAN.

JOAY MERRYWEATHER, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.
GIDEON’S ROCK, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38. Gd.




CHATTO & WINDUS, 214, PICCADILLY. 21

SCIENCE-GOSSIP : An Illustrated Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature, Edited by Dr. J. E, TAYLOR, F.L.S., &. Devoted to Geology,
Botany, Physiology, Chemistry, Zoologv, Microscopy, Telescopy, Physiography
Photography, &c. Price 44l. Monthly; or $s. per year, post-free.” Vols. I. to XIX,
may be had, 7s. Gd. eacli; Vols. XX, to date, 5. each. Cases for Binding, is. Ede

SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter-
taining Experiments in Drawing-room or * White Magic.” By W, H. CREMER.
With 3o0 Ilustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. Gd,

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY.
THE COUNTRY OF THE PASSION PLAY (OBERAMMERGAU)and the Highlands
of Bavaria. With Map and 37 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d.
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 16 Ilusts, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB’S TALES FROM SHAKE-
SPEARE., With Hlustrations, coloured and plain, by J. Movr SmiTH. Cr. 4to, &&.

SHARP.—-CHILDREN OF TO-MORROW : A Novel. By WiLLiaM

SuARP. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

SHARP (LUKE).—IN A STEAMER CHAIR, By Luxe Suare (R.E.

___Barr).  With Two Illusts, by Demary Haunmond. _Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 38, 6d,

SHELLEY._THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF
PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY. Edited, Prefaced, aud Annotated by R. HERNE
SHEPHERD, Five Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. Gd. each.

POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.: :
Vol. [ Introduction bythe Editor; Posth Frag sof M Nicholson; Shelley's Corre-
spondence with,Stockdale; The Wandering Jew ; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor,
and other Poems ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c.
Vol. II, Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of
Atlas; Epipsychidion: Hellas. >
Vol III. Posthumous Foems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces.
PROSE WORKS, in Two Vols.: .
Vol. 1. The Two Romances of Zastrozziand St. Irvyne; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta.
tion of Deism ; Lettersto Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments.
Vol. II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, £dited by Mrs. SHELLEY.
With a Bibliography of Sheliey, and an Index of the Prose Works.

'SHERARD.—ROGUES : A Novel, By R. H. SHERarD, Crown 8vo,

picture cover, 18, 3 cloth, 1s. 6d.

SHERIDAN (GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL
P, H, SHERIDAN, With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols,,demy 8vo, cloth, $$4s.

SHERIDAN’S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With
Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speeches and Jokes, 1o Illusts. ér. 8vo, hf.-bound, ¥s. Gd.
THE RIVALS, THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL, and other Plays. Post 8vo, printed

on laid paper and half-bound, 2s.
SHERIDAN’S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introduction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by
BraNDER MATTHEWS, With Illustrations, Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 13s. Gd.

SIDNEY’S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ-
ing all thosein #Arcadia.” With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the
Rev. A.B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth boards, 1 8s.

SIGNBOARDS : Their History. With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By JacoB LArRwoop and JouN CAMDEN HoTTEN
With Coloured Frontispiece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, '¥'s. Gd.

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY.
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2. each; cloth limp, 2s. &d, each,
ROGUES AND VAGABONDS. MARY JANE MARRIED,
. THE RING O’ BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY,
MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS. DRAMAS OF LIFE. With 6o Illustrations,
TINKLETOP'S CRIME. With a Frontispiece by MAURICE GREIFFENHAGEN,
ZEPH: A Circus Story, &c. .
Crown 8vo, picture cover, &8, each; cloth, Xs. 6d. each.
HOW THE PQOR LIVE; and HORRIBLE LONDON, :
THE DAGONET RECITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations in
Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by GEorRGE R. Sims,
DAGONET DITTIES.. From the Referee, ) ’
THE CASE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS,
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SISTER DORA: A Biography. By MaRGARET LONSDALE., With Foup

Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.3 cloth, Gd.

SKETCHLEY.—A MATCH IN THE DARK. By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
SLANG DICTIONARY (THE): Etymological, Historical, and Anec-

dotal, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¢s. Gd.

SMITH (J. BMIOYR), WORKS BY.
THE PRINCE OF ARGOLIS. With 130 Illusts, Post8vo, cloth extra, 3s, Gd.,
TALES OF OLD THULE, With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, Ga,
THE WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH. Iliustrated. Post 8vo, cloth, Gs.

SOCIETY IN LONDON. By A FOREIGN RESIDENT. Crown 8vo,
s, 3 cloth, s, Gd.

SOCIETY IN PARIS: The Upper Ten Thousand, A Series of Letters
irom Count PAUL VAsILI to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo, cloth, §s.

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU. By Lord HENRY SOMERSET.

Small 4to, Japanese vellum, €.

SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Belief

in the Existence of Devils. ByT. A, SearLping, LL.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s,

SPEIGHT (T. W.), NOVELS BY.

ost 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
THE MYSTERIES OF HERON DYKE, HOODWINKED; and THE SANDY«

BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. CROFT MYSTERY,
THE GOLDEN HOOP. BACK TO LIFE,

. Post 8vo, cloth limp, A8, 6d, each.
A BARREN TITLE, | WIFE OR N0 WIFE?

THE SANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown 8vo, picture cover, Es.
SPENSER FOR CHILDREN., By M. H. Towry. With Illpstrations

by WALTER J. MorgaN, Crown gto, cloth gilt, Gs,

STARRY HEAVENS (THE): A POETICAL BIRTHDAY BOOK, Royal

16mo, cloth extra, 2s. Gd.,

STAUNTON.—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an
Analysis of the Openings, By Howarp Staunton. Edited by ROBERT B. WORMALD,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s,

STEDMAN (E. C.), WORKS BY.
VICTORIAN PQETS. Thirteenth Edition. Crown 8vo.cloth extra, 9s.
THE POETS OF AMERICA. Crown 3vo, cloth extra, 9s.

STERNDALE, — THE AFGHAN KNIFE: A Novel By ROBERT

ARMITAGE STERNDALE. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra. s, Gd.: post 8vo, illust. boards. 2.

* STEVENSON (R. LOUIS), WORKS BY. Postsvo,cl. limp, 2s. Gd. each,
TRAVELS WITH A DONKEY. Seventh Edit. With a Frontis.by WALTER CRANE,
AN INLAND YOYAGE. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE,

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each.

FEMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOCKS. Sixth Edition.

