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Bebelations of n Catholic Priest

No. 1.—-THE SCARSDALE FAMILY.

I po not think any candid person will consider me
obnexious to even ecclesiastical censure for transcrib-
ing from my mental diary s few carious—and, I think,
instructive as curious—chapters of family history,
the chief incidents of which could, of course, only
have become known to me by means of the peculiarly
confidential relations which subsist between o priest
of the Catholic church and his penitents.

I bave this conviction because no confidence will
have been really betrayed, no injury inflicted, no
scandal caused. "'Who, for example, except those who
are already fully cognizant of the whole matter, will
recognize in the Scarsdales of this narrative a family
known for centuries by a very different name? 1

B
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may add that every corrupt, or otherwise sinful actor
in the domestic dramas I propose to sketch, has
passed, long since, beyond hearing of the babbling
echoes of earth, beyond reach of its censure or its
justice.

Tleft Stonyhurst or a few weeks’ visit to Liverpool
in the beginning of July, 1815, and, having taken
priestly orders a short time before, I was invited
to preach at one of the churchea there, I had a gift,
if giftit conld be called, of florid flashing declamation,
which took wonderfully with the Liverpool people ab
that period, but which would be as much out of place
in our modern pulpits as sentimental, “ My name is
Norval,” rhetoric in the House of Commons of the
present day. Btill there must, I suppose, have been
some gleams of genuine fervour in the wordy firework
I thought so brilliant, or it would hardly have gsined
the attention it did, at a time when England was
shouting *“ Waterioo!” from one end of the country
to the other.

Amongst the auditory which erowded to hear the
young priest's sounding sermons was Captain Scars-
dale, a eavalry officer, who had served with distinction
on the great Duke’s staff upon the bloody day when
the star of the first Napoleon set for ever.

By sight I knew him well; by personal acquaint~
ance slightly, His family place was not o hundred
milea from Stonyhurst, and I bad several timea shown
him and friends over that establishiment, he being,
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nominally at least, a Catholic. He evidently recog-
nized me, and seemed, on the whole, pleased with my
pulpit performances; though the infidel smile which
enrled his lips and danced in his eyes when I was
very fine annoyed one terribly, He was not looking
80 well a8 when I hod last seen him, and as bis name
was in the list of “ wounded” in the great fight, 1
concluded that loss of blood had blanched hia cheek
and thinned his form.

He waa staying for a short time at the Clarenden,
and one day I received a very gracious note, inviting
me to dine with him if I bad nothing better, or more
egreeable, to do. Nothing, certainly, more agreeable
was in my programme for that day, end, much fluttered
se well as flattered by the invitation, I at once
acoepted it. I passed a delightful evening, and we
parted mutuslly pleased with each other,

Edward Scarsdale was e fine soldierly-looking roan,
not more than twenty-four years of age, and sole
representative of his ancient house, which dated
from the Confeasor. Exceedingly well.informed, and
full of snecdote—especially military asnecdote—his
conversation had a singular charm, not the less so
that its frank gaiely was chequered by involuntary
pauses of gadness, suggesting, with the fixed intro-
spective expression of his eye, that some painful
reminiscence bad suddenly surged up from the
troubled deptha of memory.

1 had long before gathered from the vague, misty

» 3
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gossip of the venerable seniors at Stonyhurst that the
Bearsdale family had encountered strange vicissitudes
during the last two or three centuries. The evil duya
upon which they had for o time fallen, had, however,
completaly passed away, and it was generally under-
stood that at the present time the lord of Searsdale
Castle was one of the richest landed proprietors of
the county in which it etood, and would, it was
thought, whenever—if ever--Catholics should be per-
mitted to eit in Parliament, be returned for a populous
borough, some six or seven miles distant from the
Castle, in which he possessed large house-property.

I further recalled to mind—my memory being
quickened by the condescendent notice of & Scarsdale
—having heard that for three or more generations
only one son had been born fo the lords of Searsdale
Castle, and that the mothers all died during the boys’
infaney. A superstitioua feeling, or belief, would, of
course, be excited in the popular mind by so remark-
able n fatality. The north has always been rife with
similar fanecies, one notable illustration bieng the
strangely-fulfilled prediction that for seven genera.
tions no firat-born son of the Lambions—now Earls
of Durham-—would live to enter into his inkeritance.

More than once, emboldencd by Captain Sears.
dale’s frank cordiality, T wae about to question bim as
to the truth of the popular rumour; but the half-
formed words always died upor my tongue. With all
bis suave amenity of speech and manner, a certain
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expression of hauteur, which effectuslly repelled un-
invited familiarity, was never absent from his fine,
aristoeratic face.

The nearest approach I made to the subject was in
a diagonal direction, as engineers draw near to a
fortress, commencing a good way off. He had made
gome remark upon my last sermon, eavouring strongly
of heresy,

“Surely I"* 1 exclaimed, *a Scarsdale eannot have
abandoned the faith of his illustrious ancestors P ™

« Don’t alarm yoursclf,” replied Captain Scarsdale,
in a light, jesting tone. “No such scandal as the
public renunciation of the faith of his illustrious
ancestora by a Scaredale will ever wound fhe sensitive
bosom of holy Mother Church. We are hereditary
Catholics in the popular apprehension, and shall re.
main so. It is a principle of honour with us, I may,
however, confess to you—ifeeling, as I do, quite sure
you will strictly keep the secret—that 1 have long
since coased to believe in the dogmas of your church.
You look pained—shocked ; but surely even you will
nob assert that o reasoning being’s belief, or disbelief,
is voluntary ? 'Wouldit were!"™ be added, with pas-
sionate bitterness; * Would that I might by an effort of
will rid myself of the torturing conviction which I hold
as firmly—instinctively as did—as does Napoleon Bo-
naparte, that a blind, deaf, immutable destiny shapes
the life, and decrees the doom of all created things.”

“ A most melancholy, but in your case, I trust, &
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passing phase,” I replied, “of o rash, undisciplined
intelleet. You will, of course, marry, and if rumenr
reporta the lady’s name aright, I entertain a strong
hope that the believing wife will —'

“ How dare you P ** he baughtily interrnpted, draw-
ing himself up, and looking down upon me from the
pyramidal bones of twenty Searsdale generations—
“How dare you presume to——Pshew! I am a
passionate fool! Of course yom have heard—how
could you help hearing—the name of the Lady Clara
Pierpoint coupled with mine ?*

%] hove taken,” he resamed, after a reflective pause,
“1 have taken a liking to you, and feel sure you can
be trusted. You are versed, too, young 28 you are,
in the eubtleties of the schools, and may possibly
succeed in persuading me that I have mistaken certain
remarkable accidents for the decrees of a relentlesn
Fate, At all events,”’—he added, after another and
longer pause,—at all events, come and see me at
Scarsdale Castle, Itianot sovery long s journey from
Bionyhurst. 'We can there take counsel fogether.”

I willingly accepted the invitation, and it was
gettled that the visit shonld come off during the next
week but cne. His flighty, vehement speech and
manner upon this oceasion, set me, I remember, when
I left him, upon questioning myself as to whether I
had been told that insanity was hereditary in the
Bearsdale family. I could not, however, recollect
that I had ever heard such a thing hinted af.
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A messive, battlemented, altogether baronial pile is
Scarsdale Castle. It is said to have been commenced
and mainly built during the wars of Mand and
Stephen; whilst the modern additions, which ex-
teriorly harmonize with the original design and cha-
racter of the structure, contain splendid suites of
apartments, better adapted to the tastes and require-
ments of the present age, than when the capability
of its defence by a certain number of retainers was
a castle’s chief desideratum. The outview, over and
beyond the magnificent deer-dotted park, is glorious
in its rich, varied, highly.cultivated beauty ; especially
when, as at the time I first beheld it from the window
of a lofty turret, the golden corn-ficlds, green cow-
cropped pastures,—the winding silver river, famed
for delicious trout, and which loses ituelf in the Scars-
dale woods, wave, gleam, and sparkle beneath the
warm kisses of a cloudless August sun. If to me
the scene was magical, entrancing, how immeasurably
more 8o must it be to him who could say, “All these
are mine—-mins sa far as the eye can reach 1™

There was s pressure on my arm, and as I turned,
Secarsdale, echoing my thoughts, said, ‘A proud thing,
in it not, to be the owner of this castle, and the rich
lands which it overlocks ? To possess besides, youth,
health, a clear conscience, and above, before all, the
precious, priceless love of the Lady Clara Pierpoint ?
Blessed as the immortal gods is he, Bappho would say
or sing. And yet, d—w=it, it is true as death and
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hate, that the owner of this castle, and thoss rich
lands,—the possessor besides of youth, health, & clesr
conscience, and the precious, priceless love of the
Lady Clara Pierpoint, would willingly, at thiz moments
exchanpge natures with the silly deer gambolling
yonder on the grass! Curee the world! Given the
power, I could create a million times better, happier
one! I sometimes funcy the Old Serpent made it;
certainly his trail beslimes it all.”

“Yon are surely ill, Ceptain Scarsdale,” said I,
hardly knowing wkat to say; “your face is deathly
white, and your eyes flame as with fever. You should
geek edvice without delay.”

“¥ will,—your advice, before ¥ sleep. It will not,
I fear, avail me much,” he added, with a kind of
jocular bitterness; “sinee you spiritual doctors cannot
discern the symptoms of mind-disease, with even such
slight ekill as body-curers and killers usually display
in sascertaining the ailments of their patients. This
is not the first time it has efruck me, that, s a bedy,
you are a set of impostors, My disease is moral, I
tell you, not physical.”

« And you boast of a clear conscience ? '

“'Why, yes, as the world goes. Let ua try it, as
the second dinner bell has mot yef rung, by the
Decalogue :—

“First, I have never worshipped strange gods;
nor, to be quite candid, any God at all, for the last
iwo or three years, ‘Taken hig name in vain P -
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Rarcly, very rarely, I think; swearing being a vulgar,
plebeian habit. ‘ Kept holy the S8abbath-day P'—Well,
80-80. I Aave honoured my father, and the memory
of her whose eyes, if your doctrines aro not false,
opened upon anather world when mine did on thia.
I have never killed any one, except Frenchmen,—and
them legitimately. The sixth commandment I have
never, to' my knowledge, broken; and as to the
seventh, cighth, minth, tenth,—I have no recoliection
of having picked a pocket, perjured myself, coveted
any man’s wife, liis ox, his ass, or anything that was
he. A tolerably clear bill of health, you will admit,
gir Priest. And yet," added Captain Bearedale, in a
tone, and with a look of profeund dejection,—* and
yet it were better, infinitcly better, in & double sense,
that my mother had never borne me. Ah! there
goes the second bell. Xet’s to dinner. The com-
pany,” continued he, a3 we went down stairs,  the
company will bo few. The Lady Clara and her aunt;
the Honourable Mrs.Travers, an aged relative of mine,
and her grandson, Lionel Travers. It is now precisely
four o'clock ;—we have always dined absurdly early
at the Castle :—in t+¥o hours they will all have lefi;
to that we shall have leisure for a long confab before
bed-time.” '

1 was received by the guests with the quiet defe-
reutial kindness which marks the intercourse of
Catholic ladies with the priesta of their Church; but
the dinner iteelf was, at the same time, one of the
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most saperb, and the very dullest, most depressing, I
have ever been present at. Superb in viands and
wines, and the acceesories of plate, flowers,—a noble
spartment glowing with gold, servants in gorgeous
liveries, et cetera. Dull, depressing, from the demea-
nour of the company. Hardly a word was spoken;
Scarsdale himeelf was suddenly stricken dumb; and
after two or three feeble efforts on my part, which
only elicited a pale, faint amile from my viz-d-vie, the
Lady Clara Pierpoint, I, too, succumbed, and sank
into silence. As far as eating waz concerned, the
dinner was a mere sham; nobody ate anything to
signify, except myself; and I, though my appetite
was excellent, keen in fact, was so confused by the
solitary sound of my spoon, fork, and so on, that I
gave up the attempt to seriously dine; and, when the
last course disappeared, waa almost, if not quite, as
hungry as when I sat down to table. It was really
dreadful ; and I could almost have fancied myself in
& novel kind of purgatory, where the Dives of earth
were condemned to be surrounded by tha luxuries
and splendours of their former state, but withont
power to partake of and enjoy them,

Of the guests themselves, two only require a par-
ticular description; the Lady Clara Pierpoint, and
the Honourable Mrs. Travers. The others, Mrs,
Moreton, Lady Clara’s aunt, and Lionel, Mra, Travers'
grandson, were very common-place people. The
first, a tall, pale, ssd, yet kindly-looking old lady;
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the youth, & quiet, handsome Iad, who might, in
the time to come, turn out to be a capital fox-
hunter, but would certainly never set the Thames on
fire.

A very, very lovely gir! was the Lady Clara Pier-
point. In figure, of a medinm height, and delicately
moulded; complexion exquisitely fair; sweet dove-
eyes, of o tremulous changeful colour, whether brown
or hazel I could not quite determine; hair, a bright
dark brown, shot with gold. To look at her was like
looking in the face of an angel,—of an angel saddened
by s Divine compassion, by an infinite tenderneas and
regret.

Did that compassion, tenderneaw, regret, have re.
ference to Captain Scarsdale? Yes; no question of
it; and in s masculine, and comparatively earthly
sense, were fully reciprocated by him. To observe
them quietly, from under the concealing pent-house of
one's brows, and note their mutual, furtive glances,
was proof unqueetionable that they loved each other
with an intensity of passion which less ardent natures
could form no conception of.

This being so, what power of earth or heaven
should bar their union? the ardent wealthy lover
being his own master; the lady, and the lady’s rela-
tives, as shown by the presence of her aunt, who,
she being an orphan, is the only person possessing
control over her—joyfully-consenting parties. 'What,
I ask myeelf again and again, can be the mysterious
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influence which is evidently blighting their young
lives, consigning them to remediless misery, despair?

A dark riddle, of which I cannot help suspecting
that grim old ogress, the Honourable Mrs. Travers,
knows the secret. Friphtful old woman! though not
absolutely so in features, and one can imagine that
some seventy or eighty years agone she might even
hove been handsome. Ay, but note her moral linea-
ments, a8 with palsied hand she etrokes the amooth
hair of her grandson, and her age-glazed eyes scan
doubtfully all present, resting for & few moments only
upon Scarsdale and the Lady Clara; a slight,and as I
interpret it, malignant, triwmphant smile curling the
while her shrivelled lips! If her sight is dull, her
eer is sharp, and she, I feel sure, enjoys, and inwardly
chuckles over the drear silence which reigne around.
She knows what that silence signifies, rejoices in that
knowledge, and either my suspicions greatly wrong
her, or it is fire from the bottomless pit that kindles
with momentary glare her dark deep-sunken eyes.
Yet, ng I afterwards knew, the Honourable Mrs.
Travers is famed for piety, rigidly-ascetic piety, which
T ultimately find to be nothing more than a supersti-
tions relisnce upon the rites and observances of the
church, considered a3 #o many charms or spells that
will assure her heaven, though she die in nnrepented
of, mortal sin! There is a vast amount—I may ob-
serve, infer alia—of that kind of religion in the world.

None present except myrelf seemed to regard the



THE BCARSDALE FAMILY. 25

aged dome with dislike or suspicion, which I could
only account for by remembering that she must have
grown slowly, gradually under their eyes, and there-
fore unobservedly into her actual physical and moral
aspects, whilst to me she was a sudden apparition.

It was an immense relief when the ladies retired,
taking young Lionel Travers with them. As the door
closed behind them, the spell which had sealed up
Bearedale’s lips, was broken.

“Wine! wine!” bhe exclaimed, almost with a
shout. “A bumper to the Lady Clara!” ord he,
himself, tossed off two in quick succession.

“You look terribly scared,” he continued, “and no
wonder. But tell me, is not the Lady Clara s divine
piece of work P
~ “There cannot be two opinions sbout that. But
pray do you fell me, for I feel oppressed as with
night-mare, the meaning of the dismal scene I have
just witnessed! Surely there is no tie of blood
between you and the Lady Clara 2

“ None-none !

“ And you are deeply attached to each other; at
liberty to wed any day you please! I caunot under-
stand it for the life of me.”

“Yon will before you elecp. Yes,” he continued,
“yes, we love, have for years loved each other
with chiangeless devotion. That love it is which en.
wraps me a8 with the poisoned shirt of Nessus,
killing me slowly, and followed by my life-Dlood if
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I attempt to tear it away., Wed the Lady Clars,
did you eayP” he zdded with fierce outburst, and
striking the table with closed fist, *No—no—no.
Heaven forbid! Iiis that counsel which some fiend is
ever whispering in my ear, well knowing that to do so
were to damn myself beneath all depth in hell. Enough
of this for the present. Let us rejoin the ladiea.”

The guesta did not leave so soon as had been ex-
pected, so that twilight had come in, and the eaxlier
summer stars were looking forth when I and Capisin
Bearsdale seated ourselves in a projecting niche of a
high-up apariment, whimsically called his study. He
hed ordered wine, cigars, &e., to be conveyed there;
but previous to placing ourselves at opposite sides of
the table bearing those creaturo comforts, he called
my attention to a full-length, most life-like portrait of
his great grandmother, Margaret Scaradale, danghter
of Balph de Brouckere, who I remembered to have
heard or read had been out in the 45 rebellion, and
only escaped from the catastrophe at Culloden, to be
soon afterwards shot by order of the Duke of Cum.
berland.

The lady’s exceedingly pale face was full of cha-
racter, and, though not strictly handsome, fascinated
ono by the spiritual fire, wonderfully rendered, which
flashed  from her large gray eyes. She-had been
taken in a white dress, and partly from the extreme
naturalness of the representation, partly that the un-
framed portrait stood up on the floor upright against
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the wﬁl, one might at & first glance have eanly ima-
gined one’s self to be in the actual presence of a
living woman of a tall commanding stature,

# The strange history I am about to relate,”” began
Captain Scaradale, * properly dates, as doea the re-
vival of the now prosperous fortunes of our house,—
if wealth is prosperity,—from the marriage of the
lady whom the artist has so admirably rendered in
yonder portrait, with Edward Scaradale, the twenty-
third of that name in direct descent from Edward,
godeon of the Confessor, and one of that monarch’s
most valiant soldiers, A brief recital of some im-
portant events, that occurred before Margaret de
Brouckere's entrance upon the scene will, neverthe-
Jess, be ossential to a clear comprehension of her all-
important part in the drama,

“ Hereditary Catholics, holding the more stubbornly
to their faith in evil times, from the same asentiment
of pride aod honmour which would prompt them to
rally with sterner devotion round their country's flag
when it was expoeed to the sterm of ndverse battle,
the Scarsdales, during the reigns of the eighth Harry,
Elizabetb, and James, were more or less mixed up
with all the abortive plots snd conspiracies of those
plotting, conspiring times. The consequence to one
wan the loss of his head, for treasonous complicity, so
called, with Babington’s plot to release Mary, Queen
of Beots, from her imprisonment in Fotheringay
Castle. Another was accused of being privy to the
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Guido Vaux gunpowder business ; falsely so, I believe,
notwithetanding that lhe and Catesby were intimate
friends. That particular Scarsdele eseaped to France,
thereby saving his head, though he lost his estate,—a
bad exchange! This Castle, however, which is held by
& peculiar tenure, never passed into the possession of
the Protestant Philistines ; albeit that'when, by favour
of Charles the First, our family was openly reinstated
therein, the contrast between the maspive grandear
of their abode, and the meanness of their personal
condition, must have been intensely irritating. They
occupied but a few rooms, and were attended by two
or three old servitors, who, in the true foudal spirit,
accepted the evil destinies of our houee with the same
unhesitating alacrily as they would have shown in
claiming to share, according to their degree, in its
splendours.

“Time swept om, tumbling down in its course &
Xing, setting up a Protector in his stead; restoring
Charles the Second, and driving his brother James
into exile; all without much betterment to the
Bearsdales. 8o little, indeed, that our twenty.-second
Edward,—excuse this sounding magnilogquence, it is
a family failing which has descended to us with the
Castle,—that our twenty-second Edward, I was eay-
ing, accepted a commission in Marlborough’s army,
and served with distinction in most of the great
battles that in those days took the conceit out of the
ever-boastful French.
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“Such condescension on the part of the twenty-
gecond link in our ancestral chain, to attach itself
to the now order of things, was senzible enough
in purpose, bu$ in immediate result failed miserably.
The twenty-second returned from the wars no richer
than he went, and shorn, moreover, of his left arm.
By way of consclation, I suppose, though the recipe
is discredited in these matter-of-fact days, he soon
after his return,—Edward the twenty-firat bhaving
died in theinterim,~married. Yes, and with Dorothea
Langton, o damsel poor in purse and rich in blood as
himself! Her brother was the grandfather of the
Honourable Mrs, Travers, whom you met at dinner.

“This lady bore her husband several children, one
of whom only survived—2 son. I don't mind ad-
mitting to you, that the classic creed, * Whom the
gods love, dic young,' wae verified in that instance;
or, at all events, the gods tock the beat—if best there
were—to themselves; leaving the survivor, as of
right, to the devil. Prythee now, don't get up that
. sanctimonious, Stonyhurst phiz; X merely hinted my
own private opinion upon the subject ; nothing of more
worth or weight.

“ Ay, and excuses might be suggested for him,”
continued Captain Scarsdale, with scrid bauter;
“ something after the fashion of the Beottish peasant-
poet, whose book I have lately read, when he puts in
s good word for ‘Aunld Nickie Ben® himeelf. He
was—Edward the iwenty-third—not Auld Nickie;

c
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reared in an atmosphere of cankering discontent,
envenomed by bitter regrets for the vanished splen-
dour of his house, whieh the last words of his father
enjoined him to epare no effort, no sacrifice, to restare.
Add to this, that he was naturally of a sullen, dogged,
envious disposition ; valned nothing 'neath the sun,
save birth and wealth—wealth and birth; and you
will not be surprised to hear that, tempted by oppor-
tunity, he, in an evil hour, bartered away the hnme-
diate jewel of his soul, the honour of his mame and
race ; and copsigned, though in this unknowingly, his
descendants to misery, despair, perdition.

“You will Have understood, that the service rendered
by my ancestor in Queen Anne’s wars had, in a grest
degree, effaced the stigma of disloyalty which so long
attached to our name. No tangible advantage, as X have
before remarked, caree with that recovered reputation ;
and my great-grandfather was as straitened in means
as any of his predecessors when, being then about
two-and-twenty years of age, he met with Ralph de
Brouckere and hia daughter Margaret. The de
Brouckeres were zealous Jacobites, and they, judging
by the centuries-old reputation of the Scarsdales,
took it for granted that their new acquaintanee held
the Elector of Hanover and the Protestant succession
in a8 great abhorrence as they themselves did. More-
over, I bave no doubt that my great graudpapa care-
fully kept his lstitudinarian political principles to
himself; forasmuch that, finding he had made a
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favourable impression upon both father and daughter,
he at once resolved fo mend his ragged fortunes by
wedding Margaret de Bronckere. The young lady
would be 8 wealthy heiress in landed estate ; and, for
various reasons, needless to be gone into, the family
property, in rare jewels and coatly plate, was some-
thing enormous.

* My clever, {ime-serving ancestor’s suit was favonr.
ably entertained, and, after a few months’ courtship,
he and Marguret de Brouckere were united in wed-
lock. Ralph de Brouckere, I must tell you, had
himself married very early in life, and at the time of
Margaret’s marriage was under forty, and vigorous
in body—enthusiastic in spirit as in the morning of
life. His daughter’s portion was large, but he refused
to make an irrevoceble settlement in her favour;
though he consented to make, and did actually execute
a will, by which all he possessed was devised to her,
with remainder to her husband and children.

“The marriage took place in 1744, and in the fol-
lowing year, a8 you well know, the rebellion in favour
of the Pretender to the English throne burst forth in
Beotland. Ralph de Brouckere was one of the few Eng.
lish gentlemen who, when the Highland army reached
Derby, joined the rebels. His son-in-law earnestly
dissuaded him from taking so perilous a atep, but
nothing could shake his determination. He, more-
over, warmly resented, and showed that he warmly
resented, his son.indaw’s refusal himeelf to join the
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insurgent forces. As a matter of precantion, the jewels
and plate, which I have spoken of, were sent for safe
keeping to Scarsdale Castle; and in the event of
Ralph de Brouckere’s death, his will, which was also
brought here, would, it was hoped, even if the rebellion
should fail, secure the landed eatatos to his danghter.

*The cannown of Culloden awoke the for a time
succeesful Stuart from his dream of empire. From
that futal field Ralph de Brouckere narrowly escaped
with life. Wounded, but not, as it proved, mortally,
he found temporary refuge and snecour with friends
of the defeated cause, and ultimately reached this
Castle, 8o well disguised, that his daughter did not at
first recognize bim, She was then near her first con-
finement,

“ De Brouckere’s own place, & hundred miles from
this, had been taken possession of by the victors, and
a more secure refuge for the hunted fugitive could
not, at that terrible crisis, be hoped for than Scarsdale
Castle; the owner of which had, from the first, osten-
tationsly declared on the side of the Brunswick
dynasty, and whose father, it was remembered, had
fought gallantly at Ramilies, Malplaquet, and Blen-
heim, Precautions were, however, taken for which
the Castle offered peculiar facilities, During the
Elizabhethan persccutions, when it was death for =
Romish priest to be found in England, & priest's
“ hiding hole ” had been contrived so skilfully, as to
thoroughly defy discovery. In that receptacle Ralph
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de Brouckere was concealed, except during the fow
houra in the day which he passed in a private apari-
ment with his daughter and her husband. Bitter,
angry words, spite of the youmg wife’s moderating
influence, passed between the fother and son-in-law ;
the temper of the former being, one readily imagincs,
exasperated by failure, defeat; of the latter, by fear
lest he might be involved in the capitally-penal con.
eequences of harbouring a rebel: for the pursuit was
hot after Ds Brouckere,

“T am now about to turn over a shameful leaf of
our family history,” continued Captain Scarsdale, his
pale cheek flushing with red heat, “and I must be
brief with it. An anxious fortnight had passed,
when soldiers suddenly presented themselves, the
officer in eommand of whom bluntly announced that
he bad resson to believe the proclaimed rebel, Ralph
de Brouckere, was eoncealed here.