THE SILVERADO SQUATTERS, With a Frontispiece. Third Edition,

THE MERRY MEN, Third Edition. | UNDERWOQODS: Poems, Fifth Edition,

MEMORIES AND PORTRAITS. Third Edition.

YIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers. Seventh Edition, | BALLADS.

ACROSS THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Essays.

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventh Edition, Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, Gs. 3
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

THE SUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAN’S DIAMOND. From NeEw ARARIAN
NIGHT’_S_. With Six Illustrations by J. BerNARD PARTRIDGE. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 38,

PRINCE OTTO. Sixth Edition, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, s.

FATHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Second Edition,
Crown 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, 1s.

STODDARD, — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. By

C. WARREN STopDARD, Illustrated by WaLLrs Mackay, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 38, Gd.

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by HELENand

ALICE ZIMMERN, (_Jrowg 8vo, cloth extra, 38, Gd, 3 post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28,
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STRANGE MANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER.

With 19 Illustrations by GiLBERT GauL. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s:

STRANGE SECRETS. Told by Conan DOYLE, PERCY FITZGERALD, FLOR:

ENCE MARRYAT, &, Cr. 8vo, cl. ex,, Eight Illusts., @s.; post 8vo, illust. bds., Zs.

STRUTT’S SPORTS -AND PASTIMES OF THE . PECPLE OF
ENGLAND; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum-
meries, Shows, &c., from the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by
Wirriam Hone. = With 140 Illustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. &d.

SUBURBAN HOMES (THE) OF LONDON : A Residential Guide. 'With

a Map,and Notes on Rental, Rates, and Accommodation, Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d.

SWIFT’S (DEAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir,
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in “ Gulliver’s Travels.” Cr.8vo, cl,, 7s. Gd.
GULLIVER’S TRAVELS, and A TALE OF A TUB. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s.

A MONOGRAPH ON SWIFT. ByJ.Cuurron CoLLins. Cr.8vo, cloth, Bs. [Shartly,

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON  C.), WORKS BY.

SELECTIONS FROM POETICAL WORKS ; GEORGE CHAPMAN. (SeeVol. IL of G.
OF A, C. SWINBURNE, Fcap.8vo, Bs. CHaPMAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, &s.

ATALANTA IN CALYDON. Crown 8vo, | ESSAYS AND STUDIES. Cr, 8vo, 12s.
Gs. ERECHTHEUS: A Tragedy. Cr.8ve, 6s.

CHASTELARD: A Tragedy. Cr.8vo,7s. | SONGS OF THE SPRINGTIDES, Crown

NOTES ON POEMS AND REVIEWS. 8vo, Gs.

Demy 8vo, 18, STUDIES IN SONG., Crown 8vo, ¢s.
POEMS AND BALLADS., First Series. | MARY STUART: A Tragedy, Cr.8vo, 8.
¢ Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s. TRISTRAM OF LYONESSE. Cr. 8vo, 9s.

POEMS AND BALLADS. Seconp Series, | A CENTURY OF ROUNDELS. Sm. 4to, 8s.
Crown 8vo or fcap. 8vo, 9s. A MIDSUMMER HOLIDAY., Cr.8vo,7s.
POEMS AND BALLADS, Twxirp SErIEs, | MARINO FALIERO: A Tragedy, Crown
_Crown 8vo, 7's. 8vo, 6. .
SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE, Crown 8vo, | A STUDY OF YICTOR HUGO. Cr.8vo, Gs.
10s. G, . MISCEVLARIES, Crown 8vo, R2s.
BOTHWELL: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, | LOCRINE: A Tragedy, Cr. 8vo, Gs.
2%, Gd. ) A STUDY OF BEN JONSON, Cr.8vo, 78,
SONGS OF TWO NATIORS. Cr,8vo, §s. | THE SISTERS: A Tragedy. Cr. 8vo, §s.

SYMONDS.—WINE, WOMEN, AND SONG : Medizval Latin Students’

Songs. With Essay and Trans. by J. AppINGTON Symonps. Fcap. 8vo, parchment, 6s,

SYNTAX’S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Picturesque, in

Search of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife, With Rowranpson’s Coloured Illus-
_ trations,and Life of the Author by J. C. HorTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. Gd.
TAINE’S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Translated by
HEeNRY VaN Laun. Four Vols,, small demy 8vo, cl. bds., 30s.—PoruLar Ep1TION,
__Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 15s. -
TAYLOR’S l\gBAYARD) DIVERSIONS OF THE ECHO CLUB: Bur-
__ lesques.of Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, .
TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.S)), WORKS BY. cCr.8vo,cl ex., 7s. 6d. each.
THE SAGACITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct
of the Vegetable Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and 100 Illustrations.
QUR COMMON BRITISH FOSSILS,and Where to Find Them, 331 Illustrations,
THE PLAYTIME NATURALIST. With 360 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, &s.

TAYLOR’S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS, Containing ¢ Clancarty,”
“Jeanne Darc,”” *"Twixt Axe and Crown,” “The Fool’s Revenge,” ‘ Arkwright's
Wife,” * Anne Boleyn,” “ Plct and Passion,” Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

*,% The Plays may also be had separately, at 1s. each.

TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. JzNNINGS,
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, &s.

THACKERAYANA : Notes and Anecdotes, 1llustrated by Hundreds of

_ ___Sketches by WirLriaMm MakepEace THACKERAY, Crown 3vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

THAMES. —A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES.
By A. S.Krausse, With 340 Illustrations Post 8vo, 18. 3 cloth, Bs. Gd.

THOMAS (BERTHA), NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo, cl., Bs. 6d. ea, ; post 8vo, 2. ea,
THE VIOLIN-PLAYER. | PROUD MAISIE,

CRESSIDA, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 28,

3
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THOMSON’S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE, With Intro-

duction by ArLan CunNinGHaM, and 48 [liustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s.

THORNBURY (WALTER), WORKS BY. cr. 8vo, cl, extra, 7s. Gd. each,
THE LIFE AND CORRESPONDENGE OF J. M. W. TURNER, Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his Friends. -With Illustrations in Colours.
HAUNTED LONDON. Edit. by E. WaLrorDp, M.A. Illusts. by F, W, FairnoLt, F.S.A,
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2. each.
OLD STORIES RE-TOLD. | TALES FOR THE MARINES.

TiMBS (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7, G, each,
THE HISTORY OF CLUBS AND CLUR LIFE IN LONDON: Anccdotes of its
Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries, and Taverns. With 42 [llustrations,
ENGLISH ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impos-
tures, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 48 Illustrations,

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), NOVELS EBY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s, 6d. each ; post gvo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,

THE WAY WF LIVE NOW, MARION FAY.
KEPT IN THE DARX. MR, SCARBOROUGH’S FAMILY.
FRAU FROHMARN, THE LAND-LEAGUERS.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,
GOLDEN LION OF GRANPERE. | JOHN CALDIGATE. | AMERICAN SENATOR.

TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, $s. e, eachs, post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. .
LIKE SHIPS UPON THE SEA. | MABEL’S PROGRESS. | ANNE FURNESS.

TROLLOPE (T. A.).———DIAMOND cUT DIAMOND.‘ Post 8vo, illust. bds., s,
TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL’S FOLLY: A Novel By J. T. Trow-

__ BRIDGE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.
TYTLER (C. €. FRASER-).—MISTRESS JUDITH: A Novel. By
C. C. Fra: 7'[1’_1:L§R;Crrolvn”8{vg.‘clofl} extra, 38, Gd.; post 8vo, illust. boards, 23,
TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each post 8vo, iltustrated boards, 23, each.

‘THE BRIDE’S PASS, BURIED DIAMONDS.
WOBLESSE OBLIGE, | LADY BELL. | THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS,

Post 8vo, illustratéd boards, 2s. each.

WHAT SHE CAME THROUGH, BEAUTY AND THE BEAST.
CITOYENNE JACQUELINE, DISAPPEARED,
___SAINT HMUNGO’S GITY, THE HUGUENOT FAMILY.
VILLAR%.—A DOUBLE BOND. By LiNpa VILLarIL. Fcap, 8vo, picture
cover, s,

VWALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Introduction, by

WiLriam M, RosseTti. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s.

WALTON AND COTTON’S COMPLETE ANGLER: or, The Con-
templative Man’s Recreation, by Izaaxk WaLTON ; and Instructions how to Angle for a
Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by CaarLES CorToN. With Memoirs and Notes
by Sir Harris Nicouas, and 61 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d.

WARD (HERBERT), WORKS BY.
FIVYE YEARS WITH THE CONGO CANNIBALS. With g2 Illustrations by the
Author, VicTor PErarp, and W, B, Davis. Third ed. Roy. 8vo, cloth ex., Bds,
MY LIFE WITH STANLEY’S REAR GUARD. Witha Map by F. S. WELLER,
______FRG.S. Post8vo, Is.; cloth, 18, 6d.
WARNER,—A ROUNDABOUT JOURNEY. By CuArRLES DUDLEY
WarNER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, G,
WARBANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES 1. A Facsimile, with the 59
Signatures and Seals. Printed on paper 2zin. Ly 14in, 2s.
WARRANT TO EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS. A Facsimile, including
. Queen Elizabeth’s Signature and the Great Seal. 2s.
WASSERMANN.—THE DAFFODILS : A Novel. By LiLLias WASSER.
MANN, Crown 8vo, 18,3 cloth, Is. 6d.
WATSON.—THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS : A Novel. By AaroN

Warson and LiLLias WASSERMANN, 3 vols., crown 8vo.
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WALFORD (EDWARD, M.A.), WORKS BY. - .

WALFORD’S COUNTY FAMILIES OF THE UNITED KINGDOM (1882). Contain-
ing the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families,
their Heirs, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, &c. Roval 8vo, cloth ilt, 50s,

WALFORD’S WINDSOR PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, AND KNIGHTAGE (1892).
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 82s, G,

WALFORD’S SHILLING PEERAGE (1892), Containing a List of the House of
Lords, Scotch and Irish Peers, &c. 32mo. cloth, s, .

WALFORD’S SHILLING BARONETAGE (1892), Containinga List of the Baronets
of the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, 1s,

WALFORD’S - SHILLING KNIGHTAGE (1892), Containing a List of the Knights
ot the United Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 3z2mo, cloth, §s. =

WALFCRD’S SHILLING HOUSE OF COMMONS (1892). Containing a List of all
Members of the New Parliament, their Addresses. Clubs, &c. 3zmo, cloth, Is.

WALFORD’S COMPLETE PEERAGE, BARONETAGE, KNIGHTAGE, AND
HOUSE OF GOMMONS (1892). Royal 32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges, $s. -

TALES OF OUR GREAT FAMILIES., Crown 8vo, cloth extra; 3s. Gd.

WEATHER, HOW TO FORETELL THE, WITH POCKET SPEC-
TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. With 10 Illustrations. Cr, 8vo, s, 3 cloth, Is, Gee

WESTALL (William).—TRUST-MONEY, Three Vols., crown 8vo.

WESTROPP.—HANDBOOK OF POTTERY AND PORCELAIN. By
HoopErR M, Wesrrope, With Illusts. and List of Marks, Cr, 8vo, cloth, 4, 6d,

WHIST.—HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. By Asramam S. WiLks

and Cuarres F, Paroon., Crown 8vo, cloth'extra, 3s. G,

WHISTLER’S (MR.) TEN O°CLOCK. Cr. 8vo, hand-made paper, 1s.

WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF SELBORNE, By GILBERT
WhHiTe, M.A. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, Zs.
WILLIAMS (W, MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY.
. SCIENCE IN SHORT CHAPTERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
A SIMPLE TREATISE ON BEAT. With Illusts, Cr. 8vo, ¢loth limp, 28, Gd.
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON AND STEEL MAKING. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s.

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F, H.).—A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bds., s,

WILSON (DR, ANDREW, F.R.S5.E.), WORKS BY.

- CHAPTERS ON EVOLUTION, With 25g [liustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
LEAVES FROM A NATURALIST’S NOTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 23. Gd.
LEISURE-TIME STUDIES. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
STUDIES IN LIFE AND SENSE, With numerous Illusts, Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., Gs,
COMMON ACCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM, lilusts. Cr. 8vo, 1s.cl., 18, Gd,
GLIMPSES OF NATURE, With 35 lllustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd.

WINTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each,
CAVALRY LIFE. | REGIMENTAL LEGENDS.

A SOLDIER’S CHILDREN. With 34 Illustrations byE. G. TaouMson and E, STUART
Harpy, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

WISSMANN.—MY SECOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATURIAL
AFRICA. By HERMANN vON WISSMANN, With 92 Illusts, Demy 8vo, LG,
WQ*QD.—-SABINA: A Novel. By Lady Woop, Post 8vo, boards, 2s,
WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Cr, 8vo, s, ca; post 6vo. bds, 3.
__ PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAN OF THE RUE CAIN.
WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTRONG ; or, Love and Theclogy. By

CeL1A PARKER WooLLEY. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 5 cloth, @s, Gd.

WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 4. each,
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c,
HISTORY OF GARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN ART, LITERA-

_ TURE, SCULPTURE, ARD PAINTING, Illusirated by F. W, FairnoLt, F.5.A,

WYNMAN.—MY FLIRTATIONS. By MarGARET Wynmay. With 13
Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, B=. Gd.

YATES gEDMUND), NOVELS BY. Ppost 8vo, illustrated boards, 28 eacli.
LAND AT LAST. | THE FORLORN HOPE. | CASTAWAY.

ZOLA,—THE DOWNFALL. By EmiLk ZoLa. Translated by E. A,

1EBTERLY, Crewn Bye, cloth, 2m Gds . .
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N LISTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.

** For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arvangement, pp. 1~25,

THE MAYFAIR LIPRARY.

XK Journey Round My Room. By Xavier
DE MAISTRE.
Quips axrd Quiddities, By W.D, Apawus,
The Agony Column of “The Times.”
Melancholy Anatomised: Abridgment of
“ Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy.”
The Speeches of Charles Dickens.
Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,
and Frolics. By W. T, Dosson.
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. Dosson.
The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bzc,
V. S. Gilbert’s Plays. FirsT Sgries,
W, S. Gilbert’s Plays. SecoND Sgriks.
Songs of Irish. Wit and Humour,
Animals and Masters, By Sir A. HeLps,
Social Pressure. By Sir A, HeLrs,
Curiosities of Criticism, H. J.JExNINGS,
Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast-Table.
Pencil and Palette., By R. Kempr.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 28. d. per Volume,
Little Essays: from LaMs’s Letters,
Forensic Anecdotes. By Jacos Larwoon.
Theatrical Anecdotes. Jacor Larwoop,
Jeux d’Esprit, Edited by HENRY S, LEigH,
Witch Stories, By E. LyNN LINTON,
Qurselves, By E.LynNx LintTow,
Pastimes & Players. By R. Macerecor,
New Paul and Yirginia, W.H.Marrock,
New Republic. By W, H. MALLock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H. C, PEnNELL,
Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. C, PENXELL,
Muses of Mayfair, Ed.H. C., PENNELL.
Thoreau: His Life & Aims. By H, A. Pagzg.
Puniana. By Hon. HugH RowLEy,
More Puniana. By Hon. Hueu RowLey,
The Philosophy of Handwriting.
By Stream and Sea. By Wu. SENTOR.
Leaves from a Naturalist’'s Note-Boolk,
By Dr. ANDREw WILSON,

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.

Bayard Taylor’s Diversions of the Echo

lub.
Bennett’s Ballad History of England.
Bennett’s Songs for Sailors. R
Godwin’s Lives of the Necromancers.
Pope’s Poetical Works.
Holmes’s Autocrat of Breakfast Table,

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Bs. per Volume,

Holmes’s Professor at Breakfast Table,

Jesse’s Seenes of Country Life,

Leigh Hunt’s Tale for a Chimney
Corner.

Mallory’s Mort d’Arthur: Selections.

Pascal’s Provincial Letters.

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims & Reflections,

THE WANDERER’S LIBRARY.

Wanderings in Patagonia., By Jurius
BeersoHM. lllustrated.
Camp Notes. By FrREDERrICK BoOYLE.

Savage Life. By FREDERICK BovLe.

Merrie England in the Olden Time. By
G. Danikr. Illustrated by CRUIKSHANK,

Gircus Life, By THoMas FrosT.

Lives of the Conjurers. Trouas FrosT.

The 0ld Showmen and the 0ld London
Fairs. By THowmas Frost.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Gd. each.
Wilds of London. James GREENWOOD.
Tunis, Chev. HESSE-WARTEGG. 22 [llusts.
Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack,
World Behind the Scenes. P.FirzGEraLD.
Tavern Enecdotes and Sayings.,

The Genial Showman. By E.P, HinasToN.
Story of London Parks. Jacos Larwoonb,
London Characters, By HEnrRy MavHEW.
Seven Generations of Executioners,

Summer Cruising in the South Seas.

Low-Life Deeps. By JameEs GRERNWOOD.

By C. WARREN SToODDARD. Illustrated,

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.

Harry Fludyer at Cambridge.

Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. Brer HarTE.
Twins of Table Mountain., BReT HaRTE,
Snow-bound at Eagle’s. By BRET HaRTE.
A Day’s Tour. By PERcCY FITZGERALD.
Esther’s Glove., ByR.E.FRANCILLON.
Sentenced! By SoMERVILLE GIBNEY.
The Professor’s Wife. By L.Granawm.

Mrs. Gainsborough’s Diamonds. By
JuLIAN HAWTHORNE.

Niagara Spray. By ], HOLLINGSHEAD,

A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. By
CHARLES JAMES.

The Garden that Paid the Rent, By

Towm JERROLD.
Cut by the Mess. By ARTHUR KEYSER.
Our Sensation Novel, J. H, McCarThy.
Doom! By Justin H. McCarTny, M.P.
Dolly. By Justivy H, McCarrry, M.P,

Lily Lass. JustTIN H. McCaArTHY, M.P.
Was She Good or Bad? By W. Minro,
Notes from the “News.” By Jas. Payn.
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Purrrs.
Old Maid’s Paradise. By E. S. PurLps,
Burglars in Paradise. By E, S, Paerps,
Jack the Fisherman. By E. S. PHEeLPs.
Trooping with Crows. By C. L. Pirkis,
Bible Characters. By CHARLES REapE.

Rogues. By R. H. SHERarD,
The Dagonet Reciter, By G. R. Sims,
How the.Poor Live. By G.R. Srums.

Case of George Candlemas. G. R. Sius,
Sandycroft Mystery., T.W. SpergHT.
Hoodwinked. By T. W, SpEIGHT.
Father Damien. By R.L. STeEvENSON,
A Doublé Bond. By LINDA VILLARIL
My Life with Stanlsy’s Rear Guard. By
HeRrBERT WARD, .- N

HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. 8vo; cloth boafds, 1as G ‘ca?:hsr

The O1d Mald’z Sweethsars. A.ST.Aunyn

Hedest Little Barai Asad 82l AVsvm

Taken from the Bnomy: 1 Nowookli
B Lost Beuls By W, L, Aknsi,
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MY LIBRARY.

Choice Works, printed on laid paper, bound half-Roxburghe, 2s. Gd, sach.

Four Frenchwomen, By Ausrin Donson,

Citation and Examination of William
Shakspeare. By W.S. LANDOR, .