“Now I do not believe "—Captain Scarsdale went
on to say,the red heat of hisface deepening in hue—
#T do not believe—I have always refused to belicve—"
that—that—curse it, an honest man’s tongue refuses
to hint such infemy! That which I do believe is, that
finding himeelf unexpectedly, undesiredly—of course
undesiredly ;—the deep damnation involved in a con-
trary supposition could not, by possibility, have been
incurred by a Scarsdale! The deed was bad, horrible
enough at the best, I was saying,” resumed Captain
Bearsdale, after wiping the hot perspiration from his
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forehead—“1 was saying, or about to eay, that finding
himself an object of suspicion fo a triumphant, vin-
dictive government, ss the harbourer of a capital
rebel; knowing besides—the stifling truth may aa
well ont-—that the De Brouckere jewels and plate
were concealed here; that the will, which devised the
estates to his wife and himself, would, at & fitting op-
portunity, as the imprudent fugitive, in one of his
rages had intimated, be revoked-—he, my ancestor—as
Scargdale did ——

# It well-nigh chokes me—but this was the manner
of it. The soldiers had been twenty-four hours in
the Cestle, during which indefatigable search had
been vainly made for the proseribed rebel, and they
were aboub leaving, when some communication
reached the officer in command.

“The lady whose portrait I have called your atten-
tion to conld not, it appears, have placed relinnce
in her husband's honour or good faith. She ia said
to bave watched him narrowly sll the time Cum.
berland’s soldiers were here; and only left him to
lie down, for a few minutes, after an anxious, wear-
some dinner, at which she had forced hergelf to play
eourteous hostesa to the Hanoverian Captain. Dark
ness waa falling, and in the growing Aush of the
Castle, her sensifive car caught the softly-falling,
measured steps of frained men, marching stealthily
—she guessed whither.

“ A minute or two pessed before she could arrange
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her dress 8o a8 fo appear in the presence of men.
That done, she followed swiftly in the direction
of the fading footateps, so to speak, reaching the
chamber in time, and only in time, fo see hér
huaband, with shsking finger, shaking with shams,
as every member of his body must bave done, to the
place where her father was concealed. The nexi
moment, before her checked pulse could beat again,
ber palsied topgue give forth & ery, the priest’s
“hiding hole* was disclosed, and Ralph de Brouckere
dragged forth by the exulting soldiera!

“We will pass swiftly over the incidents crowded
into the next few hours. Identification of the rebel
was the only formality preliminary to the carrying
out of the commander-in-chief's sentence npon Ralph
de Brouckere. That ceremony gone through, the
unfortunate gentleman was led into the yard at the
beek of the Castle, the ruthless decree was forthwith
executed, and the sharp rattle of the death shots,
echoing through the daughter’s chamber, mingled
with the mother's cry of travail, with the wail of
a msn-child born into this incomprehensible world
of sin and doom! The child lived; its mother died
smad whilst the night was still young. Maud Garston,
now the Honourable Mra. Travers, was with her in
the last agony: the husband could not, durs? mot
look upon his murdered wife.

* The furies of Remorse and Shame pureued that
husband to his dying day, which ocourred whem
his son was in his fifteenth year.
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“The last rites of the church had been adminis.
tered, and feeling that what remained for him to
do in life must be done quickly, if at all, he gent for
hie son, and in the presence of the Honourable Mra.
Travers, then o wife and mother, informed him with
much solemnity, and appesaling to Mrs. Travers as a
witness to the truth of the statement, that his, the
moribund's, murdered wife, prophesying at that su-
preme moment when it might be that the, to gross,
fleshly eyes invisible world, revenls itself with its
unspeakable splendours and mysteries—to those from
which the film of mortality is falling off —declared, or
predicted, that, for two succeeding penerations, the
wife of the lord of Scarsdale Castle would perieh,
a8 ghe herself did, in giving birth to a first-born
child, and that in the third generation both child
and mother would die, and the race in a direct
tine become extinet.—What say you to that P’

“That the pretended prophecy, if really uttered by
the dying lady, was the mere raving of insanmity.
But that the Honourable Mrs. Travers must bave
heard it, if any one did, I should liave been inelined
to set it down ae n maniscal delusion of De Brouck.
ere's betrayer, engendered by the broodings of a
tortured comscience.”

“You will not held to that opinion after hearing
thet the prediction has hitherto been literally ful-
filled. My grandmother and mother both died in
firat child-birth, each leaving a son.”

“That is, no doubt, very stranve. The vrophecy
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may, however, as prophecies often do, have helped to
fulfil itself. Were the two mothers, or either of
them, informed of the prediclion P*

“J cannot say. Mra. Travers, for many years, felt
an invincible repugnance to speak upon the subject,
and my two immediate predecessora alwaya treated
the allezed prophecy with unmitigated contempt. I
eannot ; though 1 too for o long time refused to believe
there was any real connection between the predietion
and its apparent fulfilment. The intensity of affec-
tion I bear the Lady Clara Pierpoint has kindled a
vivid, consuming dread in my mind ; and the Honour-
able Mrs. Travers need no longer croak her doleful
warnings in my car: I shall die wifeloss, childless,
and with me will terminate the direet line of the
Searsdales.”

* Does the Lady Clara Pierpoint share your super-
stitious fears P

“ In aslight degree only, and for my sake she would,
I kuow, dare the fearful venture.”

“May I ask to whom this Castle and the Searsdale
estates go, if you should die childless, To the Ho-
nourable Mrs, Travers' grandson 7 -

“Yes! Why that question?™

“The immense advautage to her family that you
thould sct upon the suggestion of the so-called pre-
ternatural prediction (thereby, by the way, falsify-
ing it—another absurdity growing out of the first)
would make her zealous to croak her doleful warnings,
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not: in your man’s ears ouly, but formerly in those of
delicate nervous women at an always perilous crisis in
their lives. This, of course, iz but a random guess,
snd may wrong the Honourable Mrs. Travers.”

“ Tt does; be assured it does!”

“Who was with your grandmother and mother
when they were seized with the pains of childbirth,—
the Honourable Mrs, Travers # "

“ Again that monstrous insinuation!™ exelaimed
Captain Scarsdale, almost fiercely. * How should I be
able to answer such a question ? I only remember to
have heard that my grandmether expired in a frenzy
of delirinm ; that my mother asnk exhausted by a
succession of hyaterical fainting fits. "What hideous
suspicion has crossed your mind P’ he added, with
gathering vehemence.  “ You must be crazed to hint
~—to imagine that—that——. Besides, good heaven!
it was the child, not the mother, who barred the suc-
cession to the Travers’ branch of the family.”

“1t is not always, nor very often, I believe, that a
child whose mother dies in giving it birth attaina to
healthy man or womanhood. Be calm, sir; be calm,”
I added. “You have honoured me with your eon-
fidence, and asked for my counsel. I must therefore
speak all my mind; you are, however, too much
excited for further discourss to-night. Another time
we can speak again upon the maiter.”

Captain Scarsdale silently scquiesced, rang the
bell for a eervant, and I was conducted to my bed-
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chamber. My sleep was disturbed, unrefreshing.
On the following day I seized an opportunity of re-
newing the subject, but to my surprise Captain Scars-
dale fought nervously shy of it ; remarked, with some
acerbity, that I had excited a horrible doubt, impos-
sible of Bolution, in his mind, and that he was heartily
sorry he had conferred with me upon so distressing &
family matter,

'With singular inconsistency he, nevertheless, pressed
me to prolong my stay st the Castle, and, find-
ing he was earneetly desirous that I should do so, I
consented. The subject~-matter of our former com-
vorsation wes not again touched upon, but I could not
fail to perceive that Captain Scaradale’s mind was be-
eoming daily more and more gloomily morbid, end that
a feeling of dislike and suepicion was growing upon
him towards the Honourable Mrs. Travers, and of
positive hatred for her grendson Lionel Travers.

Upon one occasion be incidentally remarked, that
had he not lost his faith he would turn monk, and
that his present intention was to take service, no
matter on what side, in the first war that might
spring up in Europe or America, e added that, in
common justice to the Lady Clara Pierpoint, and with
& faint hope that his own peace of mind might be, in
some slight degree, restored thereby, he had deter-
mined to sce her no more, till upon the point of lesv.
ing England for ever. I also understood him ¢o say
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that he had made a will by which she was bequeathed
all the peraonals at his disposal.

Such was the aspect of affairs at Scarsdale Castle,
when an accident, as men call such visitations, befell
the Honourable Mrs, Travers. She was out in a
carriage for an evening drive, when something startled
the horses, which ran away at a fearful pace, the
carringe was overturned, the Hfonourable Mrs. Travers
thrown out with great violence, and so injured thab
she died ebout thee hours afterwards,

The accident took place at no great distance from
the Scarsdale Arms, 2 large road-side inn, whither she
was immediately conveyed. -

For a considerable time the Ilonourable Mrs.
Travers refused to believe tbat the last hour of her
long life—she was approaching ninety—could be cloze
at hand. At length, however, the calm insistence of
the medical gentlemen in attendance, enforced, no
doubt, by internal monitions, convinced her that the
fell serjeant Death would bo swift as strict in his
arrest; and, after some minutes of gloomy, savage
silence, she began screaming for a priest, demanding,
with frantic eagerness, that one should be brought to
her without a moment’s delay.

The reverend gentleman who would in usual
course have been summoned happened to be many
miles away, and I was consequently sent for. "When
the mounted messenger reached the Castle, I and
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Captain Scarsdale had just returned from a ride in
the park, and the message waa delivered before either
had dismounted. We were paturally much startled,
not having before heard of the accident, and I bade
the servant hasten back fo the Bearsdale Arms and
gay I would be there with all possible speed. I had
to provide myself with a stole, and various mattera
necessary to the administration of the last rites of the
church,

“You will hear her general confession,” said Cap-
tain Searsdale, with extreme agitation, * And~—if—
if But your lips will be sealed P

* No question of that,”

“To be sure—to be sure! Well, 1 shall sce you
on your return, meanwhile I will take another gallop,”
and he rode off,

It was nearly dark without when I reached the
Searsdale Arms, quite so in the death-chamber to
which ¥ was softly ushered—darkness rendered more
palpable by the glimmering light of three candles,
which, with a crucifix, had, according to usage in such
cases, been ranged upon a table at the foot of the
heavily-curtained bedstead on which lay the Honour-
able Maud Travers. The candles threw a ghastly
lustre upon the white, withered face and darkening,
restless eyes which searched mine with troubled in-
guisition.

“Not him—not him!™ she murmured. *Ah, I
Lknow, the other is away; well, well, ho ia a priest,
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that is sure ; put on your atole, reverend sir,” she con-
tinued, with an effort to speak louder, * The sands ih
the hour.glass are nearly run out. I thought a while
ago you were come, and could have sworn it was a
man’s etep, but my ear must have been at fault, for
the woman says no one came in but herself. Be
gone, hussey, we must be alone—quite alone! A
priest dare not tell,” she added, muttering in an
undertone to herself. * At peril of eternal dammation,
he dare not. The gecret will be safe still,—and I—
shall be absolved !"

The dying sinner mechanically repeated the Con-
fiteor, and the terrible confession began—continued-—
my hair—T was a very young priest remember,—
fairly rising up at parts of it with surprise, horror,
ay, and with profound compassion for a soul so sin-
spotted about to appear, at such brief summons, before
its Creator and Judge,

It was finished at last, and I was about to exercise
my duty and right of rebuke, expostulation, of warn-
ing, to repent whilst there was yet time of her deadly,
mortal sins, when a heavy window-curtain was drawn
back, and a man started out of the encircling gloom
into the revealing candlelight.

% Accursed wretch!™ ghouted Scarsdale, for it was
he. *“ Accursed wretch, murderess, devil—"'

He was interrupted by a broken, spasmodic scream.
The dying womsan had inetantly recoguized the in-
truder, snd, starting balf-up in bed, glared at him
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with distended, flaming eyes; the last fitful flash of
the burnt-out lamp of life about to sink in the
socket.

“Betrayed! betrayed!” she faintly shrieked.
* Undone !—runined !—lost !—lost eternally! No—
no—no!" she continued, rapidly, and turning towards
me, “ You—you are a real priest. Quick, quick with
the absolution! The viaticum—the holy oil. Quick!
—~quick, I say, or—or —"

The feeble breath rattled in her throat ; the flicker.
ing fire in her eyes went out. She waas dead!

Late in the evening of the dsy upon which the
body of the Honourable Mrs. Travers was deposited
in ita last resting-place, Captain Scarsdale and I were
again seated in the high-up apartment called his study,
and 1 had again perused, with much deeper interest
then before, the finely-rendered, striking lineaments
of Ralph de Brouckere's daughter. The demeanour of
Captain Scarsdale upon this occasion was subdued,
even solemn ; yet was there a lustre in hiseye, a glow
upon his check, which were never in my remembrance
there before.

“The device ’—anaid he, resuming & conversation
which the entrance of a servant had interrupted—
“the device was quite justifiable. It was precisely
a casg in which the end justifies the means. The idea
of being secrotly present at the Honourable Mrs,
Travers” confession flashed upon me the instant I
heard she was dying at the Scarsdale Arms, the land-
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lord of which would, I knew, facilitate my design. I
was well placed for hearing,” added Captain Scarsdale,
“but the unhappy, guilty woman sometimes spoke
in o low a tone that there were many sentences I
did not catch.”

“T ean well belicve that you heard little or nothing
distinetly.”

“You are mistaken. I heard her distinctly admit
that she—herself—had invented the predietion, and
found no difficulty in persuading De Brouckere's be-
trayer that it had been uttored by his dying wife,
Her brain was but & girl’s then, she said, though
a scheming one, and she bitterly regretted in after
years not having ijnvented one better adapted to
secomplish its purpose—that of deterring my grand-
father from entering into the state of marriage.
Finding that her scheme did not answer her hopes,
she, with imexorable persistence, secretly and in
strictest confidence worked upon the superstitious
terrora of his wife, a highly sensitive woman, in
delicate health. As the time of her continement drew
on, the Honourable Mra. Travers, after much cogita-
tion as to the best means of effecting ber purpose,
hit upen an expedient for giving her already terror-
stricken victim the coup-de-grace, which, she thought,
could hardly fail, and eagerly, unpausingly watched
for an opportunity of carrying it inte effect.

“The portraif, yonder portrait of Margaret da
Brouckere, my grandmother had never seen; but the
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Honourable Mra. Travers had taken especial pains to
render her, by means of other likencsses—all minia~
tures, I believe—thoroughly familiar with the de-
censed lady’s very peculiar features; a circamstance
which proves to me that the scheme was not so audden
an inspiration of the devil as she pretended to you.”

“ Go on, Captain Scersdale—go on. Indulge your
faney without restraint.”

“ Fudge, about fancy! According to her the devil
suddenly prompted her to seeretly convey yon por-
trait, then unframed, a8 now, to an unused closet
adjoining the ailing young wife's chamber, the key of
which the Honourable Mra. Travers took care to pos-
sess herself of, and watch for an opportunity of nsing
paid portrait with effcet. That opportunify eame.
Mra. Scarsdale, feeling ill towards evening, was per-
suaded by her sedulously-anxious friend te lie down,
and strive to sleep, and she—the sedulously-snxious
friend—would take care meanwhile to have the sur-
geon-aceouchenr in attendance. The young wife fell off
into & doze, and was suddenly awakened to behold the
apparition of Margaret, the prophetess, gazing at her
from the foot of the bed, and to hear herself sum-
moned in unearthly tones to appear before the tri-
bunal of God before the sun rose again, The vanish-
ment of the portrais behind the thick bed-curtains
was, of course, essily managed, and one cannot feel
surprised that the unbappy lady, in her then mental
and physical condition, was utterly crazed by the
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seemingly supernatural visitation, and, as I have
before told you, she died reving mad. The diaboliesl
assassin folt satisfied ; she told you that my grand-
father would never marry again, under any zircum-
stancea, or to gain any object, and she would have
found means, I heard her mutter, to make away with
the child, only that it was a Secarsdale. A strange
chzos of contradietions is the human heart ! *

“ Decettful above all things, and desperately wicked.”

“1 thought she hinted, too, that the boy’s father
seemed to watch her doings closely. However, to
make an end of this eventful history, it i only neces-
sary toadd that her second victim was disposed of by
comparatively simple, natural means. My mother,
like her predecessor, was a woman of highly excitable
tempersment, affected, indeed, the physician feared,
with disease of the heart. X was born in 1792, during
my father's absence in France, whither he had gone
on business of pressing importance; bub to quiet my
mother’s alarms, he bad assured her that he was only
going to Brussels. Every day’s post brought tidings
of the murderous hurly-burly going on in Paris; and,
though I could not catch her words distinetly, I
think the Honoursble Mra. Travers admitted that ehe
had, as if incautiously, expressed fears that my
father might have proceeded to that city. Be that as
it inay, the fiend certainly helped his own at that par-
ticular pinch. My mother was safely delivered of a
man-child, myself, and was thought to be doing well,
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when & Jetter arrived from Paris, directed to the
Honcurahle Mrs. Travers, informing her that my
father had perished in the Septembrist massacre.
The letter was from the uncle of the Lady Clara
Pierpoint, and sngrested that the terrible newa should
be a8 long a8 possible withheld from my mother, and
when communicated to her to be so as carefully,
gently a8 possible.  That letter was delivered at the
Honourable Mrs. Travers’ residence. She ran it over,
pereeived at once the infernal purpose it might be
made to serve, put it in her reticule, hastened over here,
and, taking it out in my mother’s chamber, affected
to there break the seal and rend it. The sudden
shock overpowered her, she emitted a piercing scream,
pretended to faint, and the fatal missive dropped
on the floor. It was handed to my mother. Youn
know the rest. Heartless—remorseless—infamouns
wreteh !” exelaimed Captain Scarsdale, with a burst
of emotion. * Who, but for her own avowal, wauld
believe that a woman’s form could have clothed and
concealed o fiendish o spirit ? -

“My excellent health again baffled her devilish
purpose.  She feared to take the nearest way to ita
accomplishment, and T grew up only to have assuredly
crowned her hopes, but for the happily-overheard
eonfession the other evening.”

# A eingular story, Captain Bearsdale; and, 28 you
evidently believe you heard all that, I foreses a
heppy démouement. Just now we will, however, if

D2
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you please, drop the subject, and amuse ourselves
with o game of chess.”
» » . * - -

Not many months after the death of the Honour-
able Mrs. Travers, there were grand doings at Scars-
dale Castle, in honour of its owner’s marriage with
the Lady Clara Pierpoint.

Some very remarkable fatality, I may observe in
conclusion, must befall the Scarsdsle family if it is to
become extinct in the direct line, forasmuch that the
heirs male (sons and grandsons) cannot be lesa than
two seore ab the present time. As to the daughters
and grand-daughters, their name is legion.



Beelutions of & Cathulic Yricst,

No. 2—THE FISHERS OF THE NORTH
SEA.,

A zowe holidey in the autumn months of the yenr
-—— on the eastern cozst of England, not far distant
from the principal port, caused me to become, not
only a close spectator, but, to a certain extent, an
sctor in the first or introductory act of the drama,
which, with more or less appropriatencsg, I have en-
titled “The Fishers of the North Bes.” Most of
the subsequent scenes I obtained partisl glimpses of
through the narrow aperture of the confessional, till
the éclaircissement just before the fall of the cur-
tain cleared up all doubts, and placed the dramatie
persone in their proper places. I propose, however,
for the sake of perspicuity, and to avoid doubling back,
as it were, upon the current of circumstance, to, as
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nearly as I can, tell the story, as, in the end, T knew
it to have fallen out, thus sparing the reader much of
the perplexity which I myself suffered whilst the
scenes were being acted.

Two respectable families, the Mowbrays and Den-
{ons, occupied two substantially-builé roomy cotfages
on the coast, two or three hundred yards inland from
high-water mark. Their dwellings were within a
stone's cast of each other; they were Catholics;
obtained their subsistence by fishing in the North
8ea, and to render the eonnection yet more intimate
were partners in the Wave, o tight cutter of some
forty tons burthen, with which they carried on with
fair success deep sea fishing.

I lodged with the Mowbrays, but, as 2 necessary
consequence of my special funetions, was equally af
home with the Dentons. It will be necessary to
depiet the individuals of both families with some
minuteness.

‘Willism Mowbray, a native of the bonnie north,
Was over ﬁfiy, perhaps nearer sixty years of age, but
bale, wiry, and his iron-gray hair thick as it could
have been in youth, A stern, silent man, sparing of
even necessary speech. The scant, sharp words, ex-
cept when speaking to his daughter, rumbling through
his cold firm lips, together with the squere maasive
jaw, at once convincing you that he was & man of iron
will and cankered disposition., He came of a good
stock, s indeed most English Catholics do ‘(1 do not
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mean converts) their feligion, not always based upon
faith, being often a sort of heir-loom, stowed care-
lessly away in the dusty lamber roome of memory,
but to repudiate or part with which, in evil times,
would be cowardice, dishonour!-

I knew little, almost nothing, of his antecedents,
the dim guesses thereat, which I was able to make,
being founded upon no more reliable basis than cer-
tain expressions, which during fits of infrospective
musing sometimes escaped him. Echoes they seemed
to be of a gloomy episode in his life, with which
his daughter Clara appesred 1o be, in some indi.
rect way, involved. A sweet girl was Clara Mow-
bray; not so remarkable for feature-beauty as inde-
scribably engaging with her soft, timid eyes, changeful
complexion, gentle patient voice, and altogether re-
liant, beseeching, graceful ways. She was about
seventeen, and the apple of her father's eye, though
the brimming tendernesa which often at the sound
of her voice, of Ler step, I have seen overflow and
course down his rugged, weather-beaten cheeks,
would be sometimes strangely manifested, as if the
very graces of his child awoke memories which mad-
dened him.

One instance I have a vivid remembrance of. Clara
was asgisting Margaret Davis, housekeeper, servant
of all work, and brave, honest woman, in some house-
hold duty, and singing, warbling, snatches of ald
songs as she did so. Mr, Mowbray was gone fo the
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not far off town, and was not expected to be back for
several bours. It chanced, however, that he had for-
gotten something, and returned to procure it. Clara
did not hear hia atep, and after a brief pause in her
singing or carolling, suddenly struck into the old
ditty{'""
“When William ot eve met me down at the stile,
How eweet waa the nightingale’s soug "—

when her father, whose foot was om the threshold of
the open door, her back being towards him, leapt for-
ward as if & bullet struck him, seized poor Clara’s
arm with one hand, and uplifted the other as if about
to fell her to the ground, whilst a frightful maledie-
tion eurged through his clenched teeth. The blow
waa arrested by the girl’s upturned charming face;
and the strong, stern man, bursting into a passion of
tears, caught her up and hugged her to him with
frepzied love; then hurried off to his own room.
«Don’t weep lass,” I heord Margaret Davia say.
% The master meant thee no unkindness. It was thy
mother's song, and the .sound of it sets him crazy.
T thought he was a mile or more away.”

The Denton family were two brothers, John and
James Denton, the eldest quite ten years his brother’s
genior. Jobn had been wild in his youth, and till
within a short period of his father's death hed led an
irregular, dissipated life. He was reformed, folke
said, though not unfrequently with a sly sneer, sug.
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gestive that the change was only on the surface. His
reformation, such as it was, dated from the dey of hia
acquittal of a eriminal charge, which established,
would have sent him across the lerring-pond. He
was indicted for might.poaching, and a murderous
assault upon one Reid, a sailor, who for reasons of
his own had tracked his steps in the hope of catehing
bim flzgrante delicto. There had been bad blood
between him and Reid for a long time, arising from
jealousy ; he, Reid, having supplanted him in the
good graces of a damsel, whom Reid afterwards mar-
ried. The encounter between the two has therefore
somcthing of the character of a duel, a consideration
which waa s2id to have influenced the jury m giving
John Denton the benefit of some discrepancy in the
evidence adduced against him.

Be that ss it may, he was completely nobered by
the narrow escape he had made ; forthwith returned
to the paths of honest indusiry, and, after his father’s
decease, engaged steadily in the fishing business, in
concert with his brother and William Mowbray.

Reid's marrisgre was not a happy one. The wife,
80 gossips hinted, had really preferred John Denton,
though she jilted him in a fit of girlish caprice.
‘Whether that was true or false, Reid went swiftly to
the bad, indulged in vicious intemperance, and, from
being first mate in a large shipp was ultimately fain to
secept a birth in The Wave, under his old rival, John
Denton. People used to say, under their breath, that
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they hoped John Deuton had no more malice in his
heart against Reid than his smooth speech indicated,
as otherwise an acoident would be pretty sure to
befall the husband of Mary Marny that was, during
some dark night in the North Sea.

- James Denton, the younger brother, was a mild,
inoffensive man, fond of reading during his leisure
hours ; and, though a prime sailor and fisher, much
preferring a land fo o sea life,—particularly, as I
eagily saw, shy and diffident as he was, if the former
life were shared by Clara Mowbray. That aspiration,
I was equally sure, was, and would always be, a vain
one, ]

The foregoing details I gleaned from common gossip
or report. The three secamen-fishers though, zs I
have said, professing Catholics, were systematieally
neglectful of their religious duties ; whilst Clara
Mowbray, with Margaret Davis, attended at a Chapel
in the neighbouring town.

The deep-sea fishing was not over for the year,
and some needful repaira having been completed, The
Wave sailed on & voysge which might last a month,
more or less, :

I was on the beach sometime hefore the cutter
lifted anchor. The crew consisted of Mowbray, the
two Dentons, Reid, and a boy. Mowbray had taken
leave of hie daughter gt the cottage, but Reid’s wife
was on the beach holding a litile boy by the hand.
Bhe was » young, comely woman, poorly but neatly
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clad, and I watched her with some curiosity. Her
husband shock hands with her, and she wished bim,
coldiy enough I thought, a pleasant voyage. Two or
three minutes afterwards, John Denton came up,—
seemed about to offer her his hand, checked himself—
8 hot flush reddening his swarthy face—and, with a
low-toned “ Good by, God bless you,” passed on to-
wards the boat. The young womsan blushed scarlet,
perceiving that my eye was fixed upon her, and stooped
down to kiss her child, and conceal her face; at the
same time making the sign of the cross ; doubtless to
shield herself from or exorcise some wicked thought
or wish that had arisen in her mind, At least, ¥ so
interpreted an act which the more purprised me, that
1 did not know she was a Catholic. I now learned
that she was the offspring of Irish parents, and thaé
her maiden name was Mary Ma.hony, not Marny, as
had I heard it pronounced.

The Wave noon disappeared round a high, rugged
bluff, which at that part of the eastern coast stretches
out to sea a long way beyond low-water mark, and I
returned to the Mowbrays a good deal disturbed by
the little incident ¥ had witnessed.

The Wave hod left for about a fortnight, when the
equinoctial gales set in much earlier than usual, and
with great and continuous violence. Clara Mowbray’s
delicate cheek paled o the palest hue of the lily, and
tearful origons superseded pleasant song, as we listened
of an evening to the howling wind, and the raging

AD
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sea, which at high tide flung its spray upon the cot-
tage windows, as if, suggested fear-prompted faney,
announeing to the inmates that the resistless ocenn
had entombed The Warve and all on board, in its
devouring, insatiable depths. It was vainly urged,

by seafaring dwellers theresbout, that well-found
fishing cutters almost always made fine weather of it,
when ships of large tonnage were dashed like waifs
upon shore and rock. Clara, who devotedly loved her
father, could not be argued out of her terrors; and
one evening, the fifth or sixth of the tempest, she was
literally overborne by fear, and, lying embraced in
Margaret Davis's clasping arms, sobbed forth her con.
viction that evil tidings would reach ns before many
hours bad passed. That fear proved to be prophetic,
though not in the sense apprehended by the pro-
phetess, Of course it was a mere faney, born of filial
love and apprehension. I bave but slight faith in the
poetic conceit that eoming events cast shadows be-
fore, unless be meant the ever-deepening shadows of
yet unrevealed crime, which frown and darken round
the conscious eriminal’s stumbling steps.

I rose early the next morning, and found that the
violence of the hurricane had much abated. This
seemed to in some degree reassure Clara Mowbray ;
and when at about ten o’clock, a sail, making evidently
for the inlef, was announced, we all three hurried
towards the beach in & state of foverish but hopeful
excitement,
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Y could not, for a considerable time, discern any
vessel amidst the yeast of watcrs, patiently es an old
seaman brought what he declared was The Wave, or
his name wes mot Tom Blake, within the field of the
glasa, with the use of which he obliged me. At last
I did diecern the tiny vessel carcering towards us;
and, so seeing, felt no doubt whatever of her safety, so
victoriously did she seem to ride upon the seething,
baflled billows.

Scarcely another hour had elapsed when The Pave
was enugly anchored under the lea of the eurving
bluff, before spoken of. A boat brought crew and
passengers on shore, the passengers, if 1 may so
designate them, being seven persons, fortunately
picked off by The Wavs, from a dismasted sinking
English yacht. Every other person belonging to the
Diamond had been washed overbeoard or had otherwise
perished. The seven rescued men were five seamen,
the cook, and Mr. Archibald Kirkton, a young gentle-
man who had accompanied the titled owner of the
yacht in & cruise np the Baltie, returning from whenea
the fatal catastrophe had ocenrred.

“Where is Reid P * I asked, not seeing him, of the
younger Denton,

“He fell overboard one night, or, mors correctly,
early one morning before it was quite light, when we
were closer than was pleasant to the Danish cosst,
and there was a tremendous sea on, that swept the
cutter from stem to stern every five or six minutes.
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It was nearly up with all of us, for my brother, who
was at the helm, was flung at the same time into the
lee scuppers, and The Wave broached too, burying
herself in the sen.”

A reply given with sueh voluble readiness suggested
a suspicion that the fear which had fastened upon my
brain had cast ite shadow over his.

“Was your brother the only person upon deck, at
the time ?

#Yes, sir: Mowbray, the lad, and I had gone below
to shift cur things, and get a canlker.”

“There is no doubt that Reid perished ? >’

“Not the least. I was mortal sorry for the poor
fellow, and the more so a3 the accident happened in
our veseel. That it was an accident,” rdded the bro-
ther with an earnest, thought-betraying look, as he
came closer to me and spoke in a yet lower key,
# That it was an accident I feel as sure ns that I, my-
gelf, am alive, and Reid drowned.”

Further questioning would I felt avail nothing, and
1 turned away, perforce content to wait for such reve.
lation of the truth as Grod in his own good time might
vouchsafe to give.

The seamen that had been rescued from the Dismond
left on the following day, but Mr. Kirkton, who had
suffered some slight hurt, determined to remain for &
while, and engaged to lodge with the Dentons. He
whs & young man of prepoasessing presence, and cul-
tivated, though by no means vigorous mind. I waa
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soon aware that the only serious hurt which detained
him in that rude locelity wae inflicted by Cupid’s
arrow tipped with the penetriggge though lambent
light of Clara Mowbray's eyes. discovery excited
no fear in ry mind for the lowly-placed, but high-.
thoughted maiden. Clara’s was, I felt sure, a stronger
spirit than his; stronger by inherent force, though
not scholastically trained, as had been his feebler, im-
pulsive faculties. No, there was no fear for Clara
Mowbray. Though genial and gentle to a degree, she
was not less remarkable for a direct clearness of per-
ception which I was quite satisfied no sophistie plati-
tudes of Mr. Kirkton, however gilded, would, for a
moment, pervert or dazzle,

This ressoning, experience taught me, was sound
only to a certain extent. The probable peril to the
maiden’s peace of mind from such an intimeey did
not suggest itself 1o me. Bin, she was indeed rafe
from, but not, I should have known, from suffering,
poor girl!

The illness of a dear friend called me suddenly away
from a place to which I had no thought of returning,
and that T did =0 was owing to an accident. At that
time there wns no Roman Catholic hierarchy in
FEngland, such as now existr, and always has, in a
modified degree, in Ireland. As a consequence mis-
gionary priests established in chapels (there were no
Catholic ¢kurches then), built and supported by their
own flocks, could not be dispossessed by a bishop, and
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practically chose their own coadjutors and successora,
The Reverend Mr. ——, pastor of the scant congre-
gation to which Clara Mowbray belonged, was struck
with paralysis: he was over seventy years of age.
Having partially recovered, the necessity of imme-
dintely cbtaining the services of a priest, for his very
poor mission, pressed painfully upon his mind. T had
made his acquaintance, and knowing, as he did, that 1
was not altogether dependent upon the Church for
subsistence, he wrote to me requesting, that, as g
matter of Christian charity, I would undertake his
duties till such time as it might please Grod to restore
him $o perfect health, or remove him from the scene
of Lis labours. I eo far complied with the good man’s
rather extravagant request, by consenting to officiate
in hia place for three months, or till such time as the
aid of snother priest could be had.

One determining motive on my pnrt—su'bordmate,
I may be permitted fo eay, to a conscientious desire
to be useful in the vocation I had chosen for myself
—was to personally ascertain how it fared with those
Fishers of the North Sea. 'Whether my estimate of
Clara Mowbray’s character had been borne out by the
result; if, through chinks made by time,—a biief
time certainly—any ray of light had been thrown
upon the tragedy which I was morally sure had been
acted on board The Wave, on that dark stormy morn-
ing when John Denton and Reid were alone together
on the sea-swept cutter's deck.
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The angwer, as far as concerned Clara Mowbray, was
a reassuring one. I read it in her face on the first
Sundsy moming I eelebrated Divine service, she
and Margaret being present. Clara was o thought
paler than when I last saw her, but the sweet pride
of her look and bearing was more pridefn! than ever.
Not prideful in the sense of a vulgar vanity, but with
the modest consciousness of God-given graciousness
of feature and form, such as the rose may, by s fanciful
mind, be aupposed to display when it flutters snd
blushes in the embrace of the sweet south,—in the
kindling kisees of the eum.

Upon the site of that humble chapel a splendid
temple has been since erected, where, as newspaper
advertissments duly announce, Mozart’s No. 12, or
Haydn’s No. 2, i performed with orchestral accom-
paniments. I may, however, be permitted 4o doubt
that melodious, finely-harmonized prayers and praise
can be more acceptable to Him, whose most grateful
incense is & contrite heart, a humble thought, than
the “unaccompanied ™ petitions of some fifty lowly
worshippers—certainly not more—to whom I preached
on that dull December morning, in that poor chapel.

Thie, by the way, is but & clumsily-introduced indi-
vidnal opinion that will not command much respect,
there being, as I am quite aware, much to be #aid in
glorification of the aids to religion which the “divine
art,” in master-hands, supplies. Be it so. Passing
from the topic, I go on to state that the subdued,
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tearful devotion of the scant congregation, on that
particular occasion, i the more vividly impressed
upon my wmemory, because associated with the
misfortunes, the erimes, the remorse of a seaman
whose bowed face I could not see. He was sitting in
the darkest corner of the dingy chapel, and sobbed
convulsively,—I mean ag if he were choking,—more
than once or twice during the sermon, the text of
which waa that holiest, because humbleat prayer,
“Lead us not into temptation,”

The “ Ite Missa Est” pronounced, the congregation
slowly withdrew, but that man kept his seat, not onee
uplifting his head. I watched him from the half-
opened door of the closet which did duty for a
vesiry-room. Af last all but he had left, and the
woman pew-opener, nudging him on the elbow, inti-
mated that he too must be gone. Starting up, he re-
vealed the countenance of Mowbray, Clara’s father!
He gava the importunate woman, money, and without
& word came hyrriedly towards the vestry-room.

“I did not expect to bear youw, sir,” he maid.
“ Nor indeed that I should have come into the chapel.
Chepels have been out of my latitude for many a year.
Never mind that. Some passages in your sermon
have ripped up old wounds; shown me inyseif in a
far from flattering glass, I have yielded to temptation ;
the tempter being the demon of vengeance! Of jusé
vengeance, if which you deny, vengeance belongs to
.man: no more of that. I wish you to say masses for
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tlie souls of a—a woman, and fourtcen men who were
drowned in the North Sea on the 7th of April, fifteen
years agone. The labourer is worthy of his hire,”” he
added, placing a leathgr purse upon the table.

“ What are the names P

“ Surely the names cannot signify ! The intention
isall. God will know whom we mean!

# Nevertheless, it is usual to »

# Yes, I know,” interrupted Mowbray. “ Well, the
woman's name was—was Clara; that of one of the
men, Saunders, I know nothing of the others. Good
day, reverend sir. "We shall soon, I hope, see you at
our poor place. Notb 2 word of this to my child,” he
added, stepping back; “Not a word to my child—to
Margaret, to anybody. DBut of course not. Good
day, reverend air.”

Clara! His daughter’s mother, mayhap, whoss
favourite song had so excited bim ? T feared so—and
that fear gave o shadowy distinetness to Saunders.
I nd no difficulty in partially filling up the outline
of the drama indicated by Mowbray’s words and
offering. At a future time the awakening conscience
of the man might afford me zn opportunity of more
clearly reading the dark leaves of the tablet of memory
over which the catasirophe of the Digmond und my poor
sermon, bad, as it scemed, cast a lurid, startling light.

Tt did not strike me that the outer life of the
E 2
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Mowbray and Denton families had corsiderably
changed since I left. The men worked diligently
a8 ever, at their along-shore fishing, and Clara Mow-
bray having done her household tasks,—much light-
ened by Margaret’s industrial ardour,—listened of an
evening with mparkling eye, and varying cheek, to
Axrchibald Kirkton's pleasant reading of a pleasant
book. He had becn absent for about a fortnight, and
had excused his return by stating that an eminent
London physician assured him that sea-air was essen-
tial to the perfect recovery of his health,

The instinctive perception,in such cases, of femality,
had, of course, enabled Clara and Margaret to put the
true interpretation upon such an excuse; and Mow.
bray himself was, I saw, quite alive,~—nervously so,
—to what was going on. A man of his strong com-
mon-sense could not, I hoped, for a moment imagine
that the confessed superiority of his daughter to girls
in her station of life would bridgo over, even in the
fantastic estimate of a lover, the immense gulf which,
in this country, divides such divergent classes as those
to which William Mowbray and Archibald Kirkton
respectively belonged.

At my second visit to his cottage, I was solicitous
to speak with Mowbray upon the subject, the growing
disquietude of his manner urging me to do so; and T
was about te gently introduce the topic, when he
abruptly tnrned the conversation upon the Dentens.
John, the cldest. would, he &aid, be the young widow



THE FISHERS OF THE NORTH SEA. 65

Reid’s husband before meny days had passed. “A
wesak, if not wicked fool,” he added, with splenetie
emphasis “to be snared by a pretty face. Yet that
is a world-old story. His brother James hes taken to
drink, I am sorry to say. As to—--"

e was interrnpted by the guick tmmg of the
door-handle, and brusque entrance of James Denton,
whose frce was o flame, whether or not with the excite~
ment of liguor I could not immediately determine,
He held in hishand a sheet of paper, partially written
upon.

% Here is proof in black upon white!” he exclaimed.
¢ The villain went out and forgot fo lock hia door.
Read ; convince yourself that—— Ha ! '~—perceiving
me, and checking himself—* I thought Mowbray was
alone.”

“ He sholl be in & moment,” #aid I; and forthwith
Teft.

This occurred at two o'cloek in the afternoom, and
st about four I was again with William Mowbray, at his
own strongly-urged request. He was deeply moved.
The letter, which the younger Denton had purloired
and brought him, was one written by Kirkton to an
acquaintance in London. Uniistakable allusion was
made therein to Clara Mowbray, in reply, it scemed to
some quizzing query, anent “ the enchanting fish-girl;*
which reply was conclusive as to Mr Xirkton’s inten.
tion towards the said fish-girl, who would, Mr. Archi-
bald Kirkton appeared to think, require a long siege.
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“The letter of a contemptible dastard,” I remarked.
“84il], it ia not quite certain that it cxpresscs the
writer's true sentiments in regard of your daughter.”

“Surely you do nof, in saying that, express your
true thoughta ! replied Mowbray, with flashing heat.
“ Excuse me, gir, I am not quite myself ;—eshall not be
till 1 have talked with this Kirkton. He will be here
prosently. A new book has come ont, which he is to
read to Clara, d-—n him! Right—right, reverend
sir. Swearing is at best but a silly manifestation of
8 father’s rage.”

“I have not always been as I am now,” continued
Mowbray. “ That equivocal boast does not surprise
you. I did not suppose it would, Well, sir, the
contrast between now and fhen, practieally unknown,
thank God, to my daughter, has been an eating cancer
in my latter life; chiefly because Clara will, if aught
befall me-—and death is always busy with us North
Hea fishera,—have to cast ber in lot permanently with
the honest but rude people amongst whom she now
dwelle, but in a moral, and I will add in a social, aense,
apart.”

“Thers can be no doubt of that. Permit me, never-
theless, to urge that——"

“ Bear with me, sir,”” broke in Mowbray. “My
heart is full, and tho flood-gates being opened,—your
sermon on the Sunday before last loosened the time and
gin rusted bolts,—the torrent must have unchecked
way. I was about to say that the chance which
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seemed to present itself, that Clara would be lifted
up to the social status-~higher even, though not so
very high, after all,—which once was mine, misled,
blinded my judgment. I shut my eyes,and said it
was dark., O fool! fool! fool 1"

“'You cannot doubt your daughter's good sense,—
her prudence P’

“No, I cannot, do not doubt that Clara is pure in
thought and deed a8 an angel. Sb wae ker mother
once. I will not expose Clara to temptation. Remem-
ber your own sermeon, sir;—the sin, the mortal sin of
doing so. The first created woman, fresh from the
hand of God, fell before the glozing wiles of the
tempter.”

“True. You intend, then, to forbid any further
intercourse between Kirkton snd your daughter?*

“No, no, no! Not directly to forbid that infer-
course. I propose to tell Kirkton a story, an anec-
dote relating to myself and others; which story or
anecdote he will, I am quits sure,—I have read him
well,—take to heart. 'Why, you know as well as I do
that the best of girls,—and Clara is, I verily believe,
one of the best,—if forbidden to encourage the ad-
dresses of a snitor will invent a thousand devices for
eluding the parental command. T shall play a better
card than that, and I am anxious that you, sir, should
be present when I play it,—some ften minutes or a
quarter of an hour hence.

“There is another person I wish to be present,”
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continued Mowbray, in a subdued, solemn tone, “and
that person is John Denton. Btrange eoincidences,
striking similitudes occur much oftener than people
imagine in the play and whirl of this strange life.
You have doubts, I am sure you have, as to how poor
Beid, the husband of the woman whom John Denton
means to marry, lost his life. So have I;—strong
doubts.”

“ 'What then is your purposes, Mr. Mowbray ?

“X am not sure that I myself know. I mean as to
the effect of that which I purpose to do or say. We
shall see. 'What was I thinking of 7 Oh! the play
of Hamlet, where the cunning scene, reproducing
the king’s crime, affords irrcfragable proof of the
king’s guilt. Now, do you mark, reverend sir,—my
mind will be otherwise occupied,—do you mark John
Denton’s demeanour whilst I relate the story or anec-
dote I have spoken of. This proposed marriage of
his with the widow Reid annoys, irritates, disgusts
me, I see, gir,” added Mowbray, after a panee, and
with & chilly emile, “ 1 see, sir, that you almost doubt
whether or not it ia 'William Mowbray, the fisher-
man, wko is speaking to you; and that if so, William
Mowbray must be a little druak ! ¥

% Mr. Mowbray you are much excited; bt aa to
your being drunk, such a thought has not entered my
head.” '

“It would be a very natural thought for ell that.
I have drunk a large quantity of brandy since I read
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that puppy’s letter. To drown remorse. I do mnot
ot oll blame (Clara, and I curse myself”

John Denton came in, but sbravk back ai finding
me there.

% Come in, mate,” said Mowbray, sinking at once
into his ordinary, colloguial style. “Ilis reverence
won't bite you. I want to have a chat with you
about several things, TFill your pipe, and take a &ip
of this stuff; it will keep the wind, which eeems to
want to blow the windows in, out of your stomach.”

John Denton, who looked at least ten years older
than when I had lost seen him, crept, sideling, to a
chair, avoiding to catch my eye (“In every bush an
officer ! **), seated himself, and was helped to pipe and
liquor by Mowbray.

It was rough weather without; but, fiercely as the
wind roared and howled, my ear canght, at intervals,
the sound of wailing,~—the sobbing, hysterical wailing
of a girl,—from the far bedroom of the cottage, Clara's
chamber. Kirkton's baseness was then known to her
—poor stricken child!

“He is sure to be bere,” said Jobn Denton, in
reply to a question which, preoccupied for the mo-
ment by Clara Mowbray's distress, I had not heard.
“He’s sure to bo here, epite of the weather. He
was putting on his cloak and comforter when I came
away.”

The unbolted outer door creaked on its hinges;
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and a gentle tap followed upon the door of the tiny
sitting-room,

“Come in. Oh, it ’s you, Mr. Kirkton. Take a
seat. No, Clara is not here, but Clara’s father hag
a word or two of a sort to say to you.”

‘Whilst thus speaking Mowbray passed quickly
behind the startled young gentleman, locked the
door, and put the key in his pocket.

“His Reverence i here,” continned Mowbray,
reseating himself. “ So you need not feel alarmed.”

“ Alarmed! ™ echoed Archibald Kirkton. “ Why
should I feel alarmed, Mr. Mowbray?"

“You look scared,” retorted Mowbray, “and you
must best know why.”

#X have brought a book for Miss Mowbray,” said
Xirkton, after a puzzled pause, “and may as well
leave it with you.”

% Never mind about the book till you and X come
to an understanding about Clara.”

“An understanding about Clars!—About Miss
Mowbray in presence of—of "

“In presence of these witnesses! Why, yes, be-
cause I wish to be able to prove, if need be, that you
knew all about the antecedents of Clara—I beg par-
don, of Miss Mowbray’s father. I am informed,”
continued the poseessed fisherman—T ean think of
no other word than *“possessed ™ to indicate the
deadly passion which raged within him, stone-pale as
was his face; cool, measured as were his worde—1
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am informed' that you are deeply in love with my
daughter, that you have told her so & hundred times,
and sealed that declaration with oaths that you will
marry her the instant certain ohstacles in the way,
ariging from family complications, shall have been
removed or surmounted. Now that is magnanimous
on your part, and I should be ashamed of myself
if T did not act towards you in a reciprocal spirit.
Before, therefore, you finally decide upon forming
an irrevocable compact or connection with Clara
Mowbray, be pleased to hear, and warily meditate,
2 dark and warning chapter in the life of the man
who now addresses you, Nay, sir, you shall hear
me.”

“What does all this mean? " exclaimed Kirkton.
“The door locked toc! How dare you detain me,
gir P

“How dare IP" hoarsely laughed Mowbray.
“How dare I? You shall know in a few minutes
bow much I can dere, in cerfain circumstances, and
that knowledge will, I have no doubt, prove salu.
tary.’!

“This conduet, Mr. Mowbray, is insulting, ua-
warrantable. Nevertheless I resign myself to hear
what you have to say.”

“To begin then: I have been sailing for the last
fifteen yenrs uoder false colours. My name, Clara’s
name, is not Mowbray. What our real name is does
not concern you, and, if it did, you would not hear it
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from me. The essential point is to enlighten you as
to the why and wherefore of my change of name. It
is a terrible confession, but I do not shrink from
making it, e8 I am lawyer enough to know that it
cannot legally damnify me. I should say it was a
hoax, you know.”

«If you want to make a confession make it to the
priest here,” sxid Kirkton, sullenly. “I don’t want
to hear it.”

“If the reverend gentleman present,” rejoined
Mowbray, “heard my confession in his capacity of
priest, he would do so for my soul’s health; whereas
you must hear it, Mr. Archibald Kirkton, for the
salvation of yourself—of your own body and soul,
young man!

“You are dumb: I proceed, then, without further
preamble, and as briefly as may be.

“I was born, Mr. Archibald Kirkton, of parents
in well-to-do ecircumstances, and received a superior,
or at any rate an expensive, education. I prospered,
in young manhood, and at & comparstively early
age was o considerable shipowner. I was mostly at
seg, in command of one of my own vessels, At the
age of twenty-eight I married Clara’s mother, I
am not about to prate of beautby, fascination, and all
that. Enocugh to pay, that although she was a lowly
lass, and, far from being highly educated, I worshipped
her very shadow. Clara, my child Clara, was born,
and the measure of my felicity brimmed over. My
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sctual, and prospective life were withont the shadow
of a fear. And it was from that cloudless eky
the erashing thunder fell - Pasy over the brandy,
Denton!”

After a huge gulp of the fiery liquid, Mowbray
resumed.

“My young wife—her years were ten less than
mine—was of a gay, joyous temperament; fond of
dress, of pleasurs, but guileless, unsuspecting, reliant
88 alittle child. I lavished money upon her; insisted
that she debarred herself of no pleasure, no amuse-
ment she might fancy., I led her, urged her, sir, into
temptation!

“Well, in the early summer, when Clars was just
entering her third year, I sniled for Leghorn. Our
dwelling wag inland, and my wife being partial to
ses scenery, 1, before leaving, engaged lodgings for
her at » fashionable watering-place on the sea-board
of a western county. I was absent about five months;
during the last two of which I heard once only from
Clara: wy wife, I mean, our child having been bap-
tized after her mother.

“1 feared she was ill, and it was with a beating
heart and trembling limbs I neared our home. That
happy, thrice happy home, was despoiled, desolate!
My wife had left several weeks before. A gay
baronet whom she had met at the sea-side water-
ing-place, had beguiled her, and with him she bad
fled!
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% Margaret told me all when the fever of heart
and brain had so far cocled that I could com-
prehend and retain what she said. She also gave me
o letter from my wife,—a letter written in the blood
of her own heart; so humble, piteous, so full of an-
guish, self-reproach, and yearning solicitude for her
abandoned child, that every word graved itself upon
my memory, a3 if traced with guenchless fire. Another
turn of brandy, Denton!™

“1 always knew you were a very clever man, but I
never heard you talk like a book before,” said John
Denton, as he poured out the liguor.

# And, perhaps, never will again. I felt pity, com-
passion only for my lost wife,” continued Mowbray;
“not o thought of anger, indignation! And with
that pity, compassion, a tiger thiret for vengeance,
which the seducer’s blood alone could slake, came to
be a part of my being,

“1 had seen the baronet, by chance, several times,
but he knew not me : in a doublo sense did not know
me, neither my features, nor my implacable nature.
Somo hint of my quality though must have reached
him, forasmuch that, during nearly two years that
I, stanch sleuth houad — you hear, Mr. Archibald
Kirkton—during nearly two years that I, stanch
aleuth hound, dogged his steps through Burope, he
was always on the move, Beveral times did I get
near him ;—onee in o church, and I wounld have slain
him at the horns of the altar~—but he escaped, went



THE FISHERS OF THE NORTH SEA. 75

out at a distant door, which the crowded congregation
—it was a day of bigh festival—prevented me from
reaching till too late.

“Thus was I continually bafiled for, ss I have said,
nearly two years; during which time I heard that
my wife had entered a convent, and I blessed God for
it. A blasphemous blessing, by the bye, must that
be which exhales from the lips of a man whose sole
thoughbt is to kilt! kill! kill!

“1 perceive, sir, that I horrify you. Well, 1 am
getting rather wild and mad ; but there is often whole-
some medicament to be obtained from seemingly all-
evil things. See how fascinated, spell-bound, is our
young friend, Mr. Archibald Kirkton. ZHis clear
intellect, already discerns the moral of the story,
which bhappily is near iis close.

* The baronet wae one of the wealthieat in the king-
dom, and, like many others that can afford expensive
whims, he suddenly took to yachting ; purchased a fine
schooner,—her name iz neither here nor there,—
cruised for some months in the Mediterranean, and
fnully resolved upon a visit to the high latitudes of
the North Sca.

“I had for some weeks lost scent of my quarry,
when I heard that Sir , 10 his splendid yacht,
the , had sailed for the Baltic. I koew those
waters well; and, though my means were much re-
duced, I fitted out a clipper-cruiser of about ninety
tons burthen, manned her with a ¢rew that would go
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anywhere, and do anything, and seiled from Hull in
pursuit,

“T daresay I was somewhat disordercd in my brain
at the time. In fact, thero is no doubt that ¥ was, and
alwaye ehall be under the like circumstances; but you
all know that decided mania does mnot prevent the
madman from nicely ealenlating how his purpose may
be best accomplished. The suicidal maniae, for ex-
smple, does not attempt to kill himself by cutting off
his hair, or by paring his nails; he remembers all
about the arteries, and knows very well how the thing
is to be done. So did I know how I could best strike
Sir with security to myself. This considera-
tion i3 seldom quite absent, depend upon it, although
it may be, and is occasionally, pushed aside by all-
mestering rage. If I could board the yaeht, over-
power the crew, stab and pitch Sir —— overbosard,
—~eseape to America, or elswhere, would be easy,

“Toiled again! A white sguall, off Jieligoland,
when all our sails were spread, eapsized my vessei,
and it was almost by s miracle that the crew were
paved. I, a strong swimmer, reached the shore with
difficulty. 'What was nex} to be done I knew not,
could not guess, Atlast, the devil, who gencrally helps
his own &t a pinch,—you see, Mr., Archibald Kirk-
ton, that I do not wish o paint your future father-in.
Iaw in too brilliant colours,—the devil, I say, with the
distinguishing consideration for his own, peculmr to
his devilship, came to my aid.
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“1 had been knocking about upon the desolate
island for some three or four weeks, when a Bremen
veseel, in a very leaky state, was brought in by a
pilet who had fortunately fallen in with her. I waa
strolling near the landing-place, and as I knew the
Danish and Bwedish languages perfectly well, I
entered into conversation with the master of the
Bremen brig, and learned from him that the English
yacht, the , waa about twelve leagues off, and in
sore need of a pilot.