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin,

Christie Johnstone, By CHARLES READE,
With a Photogravure Frontispiece.

Peg Woffington, By CHARLES READE.

The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb,

THE POCKET LIBRARY. Post svo,

The Essaysof Elia. By CrarLES LaMB,
* Robinson Crusoe. Edited by Joux Major,
With 37 Illusts. by GEoRGE CRUIKSHANK,
Whims and Oddities. By Tuomas Hoop,
‘With 85 Illustrations.
The Barber’s Chair, and The Hedgehog
Letters. By DouGLAS JERROLD.
Gastronomy as a Fine Art, By BRILLAT-
Savarin. Trans. R. E, AvpErsown, M.A,

, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each.

The Epicurean, &c. By Tuomas Moogg.
Leigh Hunt’s Essays.  Ed. E. OLLIER.
White’s Natural History of Selborne.
Gulliver’s Travels, and The Tale of a
Tub. By Dean SwirFT.
The Rivals, School for Scandal,and other
Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN.
Anecdotes of the Clergy. J. Larwoon.
Thomson’s Seasons. Illustrated.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.

Lisrary EDITIONS OF NOVELS BY THE BEST AUTHORS, many Ilustrated,

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

By F. M. ALLEN.
The Green Bird.

By GRANT ALLEN,
Philistia. The Tents of Shem,
Babylon. For Maimie’s Sake.
Strange Stories, | The Devil’s Die.
Backoning Hand. ) This Mortal Coil.
In all Shades. The Great Taboo,
Dumaresq’s Daughter. | Blood Royal.
The Duchess of Powysland.

By EDWIN L. ARNOLD.
Phra the Phe,enician, :
By ALAN &I, AUBYN,
A Fellow of Trinity.

By Rev. S, BARING GOULID.
Red Spider, | Eve.

By W. BESANT & J. RICE.
My Little Girl. By Celia’s Arbour,
Case of Mr.Lucraft. | Monks of Thelema,
This Son of Yulcan. | The Seamy Side.
Golden Butterfly. | Ten Years’Tenant.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.

With Harp and Crown.,
Twas in Trafalgar’s Bay.
The Chaplain of the Fleet,
By WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains’ Room. | Herr Paulus,
All in a Garden Fair
The World Went Very Well Then,
For Faith and Freedom.
Dorothy Forster. | The Holy Rose.
Ungcle Jack. Armorel of Lyon-

Children of Gibeon. | esse.
Bell of 8t. Paul’s. | St. Katherine’s by
To Call Her Mine. | the Tower.

By ROBERT BUCHANAN.
The Shadow of the Sword. | Mait.
A Child of Nature. |. Heir of Linne,
The Martyrdom of Madeline.

God and the Man, | The New Abelard.

Love Me for Ever. | Foxglove Manor.

Annan Waiter, Master of the Mine,
By HALL CAINE.

The Shadow of a Crime,

A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster.

MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS,

Transmigration,

From Midnight to Midnight.

Blacksmith and Scholar,

Village Comedy, ‘| You Play Me False,

By WILKIE COLLINS,

Armadale, The Frozen Deep.
After Dark, The Two Destinies,
No Name. Law and the Lady

Antonina. | Basil
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts,
My Miscellanies,
Woman in White.
The Moonstone.,
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs? | A Rogue’s Life,
New Magdalen. Blind Love.
By BUTTON COQHK.
Paul Foster’s Daughter.
By MMATE CRENT,
Adventures of a Fair Rebel, i
By WILLIAM CYPLES,

Hearts of Gold,

By ALPHORNSE DAUDET,
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.

By ERASMUS DAWSON.
The Fountain of Vouth.

By JAMES DE MILLIE.

K Castle in Spain.

By J. LEXNTH DERWENT,
Our Lady of Tears, | ) Circe’s Lovers,

By DICIK DONOVAN,

Tracked to Doom,
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES,
Archie Lovell,

By &, MANVILLE FEXN.
The New Mistress, . .
By PERCY FITZGERALD,

Fatal Zero. ’
By BR. E. FRANCILLON,

Queen Cophetua. [-A Real Queen.
One by One, King or Knave?

Haunted Hotel. .
The Fallen Leaves,
dezebel’sDaughter,
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science,
“T Say No,”
Little Novels.

The Evil Genius,
The Legacy of Cain

| Pref.by Si» BARTLE FRERE,

Pandurang Hari.
By EDWARD

GAREETT,
The Capel Girls, . ’
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Tur PirccabILLY (3/6) NovELs—continted.
By CHARLES GIBBON.
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft.
Loving a Dream, | Of High Degree.

The Flower of the Forest.

By E. GLANVILLE,

The Lost Heiress.
The Fossicker.

By CECIL GRIFFITEL
Corinthia Marazion.

By THOMAS EARDY,
Under the Greenwood Tree.

By BRET HARTRE,

A Waif of the Plains.
A Ward of the Golden Gate.
K Sappho of Green Springs.
Colonel Starbottle’s Client.

By JULIAN HAWTIHORNE.,
Garth. ust.
Ellice Quentin. Fortune’s Fool,
Sehastian Strome, | Beatrix Randolph.
David Poindexter’s Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.

By Sir A, HIELPS,

Ivan de Biron.

By 1SAAC HENDERSCN.
Agatha Page.

By Mrs, ALFRED YEUNT.
The Leaden Casket. | Self-Condemned,
That other Person,

By JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

By B, ASIHE KING,
B Drawn Game.
«The Wearing of the Green,”

By E. LYNN LINETCGN.
Patricia Kemball. | Ione.
Underwhich Lord? | Paston Carew.
s« My Love!” Sowing the Wind.
The Atonement of Leam Dundas.
The World Well Lost.

By HENRY W. LUCY.

Gideon Fleyce.
By SUNTEIN McCARTHY.
Donna Quixote.,

A Fair Saxon.
Linley Rochford. Maid of Athens,
Miss Misanthrope. | Camiola.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter.
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Comet of a Season,
By AGNES MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

By . CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Life’s Atonement. | Yal Strange.
Joseph’s Coat. Hearts,

Coals of Fire. A Model Father,
01d Blazer’s Hero.

By the Gate of the Sea.

A'Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Singular,
Cynic Fortune.

The Way of the World,

By MUBRAY & HERINMAN.
The Bishops’ Bible.

Paul Jones’s Alias,
By BIUNME NISBET.
¢ Bail Up!” i
By GEORGES. OIINET.
A Weird Gift.
By Mrs, OLIPHANT,
Whiteladies. -

TuE PrccapILLy (3/6) NOVELS—continued,
By OUIDA.