“As we falked, a pilot-smack was petting ready
to go to the aid of the said yacht. 1t was blowing
8 gale, and tho pilot did not much care to put to
sea,—a circumstance which befriended me. Accost-
ing the dubious seaman, I said that the navigation
thereabout was as familiar o me as to him, and
offered to go in his stead. Moreover, happening as
I did to personally know the owner of the perilled
English yacht, I would give him (the pilot) something
more than a trifle to be allowed to take his place.
The men entered readily into the bargain, and with a
¢rew of four—neither of whom could speak or under-
stand English—1 put off in the direction indicated
by the skipper of the Bremen vessel.

We sighted the yacht about an hour before sun-
down. 8he had just managed to beat off a rocky lee-
shore, and being still in a ticlklish position, hnd the
sigmal for a pilot flying. Another hour passed, and
I found myself on board the yacht, which, ns o matter
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of course, was given info my charge. I purposely
gpoke in broken English, and his highness e
baronet supposed me to be a Dane, or other foreign
animal, If he had known who 1 really was—

#T felt sure of my prey. Nothing could—should
banlk me. Yet, O heaven! what an effort it cost
me not to spring at, and wrench, tear the life ont of
him, the moment my foot touched the deck, and he
stood within a yard of me! Ishould have bheen
foiled ; it was necessary to bide my time. I had not
long to wait. I do not think, reviewing the events of
that terrible might, that I had any definits plan for
destroying him in my head. I had come up with
kim in the death-rece; that, for the moment, was
enough.

“The gale had not abated, but the night was fine
and clear, and the sheen of the cold bright stars,
glanced, to my distempered fancy, ghostly—if there
is auch a word——upon the eresting, sepulchral, grosdy
waves, which would not be shaken off, knowing as
they did that at least one victim would be flung to
them. I am now repeating, or rather giving utter-
ance to the foolish fancies which that night trooped
through my brain, proving, if nothing else, that that
brain was out of tune. Another glass of brandy,
Denton; end don’t you stare so, Mr. Archibald Kirk-
ton. You are, no doubt, horrified to hear that the
mother of your beloved was an adulteress. But
what of that? You know that passage in Lear, be-
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ginning with ¢ Thou rascal Beadle’ No matfer ;
brandy—brandy !

¢ John Denton,” said Mowbray, upon whose speech
the liquor he was gulping down produced no apparent
effeet ; *“ John Denton, listen to this part of the story
—and do you aleo, reverend sir.

“1 say, John Denton, that the deck of the yacht
was deserted, save by the baronet and myself. The
men had gone below to shift their drenched clothes.
Y was at the helm, you understand, and Sir at
the bow, looking out a-head, as he had volunteered to
do. You understand; I repeat, John Denton, that
there were but two of us upon the deck-—I at the
helm, he forward, at the bow. Nothing looked upon
us but the stars of heaven. What, then, could be
easier, safer, than to ereep, ereep, quietly upon him,
and, before he could utter & word, fiing him to the
fishes ? Dear, desr! a tumbler emashed, and good
liguor wasted. Why, I say, John, your hand is getting
a8 shnky as your brother’s ; and, hang me if your face
is not as lily-like as that of our gentlemanly young
friend here, which is scarcely allowabls, you being, like
myself, plebeian.”

I interposed. *Mr. Mowbray,” said I, *you are
~—excuse me—rmuch, very much excited. Your pur-
pose—your double purpose—is, if I rightly under-
stand you, accomplished.”

“Not quite. Your patience for a few minutes
longer. I say, John, take another nip of brandy;

F2
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I always do when ghosts rise up before me. Con-
found it—another glass gone! You are wonderfully
nervous to night, John.

“ Better are you? That s well; and now permit
me to finish this ugly story. I did no¢ creep, creep
stealthily towards the baromet. No, but I lashed
the helm zmidship and marched, if & sailor ean march,
noisily, soundingly, you understand, towards him, X
proposed to myself to catch the villain by the throat
when he turned round, and by fair mastery-—hissing
into his ear ag I did so that I was Clars's husband,
pitch him overboard.

“He turned round as soundingly 1 approached
him, and at the same moment balf-a-dozen men
tumbled up from below.

“Foiled again! My just vengeance would never
be fulfilled, it peemed! We shall see.

“The wind, though furious, was fair, and ensabled
me to give Heligoland a wide berth, which I pro-
mised to do.

“I could very easily have done so. Standing at
the bow with a trumpet in my hand, what was to
prevent me, as the yacht neared the reef eastward of
the island-—what was, I say, to prevent me shouting
to the helmsman, to “port” the helm, which would
have awept us well to windward of the jagged line of
rock aginst and over which the white breakery were
furicusly dashing? Nothing could of course bhave
prevented me, but the unconquerable instinct of ven-
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geance which I have said, and now repeet is, and
whilst I live will be, the dominant passion of my
being. 8o prompted, and the fear of death for my-
self vanishing before the exultant certainty of the
sedncer’s destruction, I roared through the trumpet,
“Btarboard! Hard-up! Quick! Smart!”

“At that moment the yacht was flying through the
water at the rate of at least twelve knots an hour.
A half-minute bad not passed, the trumpet was still
at my lips, when the vessel swept upon the reef with
a force which stove in her bow as if it had been made
of plasa!

“ Myself instantly wheimed in the raging waves, 1
heard neither the crier of those who went down with
me, nor of those, the greater number, who being aft
the vessel, were not immediately precipitated into the
sea. The after part of the yacht did not at once
break up, but the stern was tilted into the air at so
sharp an angle that the doomed wrefches were obliged
to cling to the after rigging, the helm, the bulwarks,
anything, to gain for themselven a few horrible mo-
ments of despairing life.

“I saw not this! " continued Mowbray, after an-
other gulp of brandy, “I saw not this till some ten
minutes, I suppose, had passed, but ten minutes is an
bour in such a cage. I was busy fighting for my own
life with the furious sea, fighting with the energy and
power of a strong, prectised swimmer. A fight of
despair, it seemed, for 5o completely was I environed,
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whelmed by the tall, crested waves, that I could not
discern how I might reach the shore, should my
strength not fail me. Tossed hers and there, blinded,
drenched, but just able to keep myself from sinking,
I was abont to sullenly yield up life, when my hands
struck againgt some wooden object. It was a lerge
hencoop that had belonged to the yacht ; one capable
of supporting three or four persons. 'Eagerlj- I
chrtched at, clung to i, and so sustained, recovered
breath and setrength, all the more quickly that I
found myself in & much less furious ses, enclosed or
nearly 80 by a semicircle of rocke over which my
chance-raft must, with me, havo been driven or hurled.
Clearing my eyes of the blinding brine, I looked to-
wards the wreck, and aaw what I have described,—s
sad, afflictive epectacle to one guiltless of the bleod
of the poor fellows,—to me, their murderer,—fright-
ful, maddening ! ‘

“I eannot sey—I have never been able to decide
in my own mind—whether I at the moment actually
discerned a woman upon the wreck, or whether the
horrible possibility that Clara might have been in the
yacht below, for $he first time flashed through my
brain. Certainly I lost my senses, though atill eling-
ing with firm grasp to the coop. You may judge for
yourselves. Finally I was cast on shore, not so bruised
end exhausted but that the Islanders, who wit-
neesed the seemingly.unsccountable loss of the veasel
soon brought me to by their one eimple remedy,~—
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copious drenches of liquor. It was some time, how-
ever, before my mind was clear: then instantly ihe
image of my wife, my gentle, betrayed wife, standing
upon the broken, parting wreck, with dishevelled hair,
and hande uplifted io prayer to the deaf heavens,—
flashed upon memory or imagination, as with a glare
of hell-fire, and I shrieked with unutterable horror.

%It was,it could only be an illusion of the imagina-
tion! T was certain of 1. A deviee of the devil to
destroy me: I could not be so damned beneath all
depth in hell as that.”

“You must ¥or drink go madly,” said I, making a
snatch at the bottle. Mowbray was too quick for
me. “You will bring on an access of brain-fever,”
I added.

“ Brain.fever ! "’ cried Mowbray, with alaugh, which
mingled with the glug-giuy of the liquor: * Why, my
brain is on fire! It always is when I but think of
that devil'’s deed; much less when as now, I——
But I must finish with it.

“T would satisfy myself that the affrighting image
was an illusion, and I continned on the beach watch-
ing for the bodies as they were deiven ashore. I saw
his—the baronet’s: hal ha! He would betray no
more wives! Three men saved themselves upon some
loose planking. Two, I rescued myself at the peril
of my ownlife. 8o yousee I am not oll devil. Those
five ren were too far gone to comprehend my eager
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questioning. They were borne inland by the Heligo-
landers, and X was for a time left to keep fearful watch
upon the beach alone. As the hours drew on a glim-
mering of real hope began to sparkle in my brain, and
warm my heart. The wind had fallen, the moon was
down, and the stars were paling in the clear gray
dawn, when a floating object, gleaming doubtfully in
the yet dim light, at about twenty feet from where 1
etood, caught and fixed my straining gaze.

“ A bunch of tawny sea-weed! To be sure,—what
else could it be? And yet—— I could hear my
heart knock at my ribs; a cold sweat bedewed my
body, and I had barely strength to realize the terrible
dread which shook my frame. 1 did realize it. The
tawny sez-weed was Aer golden tresses, the face which
I uplifted to the light, that of my beauntiful, beloved,
murdered wife—murdered by me!

“More than a year afterwards I was discharged
from an English Lunatic Asylum,—cured-—mark you,
cured.

*Binee then I have lived some fifteen years of ac-
cursed life; the curse lightened, it is true, rendered
bearable by the knowledge that my existence was and
in necessary to the welfare of Aer child, of our Clara.
Of the fisherman’s danghter, Archibald Kirkton,"
added Mowbray, with almost & shout, and striking
that silent, staring, young gentleman upon the cheek
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with the purloined, unfinished letter, “ of whom you
dared write in this scrawl, whick I fling in your face,
vile hound ! **

- Kirkton sprang up from his chair, but seemed un-
able to tear away his fascinated gaze from that of the
ancient mariner who had disburthened himself of his
ferrible story, for the young gentleman’s especial be-
hoof.

There was no reply in words, and Mowbray re-
Aumed :

“T have lived, as T told you, in order that I may
watch over my child. For that slone 1 care to live.
And yet, have I led her, in my blind folly, into temp-
tation! 1 shall remedy that error,—blot out that
crime. Not, in such n case, daring to trust to s girl’s
firmness; placing slight faith in the judgment of a
confiding young woman, whose affections may have
been surprised, I now solemaly declare to you,
Archibald Kirkton, and you will please read this
declaration by the light of the narrative you have
just heard ; I declare to you, I say, Archibald Kirk-
ton, that if harm befall Clara, directly or indirectly
through you~-no msiter for your excuses, valid or
otherwige,—no matter that she be, which it is mona.
trous to suppose—still, I repeat, no matter that she
be a consenting party—Nay, I will add,” continned
Mowbray, “ that if from this hour, from this moment,
you dere importune her, dare seek to correspond with
her, or do not refuse to correspond with her, I will

o
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kil you, Archibald Kirkton, as certainly as that I
killed the betrayer of my wife,—only with swifter
coming-on, with speedier vengesnce! Lay this warn-
ing to heart young man, and remember that were
you, in the case supposed, contrite as wos David,~—
did you offer to make amends by marriage, and that
Clars, herself, upon her knees, begged for your life,
‘Williern Mowbray would, could you take the wings
of the morning and flee to the uttermost corner of
the earth, find and slay you, on the instant. My say
is eail—Begone! "’ '

So awed was Kirkton by the father's tremendons
energy of manner and language,-—very feebly
rendered by me,—that he backed out of the room
in the way, a8 I am fold, courtiers do from the
presence of royalty, Mowbray closely following up, to
unlock the door. (May I be permitted to remark,
that having once witnessed the performance of
“ A you like it,” where there was nothing to pay for
admission, and therefore not forbidden to prieste, I
mentally likened Kirkton’s exit to that of William
before Touchstone. It would, however, be truer to
sy, 1 think, that this was an after.thought, when
the tragic incidents of Mowbray's narrative had be-
como dimmed by the lzpse of time, and the ludicrous
circumatances connected or associated therewith,
alone vividly wsurvived, as is their wont, in my
memory.)

The foregoing parenthesis has prevented my saying
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in the proper place, that Kirkton had forgotten to take
away his book, which noticing, Mowbray snatched up
the volume, hurried out, and flung it after the terri-
fied proprietor.

“ Good evening, John Denton,” murmured Mow-
bray, a8 he dropped into & seat, and hid his face in
his bands, yielding to mentel reaction, and ths fully-
felt effect of the enormous quantity of brandy he had
swallowed,—* good evening, John.”

Jobhn Denton left at omce; snd though I did
not at the time so much heed,—that is to say, did
not attach importance to—the expression of deadly
hate which shot from oot his blood-ghot, half-dranken
eycs, or to the close clenching of his handa as he
glared whilst paseing through the door at unobservant
Mowbray, I quite understood that Fohn Ienton hated
William Mowbray with a deadly hatred, for having
preaumed to suspect, and in & ceriain way to proclaim,
his suspicion as to kow Reid came by his death.

For myself, I was tossed fo and fro in a sea of
doubt, dismay, conjecture. Could the terrible story
to which we had been listening be really true,—or
was it but & device to terrify Kirkton ? I would fain
have hoped so, but could not; remembering his re-
queat on the previous Sunday but one, when he was
quite sober, and, in a comparative degree, calm, un-
excited,—that T would celebrate masses for the souls
of fifteen persons drowned in the North Sca—one a
woman, called Clara |
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The tale was, I feared, but too frues in ita main
features, though, likely enough, overwrought in
colouring, in order to impress Kirkton with a more
vivid apprehension of the swift vengeance gure to over-
take him, should harm befall Clara Mowbray. Alss!
for Mowbray himself,— madman ! — murderer! Who
could deliver kisn from the body of that death!

At the same time, it was quite plain that no legal
setion or inquiry could be based upon a volunteered
confession, which, however morally convinced the
hearers might be of its substantive truth, could not,
from the very nature of the case as disclosed, be in
the slightest degree corroborated by other evidence.

William Mowbray fell asleep, and I left the room
without seeking to awake him. In the passage 1 met
the servant, Margaret. Her fase was white as the
paper upon which ¥ am writing, and she trembled as
with agune. Bhe was expecting me, and, with finger
on lip, invited me to follow into another room.

‘We apoke long and earnestly together, Margaret,
by listening at the door of the little front room, had
heard sll that passed. As far as her own knowledge
went, Mr. Mowbray’s story was, she said, stricily
true. Ag to his real name, of course I would not azk
her to disclose it. Enough fo say that he came of an
old, northern stock, and was expensively educated.
Margaret did not believe he was right in his head at
times, but she had never heard him go on as Le bad
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that evening. That which the faithful, affectionate
woman had, I found, chiefly at heart was, to entreat
that ¥ would drop no hint of what I had heard to
Clara. It would break ber hearf, and she has
already grief enough. Poor child, she has wept her-
self to sleep. Mnster showed her that letfer of
Kirkton’s, I could fear the villsin’s eyes ouf,”
added Margaret, with vizemish vehemence. * The
false, lying, cowardly knave!” In such a matfer, of
course I promised to be not only circumspect, but
secret.

In passing, I looked in through the diamond-pane
casement at the Dentons. Seeing only James there,
-—his brother was probably gone on a visit to the
young widow Reid,—1 lifted the latch, and went in.
The young man was quite drunk, and vainly attempted
respectfully to rise to his feet. As I think I have
before stated, he, repulsed in his suit to Clara Mow.
brgy, had sunk into the condition of & sot,—that
modern mode of Cupidian and other suicide, the
victims of which outnumber a thousendfold those
who die by pistel, halter, or by more direct poisons.

It was not a time for remonsirance, and I merely
ssked if Mr. Kirkton was withinz. I intonded to
have epforced, in a better spirit I hope, the warning
lesson which he had received from Mowbray.

James Denton managed, with difficulty and much
hiceupping, to inform me that Kirkton had only
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looked in for two or three minutes, s2id he was off
to London forthwith, and promiced to send a diree-
Hion to which his things were to be forwarded.

“ Not stay to pack his things ! was my unspoken
exclamation. What fear was it that had driven him
so hastily away ! William Mowbray’s menace was only
a conditional one. Surely that eondifion bad not——
Tut! T recalled to mind Clara Mowbray’s prideful
innocence of aspect at the chapel, and felt perfectly
reassured. No, no,—the feebly-nerved young gentle-
man had been seized with panie-fear that such a ter-
rible desperado as Mowbray might take it into his hot
head to make assurance doubly eure, by killing him,
Archibald Kirkton, out of hand. That seemed to be
the Likeliest explanation.

My mind waa porely tronbled by the sayings and
doings at the fishing bamlet, which I revisited the
next day but one. Mowbray was fishing with the elder
Denton; Clara-—poor child!—kept her bed, and
Margaret was chalk-white, and Zrembly — her own
word, as before, James Denton ' was wandering up
and down with glazed eyes and staggering gait,—
drunk in fact,—though it was morning, The lost
young man was fast drinking himself mad, A$ least
into that peculiar phase of madness calied dolirium
tremens, of which even I could discover incipient
symptoms. 1% would have been quite useless to
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attempt reasoping with him, and I made my way
up the lane which led to the widow Beid’s dwelling.

That very comely, nice-mannered, and, for her claas,
intelligent woman was at home. Her humble place
was clean a8 & new pin. The child, I did not, as it
happened, see. My ostensible errand was to ask
why she, a Catholic, did not act up to her duty;—
meaning by duty, regular attendance st Mass, and
#0 on.

She coloured, hesitated, and at last said that she
did attend chapel at Easter,—made it & point of
doing so. T next alluded, as delicately a3 might be,
to the rumour of her approaching marrisge with
John Denton. 'Was that rumour well-founded? I
agked,

“ Why yes, quite eo,”” Mmm, Reid replied with
ready candour. “It was a capital match for her w
had nothing—less than nothing. John Denton wad a
thrifty, prosperous man. To be snre The Wave, for
the most part, belonged to Mr. Mowbray. Still, she
would have a comfortable, independent home, with no
care in life for herself, or for ker boy. John Denton
i8 in a great hurry, to be sure,” she sdded with a
blush and smile, “and that, it may be, displeases
your reverence. But I don’t eee how I could find
fanlt with that! Besides, we are old acquaint-
ances.”

I did not quite like the young widow’s ssucyish
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tone, but as I dared not so much a8 hint my opinion
a3 to the wmenner of Reid’s death, which, after all,
rested only upon William Mowbray’s suspicion
and mine, I, with a common-place admonition anent
the prudence of locking narrowly before you leap
the world to come, of marrizge, took civil leave.

Archibald Kirkton's sudden flight, and William
Mowbray's determination to shoot him should he
dare return, were, I noticed, freely spoken of by the
gossips of the hamlet. A pity, for Miss Clara’s
sake.

Ten or eleven days had passed when a fisherman
brought me & verbal message frem the widow Reid.
She was ill, and wished to see a priest immediately.
Having by cross-examination ascertained that there
was no imminent danger, 1 deferred my visit till
early the next day.

1 found Mrs. Reid in bed. She appeared to be in
great mental distress, but I was surprised and annoyed
to hear that she had no bodily ailment, which an
apothecary might not cure. “ Why, on earth, then,”
I angrily asked, “ did you send for me? *

The reply was that she could not, dared not go out,
and was really very ill. Sbe had, miserable sinner
though she was, received the sacrament twice during
the previous year, and no doubt her time was close
at hand. “Would I receive her confession P

“ Certainly.”
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Bah! The confession was neither more nor less
than one of those one hears perpetually; cll so
much alike that they defy a priest to remember,
distinguishingly, anything of them five minutes after
they are uttered :—*Told a lie,~had given way to
passion,—scandalized a neighbour,” et cetera.

The ceremonial completed I was going away with
the feeling that I had been absurdly trifled with,
when the widow Reid exclaimed, “Don't go, sir!
For the love of Heaven, don’t go! Now I have done
my duty, T may tell your reverence that the evening
before last, meaning Wednesday evening, just about
eight o’clock, and after T had put my boy to bed, I
strolled down towards John Denton’s cottage. 1le
did not expect me and was not , but his drunken
brother James was. T could not stay with ki, so I
sauntered along the shore till I came to the turning
lending to ‘The Three Alders,’ which, by a round.
about way, brings one back again near to Denton’s
cottage. I reckoned, from what the brother said,
that John would be at his place by the time I
reached it that way. .So, your reverence, I walked
on in the bright moonlight ill T came within sight of
¢ The Three Alders,’ but was myself not quite clear
of the copse hard.by. There are two paths jusk
there, one leading by my cotiage, and the other o
the beach. 'Well, reverend sir, as I live and bresthe,
and a8 I hope for mercy hereafter, 2 man, dressed as
3 sailor, eame up from the left-hand road zud stopped
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st the turning as if not decided which way to take.
I kept back, for in that lonely place, and late for the
time of year, o woman would nob like to meet a strange
man. At last he made up his mind to take the path
to the beach, and turning fully round I saw—THoly
Mother of God, and all the saints defend us I saw
the face, as plainly, as surely as I ever did in my life
—of my dead, drowned husband!™

% The face of your husband!®

Yo, your reverence, the faco of my husband—
paler, thinner, than it was in life-—but his face. He
Jocked towards where I stood, knowing, of course, I
was there. I strove to speak, but could not; and I
fell down senseless. When I came to myself, the
moon and stars were shining bright as before, but e
was gone! How I got home I hardly know. No-
body that I passed had seen him. It was to me, and
me only, he ceme. A token of death;—does not
your reverence think so

“ Not & hit of it. The sightless messengers of
God do not so communicate His decrees to mortals.
You were not asleep, nor—— .Pardon me ; I remem-
ber now that you are not tainted with the prevailing
vice of this part of the couniry.”

“1 was awake and sober,” paid the woman, with
excueable asperity ; “ and ns sure as that I live, the
spirit of my departed husband has appeared to me.
For what purpose—to what end, God will make
kmown., One thing will come of it,? added Mra.
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Reid, with a very becoming blush,—*one thing will
come of it, which you, sir, Will, I believe, approve; I
won't marry John Denton! No, not if he could
make mé Queen of England. 1 can’t tell the reason,
gir; but I won’t,”

“I am rejoiced 0 hear you say so. The ptill amall
voiee, though you do not distingmish the wordas it
utters, may have brought a warning from God.”

“I have pent several messages to Jobn Denton
asking him to come here, that I may plainly tell him
I have changed my mind ; buf he refuses to come,”

“You alone saw yonr busband —his ghost I
mean P '

“ No one eles, that we can hear. The warning was
fo me alone. Either for death, or not to marry John
Denton. Time will prove.”

“Troly so. Meanwhile, hold to the resolution not
to marry till at least & year has gone by since the day
when your husband was swept from the deck of The
Wave into the North Sea. The feeling which prompta
that resolution is, I have a strong convietion, a
righteous one.”

The young widow agreed to follow my advice
though to do so sha would have to seek service in the
neighbouring town. I promised to ssaist herin doing
8o, and left the cottage or hut much execited and
perploxed,

In passing throngh the hamiet, I heard the Widew
Beid’s notion that she had seen her husband’s ghost,

a2
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ridiculed by everybody I spoke with. Mowbray was
civilly reserved as usual® Clara, who bad suddenly
fallen ill agsin, was a.bed, and Margaret herself
strangely discomposed. She was not in 8 communi.
cative mood, and I made no stay. Fames Denton was
at home, but, the wench-of-all-work told me, raging
mad with drink. T did not ses him.

I was much startled by Mrs. Beid’s positive convic~
tion that she had seen her husband’s ghost. As to
ghost, that was merely absurd; but might it not be
that she had really seen Reid himself, alive, in the body?
It waa certainly possible that such a remarkable swim-
mer a8 he was reputed to be might have reached the
Danish shore. "Yes, but in that case, where was he
now conceuling himeself, and for what purpose F Why,
moreover, had be not taken the path leading to lis
wife’s dwelling? The sincerity of the woman’s be-
Lief could not be doubted, but mipght not the “ ghost”
have been merely the coinage of an excited, and, in
o certain pense, diseased imagination ? It was pos-
gible that this was the true solution of the seeming
mystery. At all events, the Widow Beid would not,
for a considerable time to come, marry John Denton.
I rejoiced at that.

On the very next Bunday evening I was quite
startled to see James Denton walk swiftly up the
chapel aisle, just as the acolyies were extinguishing
the altar candles. Hos came direct towards the little
vesiry room, as with a resolved purpose, — and,
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judging by his walk, he was sober. His visage
presented less satisfactory sigms. The eyes glowed
with a wild, troubled fierceness, and the red bloated
cheeks rendered more observable the cadaverous
yellow-white of the region asbout his mouth, and
twitching lips. Hia hands, too, shook like those of &
confirmed drunkerd of a morning, before he has re-
braced his nerves by fresh libations.

“T am come to confession, reverend sir,” he seid, in
a quick, nervous tone. “It’s many years ago that I
did, but I think it will ezse my mind. Besides, no
harm can come of it, any how.”

“X may sot refuse. Still, T would recommend de-
lay till to-morrow. You may be calmer.”

“No, no, sir; now—now! My mindisin a flurry,
to be sare. To.morrow 1 may be mad—who shall
say ¢ We are all Glod’s puppets, 8z 1 have some-
where read.”

He kielt down, repeated the prescribed formula
after me, and plunged at once into a statement that
was renlly no confession at all, but which, neverthe-
less, held me spell-bound to the close. I give it,
atripped of its surplusage.