Held in Bondage,
Strathmore.
Chandos.

Under Two Flags.
Idalia.
CecilCastlemaine’s

age.

Tricotrin, | Puck.

Folle Farine.

A Dog of Flanders,

Pascarel, | Signa.

Princess Naprax-
ine.

Two Little Wooden

Shoes.
In a Winter City.
Ariadne.
Friendship.
Moths. | Ruffino.
Pipistrello. -
AYillageCommuna
Bimbi, | Wanda.
Frescoes.| Othmar,
In Maremma.
Syrlin,| Guilderoy,
Santa Barbara.

By MARGARET A. PAUL,

Gentle and Simple.

By JAVMES PAYN.
Lost 8ir Massingberd.
Less Black than We're Painteds
A Confidential Agent.

A Grape from a

horn.

In Peril and Privation.
The Mystery of Mirbridge.

The Canon’s
Walter’'s Word.
By Proxy.

High Spirits,
Under One Roof.
From Exile.
Glow-worm Tales,

Ward.
| Talk of the Town

Holiday Tasks.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and the

Sumiy. Stories.

By E. C. PRICE

Yalentina.

| The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival.
. By RICIIARD PRYCE.
Miss Maxwell’s Affections.

By CHIARLES READE,
1t is Never Too Late to Mend.
The Double Marriage.

Loxe Me Little, Loye Me Long,

The Cloister and the Hearth.

The Course of True Love.

The Autobiography of a Thief,

Put Yourself in his Place.

K Terrible Temptation.

Singleheart and Doubleface.

Good Storiesof Men and other Animals,

Hard Cash.

Peg Woflington,
ChristieJohnstone,
Griffith Gaunt.
Foul Play.

A Perilous Secret.

Wandering Heir.
A Woman-Hater
A Simpleton.
Readiana.

The Jiit.

By Mirs, J. H. RIDDELL,
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party.

Weird Stories.

By ¥. W. ROBINSON.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

By W. CILARIK
An Ocean Tragedy.

RUSSELL,

My Shipmate Louise.
BRione on a Wide Wide Sea.
By JOHN SAUNDERS,

Guy Waterman,

| Two Dreamers,

Bound to the Wheel,

The Lion in the Path.

By KATHARINE SAUNDERS,
Margaret and Elizabeth.

Gideon’s Rock.
The High Mills.

Heart Salvage,
Sebastian,
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TuE PICCADILLY (3/6) NoveLs—continsied,
By LUKE SHARP,

In a Steamer Chair.

By STAWELEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.

By B. A, STERNDALX,
The Afghan Knife.

By BERTIEA THRENMAS.,
Proud Maisie. | The Violin-player.

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPH.

Like Ships upon the Sea.

Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress.
By IVAN TURGENIEFRF, &c.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

THE PiccapiLLy (3/6) NoveLs—continued.
By ANTHIONY TROLLOPE.
Frau Frohmann. | Kept in the Dark,
Marion . Fay, Land-Leaguers.
The Way We Live Now.
Mr. Scarborough’s Family.
By €. ¢. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.
By SARAM TYTLER.
The Bride’s Pass, l Lady Bell.
Noblesse Oblige. Buried Diamonds,
The Blackhall Ghosts.
By PMARI TWAEN.
The Amerlcan Cla.lmant.
By 8. WINTER.
B Soldier’ chﬂdren.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

By ARTEMUS WARD.
Artemus Ward Complete.

By EDFOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

v BHANMILTON AYDE,
Cary of Ga.rrlyon. | Confidences.,
v BEATRY ALBERT.
Brooke chhley s Daughter.

By NMrs. ALEXANDELR,
Mald,Wlfe, or Widow ? | Yalerie’s Fate.
y GRANT ALLEN.

The Devil’s Die.
This Mortal Coil.
In all Shades.

Strange Stomes.
Philistia.
Babylon.
The Beckoning Hand.
For Maimie’s Sake. |, Tents of Shem,
The Great Taboo.
By ALAN 87T, AUBYN.

K Fellow of Trinity.
By Bev. 8. 18 AERENG GOULD,.
Red Splder. | Exe

BANE BARRETT
Fattered for Life.
Between Life and Daath,
The Sin of Olga Zassoulich.
Folly Morrison. {Honest Davie.
Lieut, Barnabas. A Prodigal’s Progress.
Found Guilty. | A Recoiling Yengeance.
For Love and Honour.
John Ford; and His Helpmate.

By W. BE&ANT & J. BICE.
This Son of Vulecan, | By Celia’s Arbour.
My Little Girl. Monks of Thelema.
Case of Mr.Lucraft. | The Seamy Side.
Golden Butterfly. ! Ten Years’Tenant.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.

With Harp and Crown.
Pwag in Trafalgar’s Bay.
The Chaplain of the Fieet,

By WALTER BESANT.
Dorothy Forster. Uncle Jack.
Children of Gibeon. | Herr Paulus.

Al Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captaing’ Rocm.

All in a Garden Fail

The World Went Yary Well Then,
For Faith and Freedom,

To Call Her Mine.

The Bell of St. Paul’s,

The Holy Rose.

BySHEELSLEY BEATUCHAMP.
Grantley Grange.

By FREDERICIK BOYLE,
Camp Notes. " | Savage Life,
Chronicles of No-man’s Land.

By BRETY IHARTE,
Flip. Californian Storieg.
Maruja. Gabriel Conroy.

| An Heiress of Red Dog.

The Luck of Roaring Camp.
A Pbyllis of-the Sierras.
By HAROCLD BRYDGES,
Uncle Sam at Home.
By RBOBERT BUCIEANAN.
Thea Shadow of the; The Martyrdom of
Sword. Hadeline.
A Child of Nature.; Annan Water.
God and the Man.| The New Abelard.
Lnve Me for Ever. | Matt.
Foxglove Manox, | The Heir of Linne,
The Master of the IMine.
Ry FFALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.
K Son of Hagar. |The Deemster,

' By Commander CAMERON,
The Cruise of the “Black Prince.”
By Mrs, LOVELTT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever, - | Juliet’s Guardian,
By AUSTIN CLARE.

For the Love of a Lass.

By Mrs, ARCEIHKR CLEIVIE,
Paul Ferroll.
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife.

By MACLAREN COBEBAN.
The Cure of Souls.