“ You know, reverend father, that I have had the
drunken madness upou me for some time; and I
hope it was only a drunken dreem that's erezing my
brain now. Ii’s upon that I erave your advice.
You have often been in our large room on the ground
floor. 1It's partitioned into two rooms, and & small
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borrowed light from the front is the only window to
the small back room, where I sleep. "Well, reverend
father, I, last Wednesday evening a8 ever was, look-
ing through that narrow borrowed light, felt positive
I saw—though I hope your reverence will prove it to
bave been a drunken dream-—looking through that
Little window, I repeat, I felt positive I saw the ghoat
of poor Reid that was drowned.”

“Reid’s ghost! You, last Wednesday evening,
saw Reid’s ghost P 7

“ As plain as I see you, sir. That is, if I wasm’t
mad or dreaming. I’d better tell you just how
it happened. I awoke burning with thirst,—if that
slso wasn't part of the dream,—and got out of bed to
find the drink which brother John always looks to for
me. The jug was empty, and my brother, I therefore
concluded, was not come home, The servant-girl,
who does not sleep at cur place, was, I supposed,
gone home,—n4 sho does after making up the front-
room fire, and putting things tidy. She might not,
however, be gone ; so I tip-toed, and peeped through
the emall borrowed light to see,—and there, close by
the fire, warming its hands, or pretending to do so,
and facing me, sat Reid’s ghost! I eould mnot, I
think, mistake the face, white and thin as it looked,
for Kirkton’s ;—impossible! Besides, it had on sailor’a
clothes. 8o skeared waes I, that I staggered back,
and fell down upen the bed insensible. How long I
remained g0, whether one, two, or three hours, I can-
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not say; nor whether I did or did not dresm of a
noise ag of quarrelling, and a struggle, which was
certainly mixed up in my mind as from s dream, when
I came to, or awoke. The thirst was worse than
ever, snd agein 1 reached oub my hand for the jug.
It had been filled. John must, therefore, have re-
turned home. Kunowing ihat gave me courage; so
after taking & good pull at the jug, I again peeped
through the pane of glass. Either I wzs bewitched,
or drunk, or dreaming, or all three at once, or I saw,
as plainly as I do your reverence, Mr. Kirkton, lying
as if asleep upon the old sofz under the window !

“ Mr. Kirkton! What ridiculous rigmarole is this
you are endeavouring to impose upon me?

% Mr. Kirkton, sir. I could not see the face, it is
true; but it was, you know, impossible to mistake
the clothes. Reid was gone, and my brother was
not in the room. My mind, no doubt, was sadly
week, eonfused, dizzy ; and the awful thought strock
me that I had seen the troubled spirita of two mur-
dered men. The troubled epirit of one murdered
man, I should eay,”—continned James Denton, with
much trepidation, and catching himself back as it
wore,~—° of one murdered man ; since Reid was, as I
told you, sir, aocidentally drowned. Mr. Kirkton, it
seemed to flash throngh me,~-knowing as I did
thet Mowbray had sworn to kill him, and was just
the man to keep his oath,—Mr. Kirkton, it seemed
to flash through me, had been foully murdered by
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Mowbray. Pray God forgive me if I wronged him.—
Baut surely it must have been all a drunken dream!”

“ Finish what you have to say.”

“ Well, your reverence, the notion that I had eeen
two epirifs from the other world knocked me over
sgain, and when I recovered my senses it was broad
daylight. I have thoughtit over sgain and again, till
I get as crased as when {he drink-horrors were
strongest mpon me. Yet it must have been, could
only have been, as brother John says, & madman’s
dream, seeing that I had not recovered from the
drink-fever, and was raging with thirst aé the time.
He—John I mean—won’t hear of my mentioning such
silly stuff, and would be desperately angry if heknew
—which of course he won’t-—that T had spoken of
it to your reverence. For all that, John,”—continued
my so-called penitent,—* for all that, John waa taken
terribly aback when I told him what T had seen or
drearmed ; he trembled, and turned white aa a sheet.
Ay,and he takes on sorely about it still, bard as he
tries to believe and persuade me, that it is all atuff
and nonsense. What do you say, reverend father?
That I was suffering under drunken delirfum, I hope
and trust P

“ Yon have heard that Mrs. Reid declares she saw
her husband’s ghost on the same evening that you
did P "

“Never heard n word of it!” exclaimed Jaomes
Denton, startled to his feet by the skock of the in.
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timation ; * Never heard & word of it! I have not
been out of doora for a long time. Surely—murely,
it can’t be true, Did she spesk to it ?

“No; nor 4 to her.  Have you anytling more to
say F

“ Nothing, except, reverend father, to ask for your
opinion and eounsel.”

“My saoswer is, that I don't believe in ghosta,
or ghost-dreams : my counsel, that you strictly keep
your own till I see you again, Now begone; and
especially remember that your brother must not
know that you have communicated with me,”

¥ Where to seek the key of that dark riddle! Reid
seen by his wife and James Denton on the same
evening! XKirkton seen; and mneither afterwards
heard of in the neighbourhood! Then the confused
dream-genantions of a quarrel, struggle, as related by
James Denton. That was not so difficult of interpre-
tation. But Kirkton so suddenly returned, and as_
suddenly to disappear! And John Denton, who had
replenished the drink-jug, to have seem, known,
nothing of sll that, and to have sternly forbldden his
brother to speak upon the subject ! '

Verily a dark riddle,—the clue to which, though
indistinctly palpable, aa it were, vanished as I sought
to seize and realize it. 1 would welk over on the
morrow to the fishing hamlet.

I did so betimes. Mrs. Reid, whe was much
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better,—well, in fact,—pcreisted as strongly as before
that she had seen her husband's ghost: adding, that
for a kingdom ghe would not marry John Denton. In
after days, she, being n good Catholic, atiributed
that sensible resolve to the soul-heard suggestions of
her guardisn angel, though ber bodily ears were too
gross and deaf to catch the whispered warning. The
more common-sense solution is, that she had a strong
doubt whether it might not have been her husband
himself that she had seen, instead of his ghost.

“ John Denton,” she added, with a flush of natural
vanity, “had mueh changed for the worse since she
refused to have anything more to say to him. He
was teking to drink, lile his brother.” Had she geen
or heard anything of Mr. Kirkton? She had not;
did not believe any one else had seen or heard of him.
Jiad he been met with in the village, she would cer-
tainly have heard of 1.

I could not find either of the Dentons. The

Lottage-door was locked, and no anewer was returned
o my continued knocking. They were not at home
~—at all events, not to me.

Mowbray wes at home, and in answer to my timidly-
inttoduced questioning aa to whether he had reecived
any tidings of Kirkton, he replied witk rough blunt-
nese thet he had heard of him, and had sought but failed
to meet him. The truth is,” said Mowbray, with s
savage snap of his square massive jaw, * the truth is,
I detected Margaret i the aob of reading a note from
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the seoundrel, which had been pushed under the door
by some onc who at the same time knocked loudly
ond mado off. It was about six in the evening, and
cloudy, so that although Margaret sharply opened the
door and looked out she could see no one. The note
on the outside was directed to Margaret; within ad-
dressed to Clara; was signed A. Kirkton, and solicited
a meeting with her the same evening, at eight o’clock,
on the Bluff. I was there,” continued Mowbray,
“but no Kirkton! No doubt ke had placed some
one on the look-out who apprized him that he would
meet the father instead of the daughter at the place
of aesignation. It was well for the skulking villain
that he was not there.”

Having saidso much Mowbray peremptorily changed
the subject of conversation, evidently a repulsive one
to him; and I left without being permitted to see
Ciara or Margaret.

Had Mowbray told me al? the truth respeciing
Kirkton’s return to the hamlet, and his sudacious
overture to Clara? I feared not, but could no longer
doubt that James Denton had really seen Kirkton,
I believed also that he, as well as the.wife, had seen
Reid.

I had been scarcely returned an hour to my
temporary home from & sick-enll, st a considerable
distance off, which had kept me away nearly two
days, when Jawies Denton, pushing by the servant,
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rushed into the room, whers I was sitting, and
exclaimed, without preface, that all was discovered!
Kirkton's body had been washed ashore near the
Bluff. It was frightfully mangled, and the surgeona
had found a musket-bzll in the bedy. Mowbray
wae in custody charged with the murder. The
breathless messenger added that Miss Clara, who was
diatracted with grief and horror, begged me to come
to her immediately.

Stunned though I was by the frightful news, 1 lost
not a moment in eomplying with the poor girl’s re-
quest. Whilst walking swiftly towards the village,
James Denton put me in possession of the full parti-
culars a3 they came out at the first investigation
before the magistrates, The interception of Kirk-
ton’s note I knew of before, and Mowbray, it appeared,
had losded a fowling-piece and went off with it to
the Bluff where he exzpected to find Kirkton. He,
no doubt, met him there, and shot him. Two men

_had sworn that they had heard n gun fired in that
direction, at about nine o’clock. There was some hitch
in the evidence here, as Margaret deposed that Mow-
bray returned home st a few minutea before nine
o'clock. The men, it was supposed, had to some extent
mistaken the hour. Mowbray must then have hurled
the body over the Bluff into the sea; forgetting, James
Denton remarked, that the tides about there would be
sure to fling back & corpse to pretty near the place it
waa osat into. Margaret could not avoid acknowledg-
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ing that her master had uttered frightful maledictions
sgainet Kirkton whilst loading his gun, as well as
upon former oceasions. John Denton was called upon
to fortify this evidence by deposing to the threats
which Mowbray had, in his hearing, lannched againat
Kirkton ; but he excused himself trom doing so by the
plea that he, himself, was tipsy at the time alluded
to, and could not charge his memory as to the words
used,

“Your brother refused {o give ovidence ngainat
Mowbray! That sounds oddly in my ear. What
was the prisoner’s answer to the clmrge§ Did ke
confess hiy guilt ?

“Not he. He admitted that he had gone out with
the intention of killing Kirkton, but declared that he
could not find him. He also said he had losded his
gun with slugs, not with a bullet. His assertions
induced no credence, and he was remanded to custody,
to be again brought up for the formal completion of
the depositions, on the following Monday.”

‘When I reached the Mowbrays' dwelling I found
that Clara had become eo prostrated by long-continued
hysteria that it was impossible I could be allowed to
speak with her. Besteo. 16 is not when the flesh
i8 quivering and the blood flowing from a recent
wound that the balm of Christian consolation can be
applied with effect. Till Time has iz some Jdegree
stanched the hurt, the consoler's words fall upon
denf ears.
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" T saw the corpse: a frightful spectacle! The in-
ganity of rage which Mowbray, as the render is aware,
in @ manner prided himself upon displaying in ¢ertain
phases of demoniac passion, must have fully possessed
him on the evening of the murder. The face of the
deceased had been smashed by being, it was thought,
stamped upon; afior death, the surgeonssaid. It would
have been utterly impossible to 1dentify the corpse as
that of Kirkton but for the unmistakablo clothes, s
watch, and several letiers, of rather old date, found
upon him, and decipherable though saturated by the sea,
which had ‘also thoroughly washed the carls, of which
he was so proud, out of his brown hair. Unhappy
Clara! Hers was indeed a cruel cross to bear. The
death of a lover by n father’s hand; the father’s lifo
soon to be forfeited, on the seaffold, for that of the
lover! My heart bled for her!

The next dey’s (Saturday) county paper contained
full deteils of the proceedings before the magistrates,
and 1 found that in substance James Denton had
reported them aright.

I have & strong aversion to snch ecenes, nevertheless
T determined to be present at the Monday's hearing,
if only to clear up, by close observation of the prieon-
er's demeanour, certain misgivings as to his guilt
which I could not silence or reason away.

The place at which the magistrates of the district
transacted justice-business was situate about two
miler. distant from the fishing bamlet, and I waa not
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more than ten minutes’ walk therefrom when I heard
8 quick, running step on the hard path behind me,
and my name called out in a voice which caused me
to stop and turn round with a feeling of absolute con-
sternation. The voice was that of Archibald Kirkton!
I ¢could searcely believe my ears, my eyes, and a child
might bave knecked me down with a feather!

Kirkton’s explanation of his appcarance there, in
the body, was, I found, quite a natural one, when the
confusion of my brain and the ringing in my ears
permitied me to hear and mark it.

He had gone, not to London, but to a seaport about
forty miles off, whence he intended to embark for
1'rance, in which eountry he purposed tapedestrisnize
for three or four months. Ile had written, in that sense,
to John Denton, and requested him not fo send his
things on till he, Kirkton, returned to England, as he
did not wish to be encumbered with them.

“ Light breaks upon the thick darkness, though
still confusedly,” I exclaimed; *but pray, go on.”

1 have nothing further to say, except that a shift
of wind prevented the vessel from sailing on the day
ngmed, and happening to see the county paper on
Saturday evening, I there read the astounding report:
of the proceedings before the magistrates. Mowbray
is a dangerous ruffian, but of course I could not allow
him to be hanged. I doubt, too, that that dreadful
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story which be flung, as so many flaming arrows, in
my face, wes quite true. At least—--"

¢ Never mind thet just now,” I interrupted. “You
have not returned here since you left in such a
hun.y ? L]

# Certainly not.”

“Enough! Let us hasten to the justice-room.”

I need not pause to describe the commotion, the
astonishment, which the appearance of Archibald
Kirkton in the justice.room occasioned. The only
person who remained comparatively calm, was the
prisoner, Mowbray, himself.

The tumult was subsiding, when the eager voico of
a woman, who was pushing through the crowd, made
itself shrilly heard, and presently Mrs. Reid, alter-
nately flushing red and white, and trembling in every
limb, forced herself to the front.

“I have something to say, pentlemen,” she began,
ing palpitating yet solemn voice. ** I have, for the first
time, just seen the corpse ; it is that of my husband,
who was said to have been drowned in the North
8ea a long time ago. Jobhn Deuton, there,” che
added rapidly, as if fearing to trust ber own firm.
nesa,—* gwore to me that he saw him drowned; but
I have now good reason for believing thut my husband
returned last Wednesday evening woek, and went to
John Denton’s cottage.”

I had not previously observed John Denton. His
back had been towards me; but diveetly Mrs. Reids-
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voica was heard he swung round, and if her face had
been that of the fabled Gorgon, kis could not have
exhibited a stonier terror.

“This gentleman,”—said a lad, stepping forward,
snd pointing to Mr. Kirkton,—*is not the person
calling himeelf Kirkton, who asked me to take a note
to Mowbray's cottage. That man would be like
Bim,” he added, pointing to the pallid face and the
staring eyez of John Denton,—*that man would be
like him, if he was dreased differently. I did not seo
him before.” .

This witness was the boy who had been hired in
the neighbouring town to take the note directed to
Margaret, which hed been thrust under Mowbray’s
door.

I will dwell no longer upon that very painful scene.
Sufficient eriminating evidence to warran$ the deten.
tion of John Denton was received, and he was ordered
to be confined in the lock-up house adjacent till the
morrow, when he would be again brought before the
magistrates. The court was then adjourned, Mow-
bray baying been first formally discharged out of
custody ; aud the half-stifled audience rushed out into
the open air,

As they did so, Clara Mowbray, with Margavet,
came up. They had heard the joyful news, ond
were both violently weeping—joyful tears, of course.
Clara, suatained by the strong supporting arms of her
fatker, who manifested bitter impatience, so to spesk,

"
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of the gratulations by which bhe was assailed, was
hurriedly borpe, rather than led, back home.

Margaret did mot immediately follow. She was
desirous of understanding all about it, and had even
the temerity to shake hands with Kirkton. “Had
he not,” she whisperingly replied to my reproving
look,~—* had he not saved the master’s life # and Miss
Clara’s too, for that matter!”

The sight of Clare had a powerful effect on Kirk.
ton; and, spite of my earnest dissnasion—well knowing
as I did that the incident would be surely reported to
vindictive, implacable William Mowbray,— he, after
aminnte or so’s hesitation, hurried after Margarob,
with the intent, 1 feared, of arranging an assignation
with Clara. It proved so. An unnoticed listener
heard the imprudent women assure him that he should
pes Clara some time that evening. Mr. Mowhray
would no doubt go to bed early, and for a few
minutes, not more, late ga it might be, Mr, Kirkton
should speak with Clara. This was reported to Mow-
bray within half an hour after the rash promise was
given. I was also made acquainted with it, though
not so directly as wns Mowbray. Forthwith I soughts
out Kirkton, assured him, with the sincerity of
entire conviction, that Mowbray’s terrible resolve,—
the resolve of a pariial waniae, no doubt,—was
unchsanged, unweakened, by what had passed; and
that if he kept the appointment Mowbray would
certainly kill him, XKirkton was far from being
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blessed or cursed with unyielding nerves, mid* his
courage, after no great lapse of time, cooled dowm to
the point of assuring me that be would be off out
of harn'’s way at once, without beat of drum. TS ap-
plauded his decision, and, that he might not swerve
from it, walked with him to the town, and "‘ﬁiirly
gaw him off by the evening coach. We further
agreed that T would arrange that his clothes, watch,
&c., left at the Dentons, should, as soon as possible,
be forwarded to the address he left with me,

And now hasten we to the last scene, which ende
this history.

John Denton had been remanded upon the charge of
having wilfully murdered William Reid. The evidence,
to the bystanders, seemed wesk onough, but he
knew, or feared, that it might be made overwhelming.
It may be, too, that the arrow having been launnched
by the hand of a woman whom he certainly loved with
deep devotion, helped to unnerve him.

However that may have been, John Denton
asked that, before being confined in the lock-up
bouse, he might be allowed & strictly-private inter-
view with his brother; his avowed object being to
give James full instructions for the attorney whom
he, the prisoner, wished to appear for him the
next morning. In the present day, especially under
metropolitan police regulations, such a request would
be laughed at. It was different then and there,
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The magistrates thought the request a rcasonable
one, and James Denton was mdmitted to o long
private interview with the prisoner, at the eloso
of which John Denton waa taken awsy to the lock-
up house.

The priscner, as I afterwards well knew, confessed
everything during that dismal conference ; his motive
being to free his brother's mind of any notion that
he could hope to escape the gallows through the
failure of evidence to convict.

That was no drunken dream of James Denton’s on
the memorable Wednesday evening; it was a dread
reality. John, upon returning home, found the man
wham he bad flung overboard, and believed to be
drowned, sitting quictly before the cottage fire.
Reid’s avowed object in going there befors he let any-
body else know of his arrival was to make John
Denton pay handsomely for gilence. Hia terma were
exorbitant, his words and manner aggravating, inso-
lent. He had come for his wife, too, he tauntingly
gaid. At Inet, a struggle tock place, and Jobn Denton
fejzing an iron mallet used in boat-mending, which
happened to be near, streck Reid on the temple with
it, killing him, or nearly so, by a single blow. Fear-
stricken at what he had done, John Denton glared
eagerly around for means of concealing bis erime.
James, he ascertnined, was osleep; but should he
awake, the murderer had no fear of being betrayed
by kim:. Quickly the thought struck John Denton
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of stripping the body, clothing it in Mr. Kirkfon's
clothes, placing it in & sacl, and easting it over the
Bluff, The firet part of the job was soou effected,
and, the change of habiliments completed, the slain
sailor was placed upon the sofi, whilst Denton ascer-
tained if the coast waa clear. The coast was clear;
aud having first taken care to mutilate the face of the
corpse beyond all possibility of recognition, and to
diecharge a bullet into the body from a large-bored
pistol, it was flung iuto the sea, then at about high
tide. John Denton then returned home, unobserved
by any one.

He wag safe. Fear might lie him down and sleep,
as he would manage matters. Mr, Kirkton was gone
for threa or four months to France, where news of
such a deed, should the body, as wae probable, be
flung back by the tides, would not reach him., Mow-
bray, if the corpse was found, would be alone aus-
pected—and if not hanged, which he, Denton, did not
wish, would be imprisoned. To carry out the plan, and
asgure that suspicion, nay, absolute presumption of
guilt, should at oncs fall upon Mowbray, he sent the
forged note to Margaret for Clara Mowbray. He
aleo fired the gun on the evening Mowbray vainly
sought the supposed seducer, the report of which two
witnenses swore fo having heard. His intention was
to marry the widow Reid without delay, and taking
bis savings, which were considerable, with him, eail in
Phe Wave for South Americn. This would be all
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the more easily managed should Mowbray bo taken
up for the murder, but in any there would be no
difficulty. His brother, himeslf, and the boy, would
be crew enough, and when but a few short weeks had
passed, he should be beyond capture or pursuit.

‘Weo bave seen how that fine Satan-suggested schome
broke down ; and now John Denton’s slender chance
of life hangs upon the success of a bold device which
his brother has sworn at any risk to carry through.
The brothers had always felt a strong affection for
cach other.

James, whose face is whiter even than his brother’s,
ig gone to the cottage; John iz asecurely bolted into
the strong lock-up house. TUnder the lea of the bluff
headland, riding at her moorings, is Z'%e Warve. Bhe
has enough of water and provisions on board, and the
bay sleeps in her. Ths Wave must be out of sight
long ere dawn, or John Denton will be hanged before
he is many weeks older, for the March assize is not
very distant. By 11 o’clock John ought to be freed
from prison, and as the moon will then be up, he will
probably meet some one in the counree of the two
miles which lie between the lock-up house and the
cutter. That danger must be provided agsinst.
Kirkton is known to be in the neighbourhood ; there
are plenty of his peculiarly-fashioned garments, and
two of his hats in the cotfage; disguised in which,
John Denton will pass along without fear of detection.
8o James, having secured all the money in the place,
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and selected aeveral sharp files, makes up a bundle of
clothes, and steals foggh into the yet dark night.

It will be a work of time—~fling through those
two atout iron bars; but the brother works with
might and main, sweating profusely, freezing though
the weather be. The lock-up is etrong, but solitary,
and no one imagines that an attempt to liberate the
prisoner will be made.

The attempt has not only been made but has sne-
ceeded ; and it i8 not quite 11. Johmn Denton is
standing on the outside of the lock-up, by his brother.
The freed captive trembles very much, but & long pull
at a brandy-flazk warms his blood, and with James's
help he has soon exchanged his satlor's suit for one of
Mr. Kirkton’s. With the hat pulled well over the
brow the disguise is complete. No one passing within
half a dozen yards could detect it.

The brothers part, arranging where to meet near
the head of the Bluff. The moon hasrisen, but there
peems no ground for fear, and John Denton, well-
fortified with brandy, passes briskly on. After walk-
ing about half-a-mile, 8 man whom he knows very
well, and who seems rather drunk, hails him from a
little distance as Mr. Kirkton, and remarks that it is
& fine night, bub cursed cold.

At last he is elose to the path which -diverges from
Mowbray’s cottage towards the roughish ravine along
which he intende passing towarda the bead of the
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Bluff, whence a precipitous path leads down to the
sea-shore. All danger is past; he breathes freely,
and accelerates his pace. Ha! Whose shadow is
that # A man’s, and crossing the path he must him-
self pursue,—at some hundred yards’ distance. Yet
who can be there at such a time? ¥e must have
been mistaken. He proceeds, and presently lears
the familiar fisherman’s hail, which tells that Jemes
has reached the place of meeting, and is waiting for
him. He darts forward at a run; the brothers see
each other in the bright moonlight, and James waves
his hat in triumph. At that moment a man steps
swiftly from behind a crag, levels a gun, fires, and
John Denton falls with a scream and & curse, mortally
wounded, upon the jegged path. Mowbray has killed
him in mistake for Kirkton !

Reid’s murderer survived about twelve hours, and
with his lagt breath recognized that he had been over-
taken by the judgment of n just God.

I have but one or two lines to add. 'William Mow-
bray died in a lunatic asylum. Clara was claimed and
taken to the home of her father's wealthy northern
friends. Mr, Kirkton I have never gince met or
heard of.



Bebelutiong of » Gatholic Priest,

No. 3.—THE WRECK ON THE ICEBERG.

Ix the year 18— I went lo Loundon, and though nob
attached to either Mission, frequently preached and
heard confessions at the Sardinian and Moorfields
chapels.

Amongst the letters of introduction to Catholie
families of good standing in society, with which I had
been favoured, was one to a gentleman whom we will
call Mr. Kennedy, 2 widower, residing with his son
Arthyr, at Hammersmith.

A stronger contrast, both physical and moral, than
that presented by the father and son can hardly be
imagined. Kennedy, senior,—~who had been many
years in the Civil SBervice of the FEast India Come-
puny, from which he had retired with a considerable
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pension,—was a short, shrivelled, morose old gentle-
man, sonred with a world in which he had failed to
win any considersble prize,—meaning a prize com-
mensurate with his exalted merits as measured by
his own valuation.

Arthyr Kennedy, on the other hand, was a tall,
handsome youth, slightly over twenty; one of the
gayest natures imaginable, and, in some respects, a
very estimable person. Unforfunately there was one
capifal defect in his character. e wes & crea-
ture of impuise, — capricious, fledling, but for the
time overpowering, impulee; by which I mean that
he was governed by absorbing, but transient pur-
pose, in place of resolve, based upon reason and
principle. He was, also, wonderfully susceptible
to the influenee of “la grande passion;” an amusing
instance of which, strongly illustrative of his in-
constant, capricious disposition, fell in my way two
or three months affer I made his acquaintance.
The enchantress, who this time suddenly subjugated
his susceptible soul, was a young, and certainly
very pretty, milliner or mantus-maker, whom M,
Kennedy’s housskeeper had hired to assist her in
completing some dress work. Arthur Kennedy was
so crazed by her charms, a8 to write her a flaming
declaration of passionste affection, eternal constancy,
and o on, clenched by an offer to flee with her forth-
with to Gretna or Gireenland, for the consummation
of thpir loves, The exultant dameel at once nssented
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(strictly stipulating for Gretna, not Greeniend) ; but
in her triuraph, incautiously showed her lover’s fiat-
tering missive to & companion, who, of course, lost
no time in imparting the interesting secret to Mra.
Petre. I chanced to arrive, at the God-speed of
the discovery ; and the housekeeper decided to consult
me, in the first instence, rather than Mr. Kennedy.
I at once undertook to remonstrate with Arthur upon
the folly, the insanity, of the step he was about, pre-
sumedly, to take§ and the more willingly that the
facile-minded young man reposed great confidence in
me——not, at that time, as to a priest, but as to afriend.
There was no oceasion for my interference. The
pretty milliner’s education had been sadly neglected ;
the writing, spelling, and dietion, of her note of
aceeptance were detestable, vulgar in the extreme,—
50 much 80, as to quite disenchant her fanciful lover.
How, as he said, could s girl who acrawled such
wretched pothooks, and spelt dear, “ deer,”—heart,
“arte,”—be a divinity to be worshippad by a man of
education and refinement? Of course not; and 1
was deputed to arrange the silly affair, which T did
without much trouble; the girl’s mother, s decent
women, happening fortunately to be a Catholic, and
easily amenable therefore to ndmonition,—that s, tos
prieat’s admonition. The foolish young wan’s foolish
note was exchanged for & eensible one of five pounds’
value—and there an end.

8uch a father and son no one conld be surpriged to
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find living—though under the same roof—in 4 stute
of moral estrangement. Arthur Kennedy, I am
afraid, both disliked and despised his father; and
that stern, saturnine father, there could be no doubt
whatever, looked with intense disgust upon s kalei-
doscope idiosynerasy, which af every twiet and turn
conjured up new and brilliant hepes and anguries
from the fleeting fantasies which sparkle in the path
of enthusiastic youth. I may here remark that
neither of the Kennedys was more than s nominal,
passive Catholic as to creed and faith,—which ia to
eay, that whenever they attended divine service, their
pPlace of worship was a Catholic church or chapel,
and that if either had been asked what his religion
was, he would have mechanically replied, that of a
Roman Catholie. Of the peculiar duties enjoined to
the faithful of the Church they were unobservant, if
not disdainful,

Mr. Kennedy died of heart disease about six
months after the milliner affair. His son was nob
much affected, even by the suddenness of the sum-
mons ;—wae not the world full of untimely graves,
and had not his father reached, or nearly so, the
orthodox limit of human life? A sharper trial
awaited him. The morose old man, careless of the
future of his son, had lived up to his income; the
pension, of course, died with him ; and Arthur Xen.
nedy soon became awsre that after all just debts had
been .paid, and everything sold, to the lsat article of
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furniture, he would be the possessor of cerfainly not
more than five hundred fiounds!

This discovery sent down the mercury of his hot
mounting blood to zero, and kept it there, till one
day, When I was with him, Mr. James Kennedy, his
uncle, snd a wealthy merchant of Mincing Lane,
called, eelf-invited, nnd, in the kindest manner, pro-
ferred sympathy and succour. I, as well as Arthur,
had frequently heard his father speak of this brother,
whom he never visited, with supercilious ecorn, as n
man who had risen in the commercial world by dint
of sordid cunning and plodding perseverance, unre-
lieved by a spark of penerous feeling. The insolence
of his brother’s success dwarfing, in a material sense,
his own pocial status, had rendered the East India
Company’s servani sovereignly unjust to his relative,
who was really a man of a genial nature, and a
thorough gentleman in manperz and edueation.

Mr, James Kennedy proposed that his nephew
ghould at once enter his eountinp-house, and if he
proved diligent and capable, the uncle pledged him-
eelf to push his fortunes. I eagerly supported the
proposal, and Arthur Kennedy, though with an ill
grace, finally acceded thereto. He had thought to
have entered the army; and now, instead of a cor-
netey, to accept of a clerkship, was humiliating, weil-
nigh intolerable! He, however, ns X have said, finally
assented ; matters of detail were arranged, and Mr.
James Kennedy took friendly leave.
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‘When Arthur Kennedy called upon me, scarcely a
fortnight afterwards, I found that discontent with his
vew vocation had completely passed away, and that
the rebound from the depths of despair had rockebed
him up into the empyrean of & commenrcial pn.mdlse,
upon the beatitudes whereof he rhapsodized with
brenthless enthusinam. Who could serionsly deny
the real superiority of the mercantile profession
over all others—arms, law, physic, divinity inclusive P
True, he was to be a trader; but a merchant-trader!
His uncle did business on & grand scale with the
Americas and West Indies. Everybody knew that
commerce was the only road to riches — that firat
power in the worid. He had been an idiot, there.
fore, to murmur at being removed from the barren
careey of a poor pentleman without influential
patronage, to the lista where the resl prizes of the
world were contended for! And Mr. Arthur Ken-
nedy nothing doubted that wisilst his hair yet retained
ita natural colour, he should take his place amonget
merchant princes, the true nobility of England.

The fire which glowed upon young Kennedy's cheek,
and shone in his eyes, a8 he gave glib utteranco to
the foregoing rhodomontade, suggested that some
mors immediately potent stimulant then that of a
hungering after riches—though I had some time be.
fore assured myself that that passion was strongly
latent within him—must have had some ehare in
kindling snch excitement.
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“Your wuncle,” I remarked, “is really the
kind-——-" '

“ My uncle,” he interrupted with vivacity, “is the
best, the most generous of men.”

“ And your cousin———"

“ Charming, angelic, divine!” he again broke in
with yet livelier vehemence. * The sweetest, most
fascinating of human beings!”

¢ Charming, angelio, divine! The sweetest, most
fascinating of human beings!’ Surely, strange epi-
thets as applied to your uncle’s son!”

“Pooh! bosh! You know very well I was speak-
ing of Bosamond, not Bobert, Kennedy, By the
way,” he added, as he rose to go, “ you have not yet
called in Cavendish Squere. My uncle will be very
gled to see you. Good-bye!”

Happening o be one evening in the *vicinity of
Mr. James Kennedy's g¥est-end residence, I paid
him a visit. Dinner had been some time over, and
the gentlemen, Mr, Kennedy, Robert Kennedy,
Arthur Kennedy, snd Charles Dalrymple, the son
of a wealthy shipowner, bad joined Mra. Kennedy and
her daughter in the drawing-room. My impression
of the ladies was an agreeable one. The mamma was
& lady-like matron— Miss Rosamond a preity, grace-
ful young person, to whom the adjectives, % charming,
angelic, divine,” might be applied with no more of
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extravagance than is nsually tolerated from youthful
loters’ lips. And there was mo doubt, not the least,
that Arthur ‘Kennedy really loved his charming
cousin; nor that Charles Dalrymple was & rival
suitor. The young lady’s brilliant smiles shone in-
differently on both. At all events, I, having but
slight skill in the interpretetion of such mysteries,
did not perceive any decided indication of a prefer-
ence; though there was, I fancied, a certain caresaing
tone in her voice when she addressed Arthur Kennedy.
That might, however, arise from cousinly sympathy
and regard.

There was no shedow of doubt that Arthur was
Mr. Kennedy's favourite. The young man had, I
waa told, addressed himself with a will to business,—
Rosamond’s bright eyes having, we may be sure,
lent fire to the fierce enthusinam with which he alwaya
entered upon o new pursuit. So much was his uncle
pleased with him ibat he wgs already advanced to 2
confidential post in the Mincing-lane establishment.

The road to felicity and fortune was therefore fairly
before Arthur Kennedy, and, for a considerable time
for him, he pursued it vigorously. Yet scarcely mix
months had passed before the strain had become in-
tolerable. He would do anything, unheard.of things,
—*{ight, drink up Eisel, eat a crocodile,” shoot
Chorles Dalrymple, —to becomte the husband of
Boramond Kennedy ; but work for her at that dreary
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desk, week after weck, month after month,~—it ma

be year after year,—was to him simply impossible.
Delightful, no doubt, tfranscendently so, to be a
millionaire, s merchant-prince, but to toil step by
step up the wearying ascent which leads to that
dazzling bheight was hopeleasly out of his power. e
could not do 1t for o thousand Rosamonds,

Arthur Kennedy had handsome lodgings in Oxford
Street, where I often spent the evening with him,
but so much did his absurd folly in continually harp-
ing upon * the miserable martyrdom of the counting-
bouse,” and his determination to in some way es-
cape therefrom, annoy me, that I ceased for about
a month to call upon him. When I did sec him
agnin i found that Satan, in the likeness of ome
Dubrowski, a Polish swindler, bad surprisingly im-
proved the opportunity I had, most unhappily,
afforded. N

Dubrowski, a professional gamester, ocenpied the
second floor of the house in Oxford Street. . The sple-
netic ennwi which devoured young Kennedy having
excited his vulpine curiosity, he conirived, during
my evening-absences, to easily insinuate himseif into
Arthur’s confidence, and that done, he forthwith
pointed out & pleasant primrose path to the possession
of emple wealth and-—Miss Rosamond Kennedy !

Were it not that every-day’s experience proves
that the coarsest knavery counts ita dupes by hun-
dreds, I could hardly expect the reader to beliove that
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Arthur Kennedy, an intelligent, cducated man, could
for 2 moment have been bamboozled by the imposture
palmed upon him by so transparent a charlatan as
Dubrowski. This:—

He, Dubrowski, had profoundly studied the scionce
of chanees, the result of which, after years of labour,
was the constrnetion of an algebraic formula, which,
eirictly adhered to, at faro, or roulette—I do mot
remember which—would prove a mine of gold to the
possessor of the precious secret, Dubrowski would
gratuitously instruct his young friend, for whom he
felt & mincere attachment, in the scientific problem he
had himself elaborated at a cost of so much toil of
brain, and Arthur Kennedy’s five hundred pounds
would, in a comparatively brief space of time, grow
into many thousands.

I was utterly confounded, when Arthur Kennedy,
with flashing eyes, and every muscle of his frame
vibrating with strong excitement, disclosed the
ewindler's scheme to me.

#Js it possible,” I exelaimed, “1ihat you can attach
the slightest credence to a stupid Me, wrapped up
in black-leg jargon ? ¥

“Lie! Jargonl” retorted Arthur Kennedy. “I
kave proved Dubrowski's faith and truth. Twok
here!” —he continued, with great earnestness,——
“look here !—I have played once only, and won this
bog of gold —more than one hundred sovereigns!
Lie! jargon—forsooth! The acenracy of my friend’s
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formula of the doctrine of chances is as demonstrable
a8 & problem in Buclid{”

The abaurd infatuation of the young man angered
a8 much as it disquieted me; but it was useless argn-
ing with him: the demon of play possessed him
wholly, and T went away in a rage.

‘Wouwld that I bad exerted a sterner sclf-control f—
but I was young then. Experience had not taught
me how to ateer my present and onward eourse by
the light which reveals and moralizes the mistakes and
calamities of the past. Then my fear for the credu-
lous, misguided young man did not contemplate a
greater misfortune than the loss of his own five
hurdred pounds; a loss, which I suecceeded in per.
guading myself might ultimately prove a great gain,
by flinging him back, however rudcly, into the beaten
patha of honest industry. Alas, for the vanity of
humen prescience! I was certainly much to blame:
I should have taken counsel with his uncle.

The festival of Easter was close at hand, and the,
Catholic chapels were, for those days, throngéd of an
evening by penitents, more or lesa contrite, who
came to shrive their souls preparatory to partaking,
mpiritually, in tho mystery of the Resurrection. One
of the priests of Lincoln's Inn Fields was incapaci-
tated by indieposition from the confinuous discharge
of his arducus functions, snd I readily volunteered
fo relieve him of a portion of his labour. I was,
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however, engaged at Moorfields every day in Holy
Week, till Holy, or, as Protestants say, Good-Friday ;
on the evening of which I attended at the Sardinian
chapel. Persons conversant with Catholic worship
are aware that on that evening the scrvice is of a
peculiarly solemn character—the chants all minors,
and that during © Tenebre,” the lights on the high
altar being one by one extinguished, an oppressive
gloom, save to the vye of faith, pervades the sacred
edifice,

I had mingled with the congregation during the
service, at the conclusion of which, looking ronnd
upon the perscns whose confessions 1 had volunteered
to hear, I started as if a spectre confronted me, In
the distanee, near a eonfessional, stood Arthur Ken-
nedy. His person was partially concenled in the deep
shadow, from out of which his white sepulchral face
gleamed forth in ghastly distinctness. Why was he
therc? ‘What meant the expression of those burning
eyes, staring upon vacancy # for it was plain that he
saw nothing before or arcund him.

A priest passed along the aisle, and entered the
confessional near him. The movement among the
kneeling penitents aroused him, and he rusked, as if
digtrustful of hix own purpose, into the confessional.
In 2 minute,—in less than o minute,—he was out
again; gared for a few moments confusedly about,
without observing me, and left the chapel. '

‘What might sueh strange conduct portend § What
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the seeret of which lie had come to disburden his
conscience, and which at the last moment he had
feared to disclose, cven under the seal of confes-
sion? Bomething, 1 felt sure, arising out of his
intimacy with Dubrowski—of his familiarity with the
accursed guming-table.

Yet how? The loss of his five hundred pounds?
Not that alons, Mere pecuniary loss would never
blanch a gouny man's face to that hue. Never!
Grievous doubts and fears oppressed me, knowing as
T did that he filled the position of confidential cashier
in one of tho departmenis of lis uncle’s establish-
ment; and excusing mysclf, as I best could, from en-
tering that evening upon tho duties 1 had taken npon
myself, I hastened to Arthur Keunedy’s lodgings.
He was at home, and received me with agitated fer-
vour—&o to speak. The wine he was drinking had
not brought back colour to his cheeks, nor stendiness
to his nerves. Hc was still death-white, as in the
chapel, and his shaking hand failed, after several
attempts, to pour me oub a glass of wine. He was
endeavouring to do so for the third or fourth time,
when & loud single knock sounded on the street-door;
the decanter dropped from his hand, smashing to bits
on the floor, and he hearkened, with dilated eyes and
suspended breath, to a footstep which quiekly ascended
the atairs.

" A servant brought in a note,—* From Mr, Ken-
nedy, of Cavendish Sgnare.”
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“Read—read!” gasped Arthur Kennedy; “ I can-
not,”

Instantly breaking the seal, I read aloud ibe few
sentences it contained, to the effect that his uncle
wished to see him immediately,  This is really all,”
Y remarked.

wWAll! And enough too!” he exclaimed, with
strong emotion. “ Well, the thunderbolt has fallen,
and suspense and hope—foolish, frantic hope—being
gone, craven fear should follow. See, I can pour ont
the wine now,” he added, filling a large tumbler from
another decanter, and emptying it at a gulp.

“Yon will go with me? " he inquired, putting on
his hat.

I intimated assent by a gesture; for so astounded
was I, that the words I would have spoken stuck
in my throat.

Mr. Kennedy received us with his usual cordial
courtesy, He had news—he hoped agreeable newa—
for his nephew, whose depression of spirit for some
time past had greatly disquieted him—and Rosamond.
—(The last two words peculiarly emphasized.)—A
change of scene might do him a world of good, and
an opportunity of obtaining it had just oceurred. The
accounts lagt received from the agent at New Orleans
were very unsatisfactory, and it was important that
they should be tested on the spot by somo one upon
whose intelligence and integrity reliance eould be
placed. Mr. Kennedy had therefore selected his
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nephew for the mission. ITe had first thought of
sending bis son Robert, but, as Arthur knew, his
health had lately given way, and it had been decided,
under medical sanction, that when the spring should
be further ndvanced he, accompanied by Charles
Dalrymple, would proceed to the Northern and
Western States of America. The climate of New
Orleans, and the harassing work to be gone through,
would, it was belicved, tend rather to further impair
than amond his health.

The silent astonishment with which Arthur Ken-
nedy listened fo his uncle was shared by myself.
Truly, an odd kind of ¢ thunderbolt” was Mr. Xen-
nedy's proposition! The staring bewilderment of
his nephew surprised and somewhat alarmed the
merchant,

“What, in Heaven’s name, is the matter?” he
exclaimed, taking Arthur affectionntely by the hand.
“ Has anything happened ?” he added, addressing
me.

#No, no, no-—nothing;” Durst from the young
man’s quivering lips. “ A—a spasm,” he stammered,
turning to the sideboard—we had been received in the
dining-room — and clutching a caraffe of brandy.
“Better now,” he said, again faciog his uncle, but
still with unaesured, disquicted gaze. “ Ifelt unwell,
and the surprise—leaving Rosamond, tog, so suddenly,
and for so long a time.”

The falsehood thus suggested changed Mr. Ken-
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nedy’s alarm to hilarity. “ Ob, that is it!” he luugh.
ingly exclaimed. “A jeslons spasm. Well, four or
five months are, 1 daregay, an eternity in a lover’s
calendar; but it will come to an end, like all things
else, never fear. Then didn’t } mention—spurposcly
mention, foolish boy—that Charles Dalrymple will
soon leave England for a much longer period ? 7

“True, true ;—I was very foolish. D)id you say 1
was to start immediately 2

“Yes; it is essentinl there should be no deluy, and
everything is arranged to cnable you fo sail in the
American Mail-Packet which leaves London to-
morrow morning. I have been so busy,” added Mr.
Kennedy, “preparing the papers necessary for your
guidance, that 1 have had no time to examine your
cash account and vouchers, actording to monthly
custom, and havo therefore locked them up till your
return.”

Had not the door suddenly opened as Mr. Ken-
nedy cezsed speaking, admitting his wife and daughter,
he could bardly have faled to be struck by the
deep-drawn, only partinlly-suppressed, half-sigh, half
scream of relief which escaped his nephew. I heard
it witbh a shudder, instantly divining as I did its sed
significance. The unhappy young man knew that I
did, and, when I took leave a fow minutes afterwards,
there was 5 mube, agonizingly-earnest appeal for
wilence on my part, in his eyes, and the pressure
of his hand, which I should have lacked the power,
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had I had the iwclination to resisl. The trembling
culprit had obtained a respite, a brief adjournment
of the day of shame and ruin. No more than that,
1 felt convinced.

The Kennedys of Cavendish Squure were not even
nominal Catholics, and T did not gep either of them
during five or six months. When I did meet Mr.
Kennedy not far from his place of business, Mincing
Lane, it was purely by aceident. Iis greeting was
kind as ever, and iaking my arm, he, in a manner,
dragged me into his private room. I had no wish for
an interview with him; a cold fear always coming
over me whenever my thoughts reverted to Arthur
Kennedy and the dark foture which seemed to await
him.

“ My nephew, and your friend Arthur, has returned
from New Orleans,” said Mr. Kennedy. “ He arrived
about a fortnight since.”

The tone and manner of the merchant reassured me :
Y breathed freely again.

“To he well 7 1 asked.

“Yes, in bodily health.” Mr. Kennedy paused
thoughtfully, and then said, © Yes, quite well in hodily
health, but be has lost that fine buoyancy of spirit
which used to distinguish him. Except, indeed, by
fits and sterte, when he 18 in my daughter’s company:
and then he is obstreperously gay. You were in his
confidence, and we may, without impropriety, speak
together of such matters, The wedding, by the bye,
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is to take place immediately after my son Robert
returns from America. 1 fear,” continued Mr. Ken-
nedy, “that Arthur has an unconquershle aversion
to business ; the more inexplicable inasmuch as he is
80 well qualified to attain mercantile eminence. Ile
made & first-rate hit at New Orleans ; cleared many
thousande by one bold, well-celculated stroke.”

“ How may that have happened 7"’

T will tell you, Having performed his task at
New Orleans, with tact and gkill, he was about em-
barking for England, when a disabled barque of very
large tonnage, The Glanges, was towed info the port
by an American vessel, The barque bad been found
&t sea many hundred leagues out of her course, dis-
masted, and abandoned by her erew. Under what
precise ciroumstances she was abandoned remains to
be discovered. The cargo consisted of Indigo, in per-
fectly sound condition, which was offered for sale, in
bulk, for the benefit of the salvors. It happened,
curiously enough, that in the last letter Arthur rc-
ceived from me, it was casually mentioned that in
consequence of the short supply reported from India,
and a prevalent rumour that several ships laden with
the article had been lost, Indigo lad reached an
enormoua quotation in the London market. This was
hint sufficient for my sharp-witted nephew, who forth.
with purchased the entire eargo of The Ganges, by
bills on my house of course, transhipped it on board
& faet ahip, The Queen of the South, made one of the
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guickest voyages home upon record, and arriving five
days before any other Indigo ship was reported here,
realized many thousands by the venture, the half of
which was fairly his own, and I only aected with com-
mon honesty in presenting him with it. A very eapital
hit indeed!” added Mr. Kennedy, gloefully rubbing
his hands.

After hearing that, it was not difficult fo under-
stand how Arthur Kennedy's “ cash account® had
been mode “right.’” This was my thought. My
words were —

“ Mr. Arthur Kennedy is a very fortunate, and at
the same time, very puzzling person. Prosperous
in eircumstances, and about to wed the lady of his
choice, and yet, you intimate, a prey to melancholy |”

“ Too true,” suid Mr. Kennedy, in a saddened tone.
“1 cannot comprehend it at all. You used fo have
considerable influence with him, and I shall be glad
if yon will see him. Come and dine with us—the
sooner the better.”

“ He cannot be otherwirse than desiroua of marrying
his charming cousin. Excuse my bluntness,” I
added quickly, and eolouring to the femples.

“@God bless you,” replied Mr. Kennedy, “he is
madly importunate with me not to delay the marringe
till Bobert's return.”

*Charles Dalrymple will return with your som.
May not that circumstance aceount for Arthur's un-
rest of mind, and the importunity you apesk of
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“T think not, and yet—— But do you come-—soon
I hope—and judge for yourself. I bLave no skill at
interpreting riddles.”

: family in Cavendish Square had just sst down
to dioner, when my name wag announced. The com-
pany consisted of the Kennedya and five or pix in-
timate friends. Arthur could not conceal the agita-
tion which my entrance excited. T was not surprised
nt that. I was the only person that bad penetrated
his guilty secref, and my accusing presence could not
but ircuble him, strong as might be the reliance
which be placed upon my honour and diseretion. He
soon regained his outward calm, and, after the ladies
had retived, became, belped with copious draughts of
wine, boisterously gay: an altogether forced, un-
natural gaiety, and as easily detected as the flaring
rouge upon & harlot’s withered cheek.

‘What new grief or remorse prompted such un-
mistakable symptoms of & mind diseased ? Some more
afflictive memory or apprehension, I was afraid, than
could be excited by & concelled crime, humanty
ppesking; proof of which no cno, not even I, pos-
sessed, and mnever should.

It was a memorable evening. As we were
about to join the ladies, Dalrymple senior was anm-
nounced. His aspect and manner, full of dismay,
sorrow, compassion, anticipated the woeful tidings of
which he was the bearer. T%e ZLeopard, in which
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Robert Kenpedy and his own son sailed for
America, had been wrecked on her passage ouf, and
every soul on board, except Charles Dalrymple and
two sailors, had perished, Poor Mr. Kennedy foll
down in a fit. Presently, as we wexe applying burnt
feathers and vinegar to the bereaved father, there was
a ery of women, and in rushed his wife and daughter,
in a state of distraction. 1 could net, if I would,
deseribe the tumult of agony apd terror which en-
sued. K was myself too agitated to mark anything
distinetly, till after the room had become clesred, an
1 supposed, of everybody except myself.

It wns not so.  Upon locking round, I saw Arthur
Kennedy standing by, and supporting himself by the
chimney-piece. Bright beads of sweat stood out
upon hie ¢clammy forehead, and throngh his eyes flashed
hurid gleama of horrorand remorse.

“Did he say — did the letter say,” he stemmered,
“that 2%e Leopard — n brig, I know, was wrecked
upon-—upon an—an jecherg?”

“ Assuredly not. No particulars are given in
Charles Dalrymple’s letter. The Leopard waa wrecked
on her passage out, and all on board, except three
persons, perished. Nothiog more.”

“You are sure the letter did not say foundered?

* No; wrecked.”

“ Wrocked—wrecked,” he muttered. ¢ There are
many modes of wrech—muny. Yet a brig—in the
passage out—and just about the time! If—but no,
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no—-it cannot be that I am lost beyond the reach of
mercy !

I could not answer a word. Presence of mind
and speech alike failed me.

“ Will you be at home to-morrow evening?” he
agked. “IX can no longer endure this pent-up ngony
—+this hell of unshared, uncommunieated doubt, pua-
pense, despair. At your own home; I will not go
to a chapel.”

I readily sssented, and proposed that he should at
once go away with me in a hack, and I would see him
to his lodgings. He had the sense to comply, and
when taking leave I again promised to wait at home,
and hear what he had to communicate.

Nine o'clock had struck, and I was persuaded that
Arthur Xennedy had repented him of the appoint~
ment, when he was announced, and presently entered
the room in a state of exireme excitement, partly
caused, I saw, by wine.

Seating himeelf, and fixing his blood-shot eyes upon
me with s kind of sardonic, mocking expression, as if
he half despised himself for the wenkmess which
brought him there, he said,—

* You are troe to your promise; thank yon. Bub
when was not a priest eager to entrsp menm into
spiritual bondage! TFardon me, I am crazed to-
night. I come for adviee, counsel, — for some of
thet balm for minde disensed which you siy can only
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be had genuine at your shop. Forgive me,” he again
broke in-~“Y am a fool, as well as villain.” But
mind, I am not going to kneel down; I have not
done that to a man since I was a child, and will not
begin again now.”

“ Gto an ; Ishall hold your communication as made
by one gentlemsan to ancther, not as from o penitent
to a priest. Your confidence will be held equally
sacted, and we can omit the preliminary formula,
which, under the circumstances, would be Little leas
than biasphemy.”

“ The Confiteor, you mean,—* Holy fa.ther, and all
that. Be it so; and now, then, to make a clean
breast of it. Stay, you must wear & stole; I must
have all the guarantees.”

I declined compliance with his request, though
gcarcely justified in doing so. He did not insist, and
the sad disclosure proceeded.

It was morning when Arthur Kennedy left me,
and it will be necessary therefore to condense the
prolix, passionate narrative which consumed so mauy
hours in the telling.

T had guessed correetly as to the cause which oe-
tasioned his appearance at the Cathelic chapel on the
evening of Holy Fridsy. Having been swindled by
Dubroweki and Company out of all his own money,
he had madly ea wickedly risked over four hundred
pounds belonging to his uncle, and of course wea
epeedily plondered of that also, This part of his
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story was but slightly discussed. The money had
becn quietly replaced on his return from Ameriea;
and no positive wrong having, as it happened, been
done, the crime itself did not affliet his counscience.
At all events, it was a venial offence, whatever the law
of the land might say, in comparison with the giant
sin, the memery of which tertured, distracted him.

On the third day after the purchase of the Indigo
of the New Orleans brokers, The Queen of the South,
bound for London or Liverpool, was running through
the Gulf, carrying with her a favourable, steady
breeze. Arthur Kennedy was euper-cargo, and the
skipper, Mr. John Marley, wes bound to obey his
directions as to the course of the ship, unless such
directions would peril the safety of the vessel.