By €. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinister.
MORTE. & FRANCES COLLINS,
Sweet Anne Page. | Transmigra.tmn.
From Midnight to Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.
8weet a.nd Twenty. Ylllage Comedy.
Fra, ou Play me Falses
Bla.cksmith and S¢ olam
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Two- SHILLING NoveLs—continued,

By WILKIE COLLINS,

Armadale,

After Dark,

No Name.
Antonina. | Basil,
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secrst.
Queen of Hearts.
Miss or Mrs?

New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
Law and the Lady.
The Two Destinies.
Haunted Hotel.

A Rogue’s Life,

My Miscellanies,
Woman in White,
The Moonstone,
Man and Wife,
Poor Miss Finch.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezehel’s Daughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science.
“] Say No.”

The Evil Genius.
Little Novyels.
Legacy of Cain,
Blind Love.

By ML J. COLQUHOUN.
Every Inch a Soldier.
By DUTTON COOXK.

Leo.

| Paul Foster’s Daughter.

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCIK,
Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains,
By B. M, CROKER.

Pretty Miss Neville.
A Bird of Passage,
Diana Barrington.
Proper Pride.
By WILLIAM CYPLES,
’ Hea.rts of Gold.
By ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation,
By JAMES DE MILLE,
A Castle in Spain.
By JLLEITH DERWENT,
QOur Lady of Tears, | Circe’s Lovers.
By CHARLES DICIKENS
Sketches by Boz. [ Oliver Twist.
Pickwick Papers. | Nicholas Nickleby.
By DICIK DONOVAN.
The Man-Hunter. | Caught at Last!
Tracked and Taken.
‘Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan?
The Man from Manchester.
A Detective’s Triumphs.
In the Grip of the Law.
By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES,
A Point of Honour. | Archie Lovell,
By M. BETIIAILLVI-]%D\VARDS-
Felicia.
By EDWARD EGGLESTON,
Rox

Bsy" PERCY FITZGERALD,
Bella Donna. olly.
‘Never Forgotten. | Fatal Zero,
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
The Lady of Brantome.
By PERCY FITZGERALD
and others,
Strange Secrets.
ALBANY DE FONBLANQUHE.
Filthy Lucre.
By R, E. FRANCILLON,

OIympla.. ueen Cophetua,
One by One. ing or Knave ?
A Real Queen, Romances of Law,

By HAROLD FREDERICE.,

Seth’s Brother’s Wife,

The Lawton Girl,

Pref, by Sir BARTLE FRERRE,
Pandurang Hari, ;

Two SHILL]NG Nochs—contmued
By FIAIN FRISWELL,

One of Two.

By EDWARD GARRETT.

The Capel Girls,

By CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray.

Fancy Evee, -

For Lack of Gold,

What will the
World Say?

In Love and War.

For the King.

In Pastures Green.

Queen of Meadow.

A Heart’s Problem,

The Dead Heart,

In Honour Bound,
Flower of Forest,
Braes of Yarrow.
The Golden Shaft.
Of High Degree.
Mead and Streame
Loving a Dream,
A Hard Knot.
Heart’s Delight,
Blood-Money.

By WILLIAM GELBERT,
Dr, Rustin’s Guests. | James Duke.
The Wizard of the Mountain.

By ERNEST GLANVILLE.

The Lost Heiress.

By HENRY GREVELLE,

A Noble Woman,

| Nikanor,

By JOHN HARRERTON,

Brueton’s Bayou.

| Counttry Luck.

By ANDREW HALLIDAY.

Every-Day Papers.

By Lady BDUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice,
By PROVNAS EARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.
By 5. BERWIELK HHABWOOD.

The Tenth Eaxl,

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.

Garth. .

Ellice Quentin.
Fortune’s Fool,
Miss Cadogna,

Sebastian Strome.
Dust.

Beatrix Randolph(
Love—or a Name.

David Poindexter’s Disappearance.
The Spectre of the Camera.
By Sir ARTHUR IEELPS.

Ivan de Biron,

By BENRY IEERMNAN,

A Leading Lady.

By Birs. CA §]I[EL HOEY.

The Lover’s Creed.

By Mrs. GEORGE INOOTER.

The House of Raby.

M
By THGHLE ENOPIKINS,
Twixt Love and Duty.
By Mrs. HRUNGERFORID,
A Maiden all Forlorn.

In Durance Yxle.
Marvel.

A Mental Struggle,
A Modern Girce.

By NMrs. ALFREND EIUN'T.

Thornicroft’s Model.
That Other Person.

l Self-Condemned,
Leaden Casket,

By JEAN INGELGW.

Fated to be Free.

By HARBIETT JAY

The Dark Colleen.

The Queen of Connaught.
By MARK KERSIEAW.
Colonial Facts and Fictions.
By R. ASHE KING.

A Drawn Game,

| Passion’s Slave,

“The Wearing of the Green,”

Bell Barry,
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Two-SuiLrLing NoveLs—continued.,
By JOHNN LEYS,.
Tha Lindsays.

By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball, | Paston Carew,
World Well Lost, | “My Love!”
UnderwhichLord? | Ione,

The ‘Atonement of Leam Dundas.
With a Silken Thread.

The Rebel of the Family,
Sowing the Wind.

By HENRY W, LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

By JUSTIN McCARTHY.
XK Fair Saxon. | Donna Quixole.
Linley Rochford. | Maid of Athens.
Miss Misanthrope, | Camiola, .
Dear Lady Disdain.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter.
The Qomet of a Season. -

By AGRNES MACDONELL,
Quaker Cousins,
HATHARINE S, MACGQUOID,
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

By W. ¥, MALLOCIK.

The New Republic.

By FLORENCE MARRBYAT,
Open! Sesame! | Fighting the Air,
A Haprvest of Wild Oa.ts.

Written in Fire.
By J. MASTERIMAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.

By BRANDER MATTIVIEWS,
A Becret of the Sea.

By LEONARD MERRICK,
The Man who was Good.

By JEAN MIDIDLEMASS,
" Touch and Go. | Mr. Doriilion,
Ry Mrs. MOLESWORYH.
Hathercourt Rectory.
By J. E. MUDDOCK.
Storles Weird and Wonderful.
The Dead Man’s Secret,

By D. CHIRISTIE MURRAY.
A Model Father, 0ld Blazer’s Hero.
Joseph’s Coat. Hearts.

Coals of Fire. Way of the World,
Val Strange. Cynic Fortune,

A Life’s Atonement.

By the Gate of the Sea.

A Bit of Human Nature,

First Perscn Singular.

By MRBRRBAY and ITERILAN,
One Traveller Returns.