It was, after all, it seemed, a pretty nearly even
chance whether the profit to be realized would bo
enormons, trifting, or even #il: all depending upon
The Queen of the South reaching London, or Liver-
pool, before or after other Indigo ships, two of
which had been lately spolen with by a vessel that
arrived at New Orleans on the very day The Queen
of the BSouth cleared out of that port. A few
hours’ advantage in the race would make all the
difference.

Arthur Kennedy then perfectly conoprehended that
swiftness was the condition of snccess; and savagely
did he chafe under the slighicst impediment that
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lessened The Queen of the South’s rate of speed.
The wind was however, upon the whole, favourable,
and when passing, though far to westward, of the
banks of Newfoundland, a etiff breeze sprang up,
immediately after the disappearance of  dense fog that
had prevailed for the previous ten or twelve hours,
which sent the ship through the water at the rate,
Captain Marley announced, of ten knots an hour.
Should that speed be maintained England was but
eleven or twelve days distant.

Those were uplifiing words to Arthur Kennedy,
who searcely felt his feet as he paced to and fro the
deck on that brilliant summer night, Fortune—I
give his own words, not mine—fortune had at last
censed to persecute him ; all trace of the erime he had
committed would in a few days be for ever oblite
rated, and he should again sleep in spite of thunder.
Then it could acarcely bo doubted that his unele, de-
lighted with the prescient commercial andacity he had
displayed, would no longer delay his union with
Rosamond Kennedy. All that,so short a time sines,
he had feared was lost to him for ever-——by his own
accursed folly lost-—wealth, Rosamond, an unstained
name, were again within his reach! The excitable
young man wept with emotion, and for the first time
during many weeks could bear to look up at the
bright pure stars, whose radiance 1o longer seemed
to mock his shame, hig vilencss—rather to kiss and
calm kim to screnity and peace.
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‘Whilst under the influence of that wild eestacy,
Simpson, first mate of the ship, placing a telescope
in his hand, pointed to an enormous jceberg—n
mountainous island of ice, far away to leeward,
adown the rugged slopes of which rivers were rush-
ing and sparkling in the moon and starlight. The
summer temperature was fast dissolving the huge
agglomeration of ice, but the mass was still immense,
and, the mate declared, affected the thermometer
even at that distance.

Arthur Kennedy was gazing with curicus interest
at an object, the extent and strangeness of which
alwayy inspires a fecling of wonder and awe, when,
upon opening up a crescent-bay, so to speak, of the
floating ice-island, he caught sight of a large brig,
stranded upon the far-outstretching shallow ice-
shore. He returned the glass to the mate, who looked
through it long and heedfully before speaking.

“A fine craft wrecked there-—English, too,” be
gaid, “and, if my eyes don’t deceive me, there are—
let me count-—aix, seven, eight human beings upon
the berg, Ah! I see two more crawling round a
point of the ice-island, I1t’s a pity for you, eir,”
added the man, * for of courso we must get the ship
afore the wind, and take the poor creatures off. One
can see u rare wny off in these latitudes when
the weather’s clear and bright as it is now, and 1
ghould say they can’t be less than eight or mnine
leagues away. I&°l] hinder the voyoge, going there
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and beating back sll cighteen hours, and perhaps
twice ns much, if the tides, leastways currents, which
there’s no accounting for in the neighbourhood of
icebergs, should turn out contrary.”

As the man was apeaking, Arthur Kennedy felt,
he told me, as if the hot blood so lately dancing
joyously in his veins was congealing to ice. In an
instant & dark veil had fallen before and shut out the
bright future that had dawned spon him with such
brilliant promise. He was simply Fortune’s fool.
But must he tamely accept such n eursed chance?
By Ileaven he would net be so baulked, rained,
shamed! The ship should hold her course, whatever
the consequence to others. :

“ You are mistaken, Simpson,” ssid the supercargo
pavagely, and enatching the glass from the mate,
“ You mistake shadows for human beings. Thers is
no living thing there! nor is there & boat that 1 can
gee. The crew have no doubt left in them for New-
foundland.”

“ Mistaken, am IP" persisted the mate; I cal.
culate not. If them peoplo are shedows, I'm a
shadow myself-—that ’s o fact. The boats may hnve
been stove in. Ah! there’s the flash of a signal-
gun, They, of course, sec 1y, a8 well 28 we sece
them.” ‘

“Fodge! lies!” exclaimed Kennedy, all the
devil in his nature roused and raging. “It was a
flash of moonlight reflected from g bright point of



144 REVELATIONS OF A CATHOLIC PRIEST.

the ice, Even you do not pretend to have heard
the report of & signel-gun.”

“Report!-—no,sir,” doggedly rejoined Simpeon,*“the
noise of the popguns that merchantmen generally
carry with them ain’t often heard at nine leagues’
distance to windward. There goes another flash of
moonlight! Agnin—another.”

“You are a perverse fool " was the angry retort,
and, snatching the glass from the mate’s band, Arfhur
Kennedy flung it, knowing it was the only one in the
abip, overboard. Then he dived below, was gone
about five minutes, and on his reappearance said,
harriedly, « Here, Simpson, take this, and mind you
say nothing to the skipper about how the glass was
lost. It dropped over the side, you know, by acei.
dent.” ‘Simpson. understood him perfectly well,
especially when he fouud a canvas-bag containing
forty sovereigns in his hand.

Arthur Kennedy plunged into his bed-berth
striving afier sleep. Sleep would not come till
copious draughts of brandy steeped his senses in
drunken, chaotic slumber. ®7The sleep of devils!
1 waa tossed in a whirlpeol of conflicting horrors !
Now freezing on the iceberg,—slipping, slipping off
inte the devouring sea, whilst human fiends, that
might have saved me, mocked and gibbered in my
face. Then plunged into molten fire, the flames
whereof leapt down my throat, licking up sl
moisture there with their fiery tongues. I awcke in
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that torture, caused, no doubt, by the brandy I had
swallowed, and immediately rushed on deck. The
first mate was there, and I ordered him to put the
ghip ‘before the wind, and run for the iceberg. The
man smiled derisively, said it was full five hours since
I went below, that it was now quite useless to
attempt reaching the iceberg, adding that we were at
least fifty miles nearer England than when I pitched
the glass overboard.

# Tt was true that I must have been full the time
he stated below, for the sun was high above the
horizon, and the constant breeze was driving us
onward with accelerated speed. I felt that the
iceberg and its occupants, as far as I waa con-
cerned, were & portion of the irredeemable past, and
I again hastened to hide myself below, The mate
subsequently remarked that it was possible enough
that some vessel whose eargo was not Indigo that
wanted selling in a hurry might have passed near the
iceberg, and taken the poor fellows off, I hugged
that hope.

“ Not for leng,” continued Arthur Kennedy, with
wild despair, * could I clasp and hold that. pre-
cious hope, Since 1 have reached England—since
the price of murder was put into my hands—the
gpectre of the perishing wretches on the iceberg has
haunted me day and night. And now—now,"—he fairly
screqmed,— the horrible fantasy, if it be a fantasy,
possesses me that the wrecked brig was The Leopard
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of London ;—one of the abandoned wnfortunates on
the ice—Rosamond’s brother !

_ Full gix months havo passed away since Mr. Ken-
nedy received the mews of his son’s death, and,
strange. to say, Charles Dalrymple, who was picked
up snd conveyed to New York in an American
vessel, bas sent home ho particulars of the loss of
The Leopard. He cxpects shortly to arrive in Eng-
land, when, of course, he will give full detnils of
the ecatsstrophe. * Very strango behaviour,” re-
marks Mr, Kennedy to me, “but Charles Dalrymple
was always an eccentrie young man—1I {ancy, how-
ever, that his father knows all about it.”

Meanwhile, tho strong hours have, aa thoy ever do,
brought healing on their wings, and arrangements
are again in progress for the marriage of Arthur
with Rosamond Kennedy.

It still wanted some six or seven wecks to the
wedding-day when Charles Dalrymple arrived from
America, and without delay paid his respects iu
Cavendish Square. He still evaded going into details
of the wreck of The Leopard; the subject was a too
peinful one——another time, &c. It chanced that
there was fo be a fumily dinner party the next
evening but one, and Charles Dalrymple, somewhat
to Mr. Kennedy’s surprise, at once acespted a purel y
formal invitation to be present.

I was amongat the guests, and noticed, with n nor-
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vous irritability I could not shake off, the sardonmie,
bitter irony, the flashing, triumphant bate with which
Charles Dalrymple watched the flurried efforts of
Avthur Kennedy to appear at ease, und the guantity
of wine he drank to stendy his nerves. Af last
the toost of the evening was proposed: “ Miss Ken-
nedy, and her future and most fortunate husband,
Mr. Arthur Kennedy.” The compeny—all of whom
wete relatives or intimate friends—vrose to do honour
1o the toast, when every arm was suddenly paralyzed,
every cye dilated with dismay and sstonishment, by
Charles Dalrymple's ringing tunes,

* One moment, ladies and gentlemen: I have &
preface to that toast, which preface will be a brief
history of the wreek of The Leopard on her voyage
out to New York, which, for sundry well-considered
reasony, I have till now declined to make publie.
T%e Leopard was wreckod during a fog upon an ice-
berg, tothe westward of the banks of Newfoundland.
About a dozen of us, Robert Kennedy amongat the
number, managed to get firm footing upon the ice.
The fog cleared up, a brilliant night ensued, and a
large three-masted ship, with the stars and stripes
flying ot the fore, hove in sight, ab about eight leagues
to windward. We made signals of distress, and with
great difficulty fired a small cannon three times. We
were seen.  Willinm Simpeon, the first mate of the
ghip, whom-~thanks to God’s retributive providence
~—1 met with at New Orleans, urged the supercargo,
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who was virtually in command of the ship, to run
for the iceberg and take off the unfortunates, who
would else perish miserably in a few houra. The
supercargo refused to do so, end bribed the mate
to acquiescent silence with forty sovereigns. The
American ship passed on, leaving us to our fate.
That fate—to Bobert Kennedy and elght others—iwas
death —a lingering, cruel death. "Well, ladies and
gentlemen, that ship was The Queen of the South—
that supercargo, Arthur Kennedy! Do you question
the terrible truth of what I solemnly assert? If you
do, look at him—look at Arthur Kennedy, and then
say if & doubt can remain upon your minds that there
ptands, trembles, writhes, before yon, the atrocious
villain who, having slain the brother, contemplates
the unutterable crime of making the sigter of the
murdered man his wifel”
. . " »

About two months afterwards Arthur Kennedy
obtained a commission in the East India Company’s
gervice, and forthwith embarked for Madras, I do
not think he has pince visited England. I have
beard, but cannot vouch for ita truth, that he formed
a conmection with & Begum, or some such personage,
of India. Mr.Xennedy and his daughter went abroad,
and did not return till Rosamond had reached the age
of full womanhood. Bhe married happily— not with
Charles Dalrymple.



Belelutions of 1 Catholic Prisst,

No. 4—WHAT 1 SAW AND HEARD
IN JERSEY.

St. Hxrier’s, the capital of pieturesque Jersey, may
now, as I have read, and been otherwise informed,
boast of a hendsome Catholic church. Forty years
ago I can aver, of my own pereonal knowledge, that
a mesaner, dingier place of worship than the so-called
Catholic chapel there eould scarcely hzve been found in
the Britieh Islands, which is aaying a good deal, It wae
nothing but a dingy room on the basement-floor of &
dingy, tumble-down house in a narrow, dirty street.
The worshippers were, for the most part, the families
of Irishmen employed in the coarser labour of build-
ing Fort Begent, one of the costly follies of that
Georgian ern, which has lefs such deep tracés in the
dividend books of British Consols. There were not a
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few discharged Irish soldiers who, having Leard of the
low cost of living in the metropolis of the Channel Islands
—especially of the fabulous cheapness of spirits and
tobacco—had strayod thither to secure as much of
the * comforts” of life as the absence of dulies upon
articles of consumption might place within reach of
their petty pensions. The congregation, including a
few French, amounted o about one hundred and fifty
souls. I do not think there was one native of either
sex amongst them. The Channel Islands were very
thoroughly reformed at an early period of the great
change; and having no literature worthy of the name,
end being, moreover, with many good sound qualities,
one of the most literal, unimaginative communities it is
poseible to conceive, the dim, religious light of adcient
days, never wholly stamped out in England, bad, for
them, been utterly quenched in the blank wastes of
urremembered time. Thia I mention, as, in my belief,
n dry, indisputable fact, not as suggesting a religious
regret, or a sacerdotal sneer. I must add, that 1 was
in the island but a short time, and that my acquaint-
ance with the netive cormmunity was a very limited
one. Ik may be, therefore, that my estimate of them
is, to 8 certain extent, an erroceous one; and I am
quite sure that the incidental notices which this ndr-
rative involves of the peculiar customs of the place—
especially of ita judicial policy and practice—will not
be free from error, though, as to the main fets, I
cannot be mistaken,
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Amongst the non-Irish part of the congregation
worshipping in Hue Street, were three persons, two
men and one woman, who, from what was surmised
and known of their antecedents, and their actual mode
of life, puzzled and inferested me.

One of the men was o Welsh, the other a Tancs
shire, man. The Welshman, and very much the
oldest, whose name, sy, was John Morgan, sold drugs
and simples, in the preparation of which be was re-
puted to be shkilful. lMe was in fair circumstances,
and in money matters had a character for just, if
close, dealing, Ile had travelled mueh and far. His
religion was, I suspected—for he would never speak
with me upon the subject —a mere pretext for ac-
companying his wife, of whom he was said to be
rabidly jealous, to chapel. He was a dry, withered
o0ld man, with & sour, weszened face, though in frame
still well enough set-up, showing that he had served
in the srmy ; a fact which the pension he received from
the British Government placed indeed beyond doubt.

The set-up of the other man—we may eall him
Richard Hall—and other unmistakable scldier-signs,
showed that he, too, had shouldered Brown Bess
in active service. But he had no pension. His
years may have numbered forty. He bore them
well, and wes atill o very handsome man; swarthy
less from mnatural eomplexion than from long ex-
posure in hot climates. The moral aspect of Hall
in his ordinary and exceptional moods, was a study
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and not o satisfactory one. His bold, brown cyes
shone, when in repose, with the clear light of a
calm, unquailing courage; =nd yet, at times, when
some memory shook him, as I feared, or, aa others
noticed more frequently than I, when Morgnn’s wife
—of whom presently—shot at him one of her keen,
southern, arrowy glances,—cxpressive of what, it was
impossible 1o guess, —how instantly did that ealm,
clear light leap up into a glare of terror, which,
vanishing, left a troubled, despairing expreseion, not
unlike that of » fearful, betrayed girl! He was
married to an ailing woman, and kad one child,—s
pretty boy of about four years of age, upon whom he
passionately doted. The wife seldom left home. I
saw her once only during life. A mcek, fuding,
melancholy gentlewoman, not long, it was evident, for
thia world. The family’s income, a very meagre one
I understood, would die with her. She and her
husband, whose manner towards her was kind and
tender,—bkumbly kind and tender,— were not only
thus low, but both had, I was sure, fallen from a
height. Hall’s religion, I may add, was patently a
mere pretence, like Morgan’s, and like him assumed
with some inexplicable reference to the druggist’s
wife. They lived at a small cottage in the Vailée des
Vaux (Valley of Valleys), a charming locality, about,
if T remember rightly, two miles distant from St.
Helier’a.

Morgan’s wife was & Maltese ; her age twenty-four
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or five. He had married her abroad,—ecaught by her
personal attractions, which were of a showy kind
enough. A tall, dark, Jorge-framed woman, instinct
with wild wilfulness and paseion, which flashed and
glared from two of the fiercest eyen I have ever seen.
Theirs could not but be an accursed home, where hate
and scorn, dotage and decay, kept house together!
Madam Morgan, ay she was called, had been borm
and reared a Catholie, but her faith, like that of her
husband and his friend, was o mere Sunday sham.
I never saw her, save gt the public sabbath morning
service, and not once, that I remember, did I exchange
ten words with her. What might be the nature of
the hold she had obtained over Richard Hall was a
mystery to the few folk who pursed lips and shook
heads over the matter, except that there could belittie
doubt that it had been forged and riveted by fear.
It was equally certain that Morgan was not cogunizant
of the secret.

He and Hell were, indeed, very good friends, and
an occasion arose which enabled the druggist to do
the latter a service, whilst rendering himself a greater
ome.

There arrived one day, by the mail-packet from
‘Weymouth, a wealthy English gentleman, whose age
might be somewhat on the shady side of thirty, accom-
panied by a young mother and #heir child, a boy about
the age of Hall’a, I never saw either of them, but the
story ran that the gemileman had, about five years
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previously, formed an attachment to, or, more cor-
rectly, imbibed a passion for, a girl whose sole dowry
was that fatal one of beauty. Ineed not further ocut-
line the old, old story. The gentleman was now about
to espouse an eligible porty, and it was cssential that
the improper lisison ehould be severed at once. Now,
Mr. B—— was very far from being an ungenerons
man, in & pecuniary sense; so, after the inevitable
necessities had been explained and enforced, it was
agreed that the mother and child should take up their
amply-provided-for abode in one of the Channel
Islands — Jersey being the finally-ndopted choiee.
Arrived there, Mr. B set about purchasing a
suitable domicile for the spirit-broken girl-woman,
Delay, arising from the econfounding complications of
Jersey house and land tenure, which, not in the least
comprehending myself, I could hardly hope to make
intelligible or interesting to the reader, kept Tlr.
B a much longer time than he had calenlated
upon in the island. IIe was thereby saved a large
sum of money. Some dissase, finding, perhaps, its
complementary virus in the soul-sickness which had
seized upon Miss 8 (writing ker name at length
will not afford much betraying light—it was Smith),
carried her off in a few days. The boy, too, sickened,
and Mr. B becoming alarmed for the child, and
feeling but slight confidence in the skill of the medical
gentlemen who had vainly prescribed for the mother,
took counsel of & Jersey nurse, who assured him that
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one Morgan, of Hue Street, was cognizant of herbal
remedies, which would act upon his little boy like a
charm., Morgan was, consequently, applied to—his
mediesments had the hoped-for effect, and Mr, B—
was pleased, grateful.

This state of things suggested grave considerations
to the father’s mind. The mother being happily dis-
posed of—does any one suppose he did not think she
was happily disposed of ? At all events, I do, if he
did not.—The mother, I repeat, being happily dis-
posed of in the graveyard of the old chureh, the press-
ing guestion was, how fo disembarrass himself—in a
parental, gentlemanly way, of course—of the child. To
take back the boy to England was undesirable, inex-
pedient. Why need he do so P He would speak to
that good, clever Morgan, offer him a hundred pounds
per sunum to provide the child with & good, com-
fortable home in Jersey, under Mr. Morgan’s own
immediate supervision, till Henry reached ten years
of age, when another, and much more liberal arrange-
ment would be entered into.

Mr. B—— did speak to Mr. Morgan, who jumped st
the offer. The wealthy English magnate was so much
pleased with this sntisfactory termination of a trouble-
some business, that he handed over a cheque for three
yesrs in advanee (three hundred pounds). “ And if,”
he added, as he left the dtuggist’s den in Hue Street,
“if there should be a fatal relapse of the disorder, or
if poor litile Henry, who, I cannot conceal from my-
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eelf, is & very delicate child, should pass away from
any other disease, I shall not trouble you for any
balance that may be due to me,—with the under-
standing, of course, that, after strict inguivy, I am
satigfied that the boy has besn shilfully and kindly
treated.”

This conversation wae overheard by Madam Mor-
gan and Jean Quillemot, an assistant, and superior
sort of drug deliverer, employ‘ed by Morgan. ¥ am
bound to aay that it was subsequently proved, beyond
all doubt, that Mr, B ,in saying that he would
not claim the balance of the 300l, in the event,
by implication, of the child’s early deceass, did not
intend fo convey a sinister suggestion. The words I
have itelicized, and which, in substance, it wae proved
he uttered, seem alone to be sufficient proof of that.
The truth was, that three hundred pounds, in Mr.
B——='s estimation was a trifle scarcely requiring a
gecond thought.

The result was, that Morgan applied to Hall,
pointed out that the illegitimate waif left to his care
would be & mice companion for his own little Henry
—(both children had the same baptismal name);
that the friendship which would grow up between
the two might prove, in the future, of great advantage
to little Hall. Finally, that the fifty pounds per
annum~—one half-year in immediate advance — which
he was authorized to pay for the maintenance of the
rich man’s son, would ensble him, Richard Hall, to
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supply his wife with the nourishing delicacies she so
much required. Hall joyfully acquiesced, and the bar-
gain was sealed by the payment over to him of twenty-
five sovereigns for the first half-year's board and
lodging.

The nourishing delicacies which the money enabled
Hall to procure his wife did not save her. (Her
maiden nams wng Emily Brown. It was some years
afterwards pointed out to me in a paragraph of an
old provineial newspaper, a3 that of the belle of a
county ball} Some one casually mentioned to me
that she was dying, and I called, I think the next
dey, at the cottage in La Vzliée des Vaux.

I asked for Mre. Hall. * You are too late,” said
the husband, bitterly ; “ghe is dead.”

1 waa not sent for. Nor did I know that yonr
wifo was a Catholic.”

“ My wife wns not a Catholic in the usual mesning of
the term. S4ill ¥ should have been glad—but the final
warning was so very sudden—that words of blessed, if
illusive, promise, such as, I am the Resurrection and
the Life, had fallen upon her dying ear. But that
is of little real consequence. Will you see her, sir P

The face of the corpse strongly affected me, custom-
bardened as 1 was to ench sights. Not painfully—
the very reverse ; the deep-graven lines which sorrow
of no ordinary kind had traced upon the prematurely-
sged features, the effacing hand of death had already
smoothed out, restoring to them some touches of the
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youth-sweetness that had been so sadly marred and
clouded. T mever, 1 think, before or since, saw the
rapture of repose, which often resta for a while upon
the countenance of the recently dead, so beautifully
reglized. '

“ A joyful relesse, poor girl1” said » husky, broken
voice beside me. It was Richard Ifall's, whose face
wae much whiter than his dead wife's.

“1 said a joyful release,” he repeated. “ Yes—yes,
she must be in heaven if there is one, and angels go
there. I killed her, and with her last breath she
blessed me. I want no sermoniziog, reverend sir,—not
now, at leagt, Look there !—Ilook there ! * ko added,
pointing to the dead face,—* who could preach like
that? Goaway; I would, T must, be alone.”

Three or four Sundays passed, and ncither the
Morgans nor Hall made their oppearance at the
chapel. I incidentally heard that Jean Guillemot
had reported that Madam Morgan’s behaviour to her
husband was greatly changed for the better. Of
Richard Hall I heard nothing; till having ore after-
noon taken a more than usually long, roundabout walk,
1 found myself benighted whilst still at a considerable
distance from home. There was a faint star-light, and
the air was stilland warm, so that—except that I was
hungry and tired—the inconvenience was but a slight
one. Walking wearily on, I soon found myself in
the Vallée des Vaux. I thought it would be taking
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no very great liberty to call and refresh myself
at Richard Hall's. Accordingly, I struck off for the
cottage, which on two sides was completely hidden by
trees, between which leafy screens and the cottage
there was a atrip of rich meadow land.

I was sbout to furn the intervening copse, and get
to the open, when the sound of voices, ono of them
Richard Hall's, struck my ear and arrested my steps.
The tone—#kie fone—was humble, deprecatory, but
I did not eatch the words. He was replied to in a
woman's voice,—high, fierce, menacing, but, though
not more than twenty yarde off, I could not com-
prehend a word. I quickly discovered the reason
why. They were talking in the Maltess patois, and
the colloguists were Richard Hall and Madam
Morgan. Hall cowered before the woman's storm of
words, which it was easy to discern were full of fiery
menace, like 2 beaten hound.

I did not choose to play the spy upon them, and,
during a momentary pause in the wordy fray, I
ehouted out a request to be informed if I was on the
direct road to 8t. Helier's. A dead silence instently
ensued, but & minute’s reflection having, of course,
satigfied them that I could not have understood one
word of their dialogue, Hall replied, “ Yes, straight
on, sir.”” Btraight on I went, and in about half an
bour reached my temporary domicile.

Two days sfterwards Richard Hall sailed for Eng-
L2
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land, alone, leaving Mr. B ’s child and his own in
charge of a Madam Lie Tublin, a respectable Jersey
woman, Ile intended to be absent a fortnight only.
When that time had about expired, a letter reached
Jersey, precisely how addressed T do not know, but
which was obtained at the Post Office, where it was
to be left till called for by Madam Morgan. The
letter (I am now about to pursue the narrative in
direct sequence, as afterwarde set forth in judicial
evidence)—the letter, then, was very unsatisfactory
to her in one essential respect, announcing, as it did,
‘that he should be able to bring back very little
money. His son would, however, be handsomely
provided for by his deceased wife’s relatives,

It may be as well here to state that Madam
Morgan, who loathed her husband, had formed a
violent but quite’ unreturncd attachment to Hall;
and, his wife being dead, had finally compelled him--
himself and the future of his son being hopelessly
in her power—io return with as much money as he
could procure and elope with her to the Mauritius,
where she bhad well-to-do counections. The security
that he would return and fulfil the criminal contract
being that his son should not leave tho island till
they were off and far away. The wretched woman
had reckened upon his obtaining eeversl hunderd
pounds : that hope frostrated, the vicious, wilful devil
eagerly debated with herself a8 to how the disappoint-
ment might be remedied,
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Including Mr. B——'s money, there was, she
knew, nearly four hundred pounds sterling in her
husband’s actual possession. But how fo obtain it?
He was never long absent from the house, and,
whether or not from some latent suspicion that had
been awakened in his mind, invariably of late, upon
his return, examined the hoard. Let us not dwell
upon the dark thoughts, which, by her own after-
confesgion, hrooded over the mind of & woman whose
seared conscience scems to have been accessible to
no touch of pity or remorse, end whom an illicit,
ungovernable passion, combined with scornful hate of
her husband, maddened, blinded !

The irretrievable step to which Hell, inflaming her
passions with all its fires, pushed her, wag not taken
when o seemingly less perilous course was opened to
her.

Mr. B—'s son was attacked by a disorder pre-
valeht amongst children. The illness was made light
of by Morgan, but a physician, consulted by Mrs.
Le Tublin, Leld a different epinion, prescribed for
the child, and Mrs. Le Tublin had the medicine made
up by Morgan. On the third day, or rather evening,
Mrs. Le Tublin’s nieco called for another bottle of
the same mixture. The girl added that her aunt
taid Henry was much better, upon Learing which,
Morgan, unconscious of evil intention, said, with
mock woriousness—though Mary Le Tublin after-
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wards deposed—with sudden, savage rage,~—that that
news took between two and three hundred pounds
out of his pocket.