Paul Jones’s Alias,
The Bishops’ Bible,
By HMENRY

A Gente of Bluff, |
By ALACH @°F
The Ynldreseem

MURRAY:
LR

§% ob Fate?

. Best of Husl;ands.

Two-SHirLinG NoveLs—continued,
By GEORGES OHNET.

Doctor Rameau,
A Weird Gift,

A Last Love,

By Mrs. OLIPEIANT,

Whiteladies,

| The Primrose Path

The Greatest Heiress in England,
By Mrs. ROBERT ORERLLY,

Phwebe’s Fortunes.

By OUXDA,
Held in Bondage, | Two Little Wooden
Strathmore, Shoes,
Chandos. -Friendship.
Under Two Flags., | Moths.
Pipistrello,
cecilCastlemaine's A YVillage Com-
Gage. .mune,
Tricotrin, Bimbi,
Puck, | Wanda.,
Folle Farine, Frescoes,
A Dog of Flanders.| In Maremma,
Pascarel. Othmar,
Signa. Guilderoy.
Prmcess Naprax- Ruffino,
Syrlin,

In a Wmter City.
Arviadne,"

Ouida’s Wisdom,
‘Wit, and Pathos,

MARGARET AGNES PALL.

Gentle and Simple,

By FAMES PAYN,

Bentinck’s Tutor,
Murphy’s Master,
A Gounty Family,
At Her Mercy.
Cecil’s Tryst.,
Clyffards of Clyffe,
Foster Brothers, -
Found Dea

Walter's Word,
Halves,

Fallen Fortunes,
Humorous Stories,

£200 Reward,
Marine Residence,
Mirk Abbey,

By Proxy. .
Under One Roof,
High Spirits.
Carlyon’s Year,
From Exile,

For Cash Only,
Kit,

The Canon’s Ward,
Talk of the Town,
Holiday Tasks.

Lost Sir Massingberd.

K Perfect Treasure.,

A Woman’s Verigeance.

The Famil;

What He Cost Her.

Scapegraca.

Gwendoline’s Harvest,
Like Father, Like Son.
Married Beneath Him,

Not Wooed, but Won

Less Black than We re Painted,
R Confidential Agent,
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn,
Glow-worm Tales
The Mystery of Mirbrldge.
The Burnt Million.
The Word and the Will,
A Prince of the Blood.
By €. L. PIRI(IQ.
Lady Lovelace.
By EDGAR A, PO,
The Mystery of Marie Roget,
By E, C. PRICE, -
Yalent | The Foreigners,
by Lanemtar’ﬂ leh
Garaldh
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Two-SHILLING NovELS—contined,

By CHHARLES READIRE,
It is Never Too Late to Mend.
Christie Johnstone.. .
Put Yourself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long,
The Gloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love,
Autobiography of a Thief,
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir. .
Singleheart and Doubleface,
Good Stories of Men and other Animals.
Hard Cash. A Simpleton.
Peg Woffington. | Readiana.
€riflith Gaunt, A Woman-Hater.
Foul Play. The Jilt.
A Perilous Secrat. .

By Mivs, J. B, RIDDELL,

Weird Stories. | Fairy Water.
Her Mother’s Darling.
Prince of Wales’s Garden Party.
The Uninhabited. House.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens,
The Nun’s Gurse. | Idle Tales.
By I, W, ROBENSON.

Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

By JANMES RUNCIMAN,
Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart,
Schools and Scholars. .

By W. CLARIK RUSSELL.

Round the Galley Fire.
On the Fo’k’sle Head.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape.
A Book for the Hammock,
The Mystery of the “Ocean Star,”
The Romance of Jenny Harlowe,
An Qcean Tragedy.
My Shipmate Louise.
GQEORGE AUGUSYUS SALA,
Gaslight and Daylight.

By SOHN SAUNDERS,
Guy Waterman., | Two Dreamers,
The Lion in the Path,
By KATINARINE SAUNDERS,
Joan Merryweather, | Heart Salvage,
The High Mills. Sebastian,
Margaret and Elizabeth.

Ry GREORGE R, SIS,
Rogues and Yagabonds,
The Ring o’ Bells.
Mary Jane’s Memoirs.
Mary Jane Married.
Tales of To-day. | Dramas of Life,
Tinkletop’s Crime.
Zeph: A 'Circus Story.

By ARTHUR SHKETCHLEY.

A Match in the Dark,

By HAWELEY SMART.
Without Love or Licence.

By T, W. SPELGIT,

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.
The Golden Hoop. | By Devious Ways.
Hoodwinked, &d. | Back to Life,

Two-SuiLLinGg NovELs—continued.
By R. A, STERNDALE,
The Afghan Knife,
Ry B, LOULS STEVENSON.

New Arabian Nights. [ Princs Otto.

BY BERTIHA TEPRAS,
Cressida. | Proud HMaisie.
The Yiolin-player.

By WALTIR THORNBURY,
Tales for the Marines. '
0ld Stories Re-told.,

T, ADGLPIUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cui Biamond.

By F. ELEANOR TRCLLOPE,
Like Ships upon the Sea.

Anne Furness. | Mabel’s Progress.
By ANTHONY TROLLOPE,
Frau Frohmann, | Kept in the Dark,

Marion Fay. Johin Caldigate.
The Way We Live Now,
The American Senator.
Mr. Scarborough’s Family.
The Land-Leaguers.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.

By JJ.T. TROWEBRIDGE.
Farnell’s Folly.

By IVAN PURGENIEFF, &c.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.
By RIARI TIWAXN,
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent,
The Gilded Age,
Mark Twain’s Sketches.
Tom Sawyer. | A Tramp Rbroad,
The Stolen White Elephant.
Huckleberry Finn,,
Life on the Mississippi.
The Prince and the Pauper.
By €. C.EFRASER-TYTLER,
Mistress Judith,
By SARAT TYTLER,
The Bride’s Pass, | Noblesse Obligea,
Buried .Diamonds. | Disappeared.
SaintMungo’sCity. | Huguenot Family.
Lady Bell. Blackhall Ghosts,
What She Came Through.
Beauty and the Beast.
Citoyenne Jaqueline, |
By Mhirvs, I, ¥, WILLYANSON.
K Child Widow, ® :
By J. 8, WINTER.
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends
By EN, I, WoOD,
The Passenger from- Scotland Yard,
The Englishman of the Rue Qain,

By Lady WOOD.
Sabina. ‘

CREBLIA PARKER WOOLLEY,
Rachel Armstrong; or, Love & Theology.
By BEDNWUND VATEM,

The Forlorn Hope. | Land‘at Last.

Castaway.
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