Morgan made up the medicine with his own hands,
and gave it to the girl. The assistant was out, but
Madam Morgan was in the shop, and witnessed,
heard all that passed, Not long afterwards Morgan
was sent for to some distance, and left the place.

Now then, madam, the Fiend whispers you to
quickly execute the thought which is flashing throngh
your brain. She ¢# quick j—grasps a phial of pre-
cisely the size and make of that in which the medi-
cine had been put, and pours inte it a deadly poison
of the same colour, or nearly so; filla the phial up,
and abstracts one table-spoonful. She then labels
the phial precisely aa that was labelled which her
husband gave to Mary Le Tublin, and burries off
towards La Vallée des Vaux,

It is very dark, but the woman knows the house
well, and, creeping stealthily in by & scarcely-ever-
locked back door, remains perdis till the medicine has
been given to the suffering child. Mary Le Tublin
has left, and Mrs. Le ‘Tublin is quietly taking supper
in & lower room,

Only one thing she believes can baffle ber. Mrs.
Le Tublin may not, perhaps, have left the medicine
bottle in the sick room. That, however, was not
likely, and proved not to be the case. Luckily, too
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there was no candle in the chember. Groping
silently, for the child might, not be asleep, though
the draught sent wus a powerfully-comporing one,
Madam Morgan finds, seizes the phial, exchanges it
for that which she has brought,~-regains the high
road and her own home unperceived, and, as it fell
out, before Lier husband,

Madsm Morgan's scheme was not so badly
reasoned. Upon discovery of the death of the child,
noon fo follow upon the administering by Mrs. Le
Tublin of the second dose, the doctor would be sent
for in hot haste. The cause of death would be
instantly apparent, and even supposing—which that
remark of Morgan's about the two or three hundred
pounds he shonld be out of pocket if the child
recovered made very improbable—but even supposing
that it would ultimately be adjudged that he had
only made a fatal mistake,—he would be forthwith
seized, hurried off to prison, no bail permitted, whilst
she, the wife, would take unchallenged possession of
the four hundred pounds in gold and silver locked up
in the strong box. Enough that, for herself and
Ricliard Hall, for a long time.

Al! Madam Morgsn, an unseen Nemeeis sped
with you step by step upon that fearful errand.
Henry, Mr. B—'s son, had so quickly recovered
that, by the phyaician’s order, he was remnoved to an
adjacent house, Henry, Richard Hall's son, having
meanwhile sickened of the disorder. It was this
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child, the ounly feiter with which you have bound
Richard Hall that he cannot break,—at whose bed-
side you bave placed the poison. You are, however,
a murderess in purpose only. The child was dying
when you were there, and did not live to take the
second dose.

John Morgan and Madam Morgan were iz bed.
Morgan slumbered profoundly ; the woman had not
closed her eyes during the might, Not that she
repented of her crime, or was shaken by fear of the
dread retribution which in another world might
ewait her. She had no such stuff in her thoughts.
But upon reviewing the circumstances she did not
feel so confident of escaping earthly punishment.
In the first place, she could not be sure that
no one had seen her enter or leave the cottags at
La Vallée. This was a terrible fear. Again, the
poison which she substituted for the medicine wae
kept in a perticular place: ler husband would be
quite certnin that he could not have misteken the jar
which contained it, for that from which he had taken
the chief ingredient of the physician's preseription.
It was on the other side of the shop, and he must, to
have done 8o, have gone round the counter opposite
to that behind which he stood when serving Mary
Le Tublin. The principle of the two preparations, I
may obscrve, was the same. The active ingredient
in the druggist’s mixture was Jaudanum, of a strength
eroited to a child, In that mede up by his wife the
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chief ingredient was morphine, the potent principl:a
or casence of opium, of very many times the strength
of the laudanum used by Morgan. Another con-
pideration flushed her veins with feverish apprehen-
gion. The written direction on the label, # One table-
spoonful every four hours,” bad necessarily Deeu
written by herzelf. Mer writing did not at all
resemble Morgan's, and she had taken the precaution
to rub out the words, leaving a few ink marks only,
ay if the direction had been eflaced by aceidental
friction. But wouwld mot Mrs, Tublin be positive
that the label was perfect when she left the phial on
the bed-room fable? Had the written direction been
previously effaced, how could she have known the
quantity to give the child? Madam Morgan had
not thought of that!

Again, Morgan's inconsiderate cbservation as to
the loss he should sustain i the child recovered,
looked at more closely, seemed rather a proof of
inuacence than guilt,. "Would any man in his senseq
have mode such a remark to a stranger if couscions
of & criminal purpose, at the very moment, too, he -
was handing o poisom-potion to the hearer?

Still, during the first flash of the discovery that
the child had been poisoned, Morgen, it could hardly
be doubted, would be seized and Iurried off to grol.
Criminal process in the island was, she had heard,
extremely slow, and she would have ample time to
abscond with Hall, taking the money with them.
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Should any suspicion ultimately attach to her, she
would be beyond the reach of the law. No one would
know whither they had gone, and it was a far ery to
the Mauritins. Hall would not dare refusc to depart
at once. She had him on the hip, and to prove to
him of what she was capable if defied, a hint of that
night's doings might be whispered in his ear. He,
perhaps, imagined that her love would always inter-
pose between her threats and their realization. It
would De well, therefore, that he should clearly per-
ceive the metal she was made of, and, knowing that,
defy her if Le dare.

Thus ran the troubled current of the woman’s
thoughts, when, soon after day-dawn, the scund of
numerous feet, and a confused murmur of voices,
rapidly approaching, struck her listening ear. Were
the sgents of justice already on the track P

A thundering summona at the strect-door an-
swered the question. Madam Morgan roused her
husband, who, scrambling on his clothes, ran (iu\gm
stairs, opened the door, and found himself, whilst
atill hardly awake, in the custody of the police.

The centenier was accompanied by several inferior
police officers, as well as by Mary Le Tublin, and the
prescribing physician,

#You gave this phial, yesterday, to this young
wotnan P abruptly exclaimed the centenier.

Morgan eaid he certainly did.

“You villain! it containe s deadly poison, one dose
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of which bas killed the child. Away, to gaol at once!”
Aund, before ten minutes had passed, the astounded
drug-seller found himself safely caged, ax secret, for
the present.

Criminal, like ecivil procedure in Jersey, was very
summary at the outset. The police were clothed with
certain judicial a8 well as executive powers. This
srose, almost mneceesarily, from the constitution of
the force, as it existed at the time I am writing
of. The conetable was chief of the police, and had
& meat in the * Btates,” or legislative assembly of
the island. He and the centeniera were nominsted
by the rate payers; whether the vingteniers were
80 chosen I do not know. The service was honorary,
and the individuals composing the force were, for the
most part, respectable tradesmen. The name of the
centenier who apprehended Morgan was, if I mistake
not, Mourant. He was proprietor of & printing office,
and published a newspaper in the French language.
The proliminary process was, if the centenier so
willed it, to meize the slleged culprit and lock him
up in grol, On the following Saturday the prisouner
would be brought before the court; the ecentenier's
report read by the Attorney-General, and upon his
requigition the acensed would be remanded to prison,
or bailed, as the case might be. No defence was
heard at that stage of the proceedings. A duy was
subsequently appointed for the hearing of witnesses
in presence of the court and prisoner, but not of
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the jury who would have to decide of his guilt or in-
nocence. This was usually o long, tedions business
(seldon continued from day to day!), the questions
and repliea being all reduced to writing. A day wes
next appointed for the prisoner to be arraigned before
the Enditement, which meant the police, who pat a8
a jury. The depositions were read through, then
come the pleadings ; and the verdiet, which, if adverse
to the accused by 2 simple majority, sent him or her
before La Grande Enguéle, or twenty-four prin-
cipal rate-payers, selected and summoned by the
crown officer; five of whom sufficed to acquit the
prisoner. The verdict was oddly returned: —* More
innocent than guilty!” or, “More guilty than in-
nocent! ™

The reader will now understand how it was that
Morgan wae kept in prison during a whole fortnight
without opportunity to offer the slightest defence or
explanation. I am not aware that much positive
wrong waa inflicted, as a rule, by such clumsy judicial
machinery, the corrective of a practically free press,
scting upon public opinion, usually sufficing, I was
told, to prevent or remedy any glariug abusea. In
the case of Morgan, however, it was undenieble that
the dilatory mode of procedure bore heavily upon
him, and, but for the overruling providence of God,
might have had fatal results.

I do not remember that there was any regular poet-
mortem examination of the body of the child. I$ was
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taken for granted that the boy lLad been poisoned,
and it wes besides strongly asserted that vegetable
poisons could not be traced by any known analysia.
The lamentable fact wae assumed to be beyond doubt
by myself, as well a8 everybody else, and the corpee
was buried.

Hzll's return to Jersey was delayed. His deceased
wife's relatives had relented, furnished him with a
considerable sum of money, and the position to be
made for his son was quite a spleadid one. No
wonder, therefore, that be turned with aversion and
disgust from the proposals of a wanton, who held him,
as before stated, by no other ligature than that of
fear. She was to the full as mercenary, he knew, as
ghe was fierce and wilful, and might, he hoped, be
bribed to silence,

Thus hoping and planning, Bichard Hall embarked
at Weymouth for Jersey. The report given in Mr.
Mourant's paper of the death of the child and Mor-
gan's apprehension, had not been copied into the
English papers; Madam Morgan, for many reasons
ensily understood, did not allude to the subjeet in her
letters ; so that Hall, when he stepped upon the quay
where the womnn awaited him, was in total ignorance
of what had occurred during his absence. He was,
he tuld me, much amazed that she should be there,
openly to meet him in the face of day.

Arrived at Hue Street, he learned that Morgen
was in prison, sand upen what charge. e was much
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shocked. It might have been his own child instead
of Mr. B—"s. The very thought was a heart-quake.
Hall was, however, quite sure that the criminality of
Morgen amounted to no more, at the worst, than
inexcusable carelessness,

Madam Morgan’s nervous anxiety to leave the
istand without delay soon found expression, and as
Hall urged objection after objection to the proposal,
finishing with an offer of half the money he bhad
brought with him, if she would consent to abandon
the project, and not betray the fatal secret she was
prasessed of, the fury of the woman—n woman of
voleanie temperament outraged in her woman’s
vanity--flamed to frenzy.

*I wili proclsim you, Richard Hall,” sho raged,
“to be Peter Ward, the felon, condemned to death
at Malta, and who escaped his doom on the very eve
of execution, chiefly by my help. You will be hanged,
and then what of the fine prospecta of the retaken
felon’s son? I will not keep your secret another
hour ;—by the living God, I will not!”

“You have not faithfully kept it,” rejoined Hall, with
fierce bitterness. “You destroyed my wife with it.”

* The truth destroyed her, Richard Hall, just as
the truth will destroy you, and make a pauper, a cou-
temned outcast of your son.

“You did not tell Emily, venomous serpent that
you are, ali the truth ;—that the erime for which T
was condemned to desth——"
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# For which you remain condemned to death——"

“That the crime for which I was condemned to
death involved no mora! degradation.”

“ Tt involved the gallows.”

“The blow had told, the poisoned arrow had done
its work ;—my explanation came too late. Curse you!
I'll not be paremour to the wretch that killed Zer.
Do your worst; I can die but onee.”

“How many deaths will your son die, from being
pointed at as the child of a father strengled at the
gallows for hig ecrimes and from pinching want 7 Nay,
probably enough, the gallows wili be his portion as
well ag yours. Destitution and despair are auccessful
caterers for that ancient institution.”

Hall groaned. The woman had touched the right
chord ; and his spirit quailed before hers. Still he
could not believe that she would ever really denounce
him to the authorities, and, after an interval of gloomy
silence, he replied in that sense. .

“Your bark is worse than your bite. I smile at o
threat that will never be exccuted. You could gain
nothing by betraying me. When cooler you will ac-
cept the offer I have just made; for, by the Eternal !
I will not continue to be the vassal of the accursed
woman who slew my wife.””

Hall drank freely during tho altereation (carried on
in the Maltese tongue, lest it should be overheard by
the shopman), and the liquor, of course, inflamed his
naturally hot, but unstable temper.
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The last sentence had scarcely passed his lips, when
the woman, in a transport of rage, sprang at and
collared him. The devil in her eye, coupled with
her fearful words, mastered him, and he shook like o
coward.

“My bark is worse than my bite is it, Richard
Hall ™ she scrermed. * Listen, fool! Then tell me
goagain.” And in a few rapid sentences she fold him
how Mr. B——'"s child came by its death, and by
whose agency.

He was dumb-founded, horror-stricken, and no
longer entertained any illusion as to the length the
dreadful woman would go, when her passions were
aroused. If he broke with her his own doom would
be sealed, hie boy a castaway. The thought glanced
through his benting brain, that he might, pethaps, use
the terrible avowal he had just heard as a means of
retorting upon her the menace by which she held him
at her merey. A little refiection showed the fallacy
of that notion. She would, of course, deny having
made such a confession-—a most improbable thing for
any sane person to do —and where could ho
find corroborative proof? Iis head was in the
lion’'s mouth, and he must, at all events, tempo-
rize, if mot finally sucenmb. The woman was
triumphant.

I must here explain that Mrs. Le Tublin had only
been engaged by Hall about four-and-twenty bours
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before he left the island. He did not speak French,
or the Jersey patois, and Mrs. Le Tublin knew very
little English. The two children, who in person and
features resembled each other, wera dressed alike, and
both called Henry. Henece it happened that Mrs. Le
Tublin had mistaken Henry B—— for Henry Hall
The children themsclves only spoke English, so far as
they could speak at all. This is the only explanation
I can give of the supposed fact set forth in Mr. Cen-
tenier Mourant's report, and accepted without ques-
tion, that the dead child was the son of an English
gentleman, not resident on the Island. Upon being
subsequently questioned by the Procureur-Général,
Mrs. Le Tublin said both the children had several
times spoken of *papa,” but never, in her hearing,
mentioned the sire-name of either, She could herself
scarcely comprahend how it bad happencd that she beld
it for certain that the deceased child was My, B—'s.

Return we now to Hue Street, and the persona de-
bating such fearful issues there.

Hall has yielded. A sullen calm has succeeded to
the furions hurricane of words, and an understanding
has been come to. The wind happens to be favour-
able, and a vesael will sail at the next full tide—about
eleven o'clock at might — for Plymouth, Madam
Morgan has undertaken to securs berthe for herself,
Hall, and the child. Hall himself must, therefore,
lose no time in going to La Vallde des Vaux, settle
with Mra. Le Tublin, and bring away bis son.
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Thua agreed, the pair left the house together, and
went their several ways.

It was growing dark, and T had just closed a book
I bad been reading, when an old pensioner rushed
into the chapel parlour, to say that there was a terrible
commotion over at Morgan the druggist’s,—that the
house was filled with police, and an excited mob
gathering outside. The centenier wished to see me,
as 1 knew the parties, who were very violent.

I went over; with some difficulty making my way
through the crowd, who already blocked up the narrow
street. The truth—distorted and exnggerated truth—

- had spread through the town like wild-fire, and fierce
denunciations of the woman Morgan were upon every
tongue.

Thus without. Within, the scena was terrifie, from
the demonize intensity of the passions which prompted
the mutual fury of the womsan Morgan and of Hall,
who, but for the resolute interposition of the officers,
would have torn each other to pieces. Hall was
unquestionably mad for the time; his frame and fea-
tures were convulsed as by a giant agony, and bis
curses of the woman who had destroyed his wife and
child were appalling,

The woman, forcibly restrained by two strong men,
raged, stamped, struggled, like a chained tigress;
denonnced Hall to be the condemned felon 'Ward,
and in her ulter frenzy repeated over and over again,
with jibing lsughter, triumphent yelling, how =he
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had sent the boy after its mother, and would
finish by hanging tho father and husband. The
energy of her indomitable will positively triumphed
over the difficulty of expressing herself in Jersey-
English, s0 a3 to be understood ; and though much
she said was unintelligible, the main sense and
purport of her screoming, yelling talk, was plain
enough.

One might a8 well have rebuked the winds, bidding
them be calm, as those two raving manines. The
police, who behaved with grent forbearsuce, allowed
them to rave on, and accuse each other to their
hearts® content, in the intorest of public justice. At
last their physical strength gave way; two vehicles
were procured — the mob without boing angry and
dangerous — and the woman and man were safely
lodged in prison.

The next day but one was SBaturday, when Morgan,
his wife, and Hall, were severally presented a$ the
bar of the Royal Court. The Attorney-General pro-
posed that Morgan should boadmitted to bail ; Richard
Hall remanded to prison, till an answer to the com-
muntcation respecting him that had been forwarded
to the English military authorities, had beer received.
As to the womau Morgan, he required that she be
remanded on the charge of wilful murder, These
“conelusions,” as they were called, of the erown-
officer, were grantud by the Jurats, es a matter of
eourse. Upon this oceasipn the woman was doggedly
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silent and sullen; Hall, calm—resigned. Fate with
him had done its worst.

The trial of Madam Morgan was proceeded with
vigorously, The chief withess againat her was Richard
Hall—ihat is to say, her own confession. Her connsel,
Mr. Tramaresq, who was retained by her husband,
gtrove to invalidate his testimony formsmuch as he
was admittedly a felon condemned to death by & com-
petent tribunal., The woman would not avail herrelf
of the lawyer’a subtlety; again and again asseverated
that she déd poison the child; and whilst Hall was in
court, dwelt with devilish delight upon each ineident
of the erime ; beneath the infliction of which dagger-
strokes the unfortunate man writhed with torture.

To & question from the bailiff, or president of the
court, o8 to the erime for which he had been adjudged
to die, Hall answered, that, in the Yaland of DMalta,
he, under circumstances which in his own opinion
morally justified him, stabbed his superior officer, the
Captain of bis Company. Hehad been condemned to
be shot—not hanged.

“To be hanged, you linr!” screamed tho woman.
#To be hanged—hanged—hanged ! as I shall be.”

#To be shot, gentlemen,” calmly repeated Hall.
“And if,” he added, * the British anthorilies would
order the sentence to be executed liere, I should Le
deeply thankful. TFor me, in this world, there is
neither hope nor fenr, and I shall weleome the bour
which shuts it from my sight for ever.”
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I was present at the pleadings before the En.
dilement, or Police Jury, and was particularly struck
by a point, very ably put by Mr. Dumaresq, which had
not occurred to me before. The confession, should be
tuken, be argued, as a whole,—~not one part admitted,
and another rejected. Now the prisoner had declared
that she cxchanged the phials, and this was borne
out by Mrs. Le Tublin's evidence, affer the only
dose taken by the child had been administered. How
on earth, then, could the boy have been poisoned by
morphine, which was never given him ? *

“Ho! ho!” screamed the prisoner. “You are
curious upon that point, are you ? Understand, then,
that I myself opened the slecping child’s lips, and
poured encugh down its throat to kill a horse.”

The truth was, that the womsan had become inszne,
and was posscssed with a fiendish desira to prove to
Hall that she had killed hiz child. By mistake, it
way true—still for kir sake. That sho knew wos
tortare, hell-fire!

The Enditement proncunced her more guilty than
innocent. In due time she was arraigned before La
Grande Enquéte, and aa only four of the jurora dis-
sented from the verdict of more guilty than innocent,
she was convicted of wilful murder.

It was evening when the verdict was pronounced,
for the pleadinga bad consumed much time. The
crowded conrt was dimly lit up, and the ceremony of
pronouncing sentence of death seemed to me pecu-
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lisrly impressive. The jurats (magistrates), ten, I
think, in number, stood up in their scarlet robes, and
put on their hats, The prisoner was then commsanded
to kneel down. Sho refused to do so—burst into a
passion of rage, tragic in its terror, bravely as she had
previously borne herself. Bhe was literally foreed
down upon her knees, and in that position the
wretched creature hurled at the greatly-affected
bailiff, & torrent of wild invective, of piteous wailing,
of mad defignee, and sobbing prayers for merey.

The sentence was pronounced. The prisoner was
to be hanged that day fortnight, emyf la grace du
Prince (saving the king's merey).

Many persons, myself amongst them, were not
eatisfied with the verdiet. One gentleman, a surgeon,
not long established in 8t. Heliers, who had followed
the evidence with great attention, firmly believed that,
however criminal the woman’s intention might have
been, the child had really died a natural death, Lord
Bidmouth wasz Home Hecretary at the time, and s
petition, setting forth oll the circumstances, was
carefully drawn up, and forthwith despatched to his
lordship. The answer came by the next mail. A
reprieve was granted, and the Atiorney-Gencral was
ordered to have the body of the child exhumed, in
order thet it should be conclusively nscertained if
death had or had not been cansed by poison.

The resuit was the declaration upon oath, by three
acientific zentlemen, that the child had died a natural
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death! Medasm Morgan’s sentence was, after some
delay, commuted to two years’ imprisonment ; an in-
formal proceeding, it seemed to me, but substantially
just, perhaps, all cirecumstances considered,

I happened to meet with her, about seven years
afterwards, at a populous town in Lancashire, She
was then n widow in indigent circumstances. The
discipline of penal chastizement had tamed, and a
higher influence had softened her fierce, obdurate
nature. This life, with its hopes, its fears, its sorrows,
had ceased to interest her, except as affording time
for cleansing her sout of ite foul stains, I believe she
was victorioua in that supreme struggle.

After several wecks’ delay, Hall—otherwise Ward
—was sent to Portsmouth, where he embarked in
the Nepfune troop-ship, for Malta, there to underge
his sentence. I had conversed with him eeveral
times without much edification to myself or him, He
did not hold ghostly counsel in great esteem.-—(By
the way, what a finely-expressiva word is Szxon
# ghostly,” compared with Franco-Latin “spiritual.”)
—A few days, however, before e was taken from the
Jersey gaol, he sent a pressing message, requesting
me to visit him without delay. I did so, and he
placed in my hand a long, closely-written paper.
“The story of my life,” he said. “Be pleased io
maks such use of it as your own sense of justice and
generosity may dictate.”
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I gnd the sympathizing surgeon read it carefully
through, transcribed, without loss of time, the portion
of the narrative which bore upon the proceedings
before the eourt-martial at Malta, and forwnrded the
same to Lord Sidmouth.

An official reply from the Horse Guarda reached
me about a fortnight afterwards. The troop-ship
Neptune, with the prisoner on board, had, I was
informed, sdiled for Malta. As, however, the state-
ment I had forwarded would, if substantiated, ma-
terially palliate the offence of which the prisoner had
been found guilty, his royal highness, the commander-
in-chief, had despatched an order by o mail-packet
to suepend the execution of the sentence, till & full
inquiry into all the circumstances had besn made
and reported to his royal highness. As tho Neptune
troop-ship would call at Gibraltar on her way out,
to disembark troops and stores, it was probable that
the mail-packet would reach Malta in time to give
effect to the respite accorded by the commander-in.
chief. The official note concluded with the uncoms
fortable remark, that if I had sent the statement
direct to the Horso Guards, instead of to the Home
Office, which had no jurisdiction in the case, the order
for & re-investigation of the matter would have gone
out with the prisoner!

The writing confided to me by Hall I found to be
& wordy, pretentious narrative of the chief events
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in his life. The accents of a real experience have
always, howover, a certain charm, stilted and inflated
as the tone may be, and I, therefore, place the paper,
with many omissions, before the reader:—

¢ From my Prisonin the Dland of Jersey, 18—,

“During my confinement here, I have meditated
my past life with a calmness unattainable when I was
whelmed, and madly struggling in the turbid depths,
the whirling currents of 2 world from which I shall
soou finally escape. The gloom and silence of & dun-
geon clear the mental vision, and I sve in a truer light
many things which before I contemplated through the
distorting mists of an irritable selfishness.

“Why, it may be asked by others, as it haa been
by me of myself-—why should I take the trouble to
record the vicissitudes of an existence that fow will
read—in which still fewer will take interest? An
obscure conscript, early struck down in the battle
of life, should eilently resign himself to dust and
oblivion. 'Why, when dying, make a sign, if none
will heed it ?

“True: yet the instinct of a spiritual humanity
rebels against such abnemation, I cannot realize my
own anoihilation. I do not understand how any
gentient being can. Assuredly, the élite of mankind—
poets, warriors, statesmen, who write, fight, legislate
for posthumone fame—do not, or the prize for which



182 REVELATIONS OF A CATHOLIC PRIEST.

they contend would be, confessedly to themselves, an
absurd phantom.

“T cannot bear to think that the elightest shadow
of blame ghould, in the minds of her relatives, dwell
upor the memory of my wife. I argue with my-
self, that she, that my boy, are now, that I myself
soon shall be, a8 we were a hundred years ago—
nothing! My intellect assents, yet shrinks, from
acting upon that all-dreadful proposition. The Rev.
Mr. Maurice says, if I understand him rightly, that
Satan is the inearnation of intellect, devoid of faith
and love; and that faith and love are the only sure
guides to truth, May be so—and yet—

“T am still, as ever, dallying with time and oppor-
tunity, and if I continue to do so, that which my hand
has found to do will remain undone. The order to
deliver me up to the military authorities may arrive
at sny hour. The bullets of the firing party will, at
sll events, still my tongue and pen.

“The last sentence, I must pause to remark, has
excited a fesling which flushes my face as with shame,
¥et it is ane which is never, perhaps, wholly extin-
guished in the human breast. I mean the love of life
for ite own sake—only a prolonged agony 2s that life
may be. I am no coward, as I have often proved;
and the executioners will not, I dare answer for it,
detect the slightest tremor in my look or bearing.
8till, I cannot disgnise from myself, if I would, that
one motive which has .eet my pen in motion is the
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hope—a faint one—that a clear statement of all the
circumstances preceding the act which, according to
the stern code of martial law, justified the sentence
to die passed upon me, may, if brought to the know-
ledge of the authoritics, lead to a reversal of that
doom. Let me add, that I no longer feel the loath-
ing of life, and all that it inherits, which fonnd utter-
ance in the court-house. The blessed discovery since
made that my boy was withdrawn from earth by the
hand of God (T will believe that Henry and Emily
are in heaven)-—the blessed discovery T say, that my
Loy was withdrawn from earth by the hand of God,
not stung to death by a serpent, whose venomous
nature I had excited to fell activity, has rendered
existence endursble, nay, a thing to be fought for,
though not with very passionate earnestness,

“No matter in what city, town, or village 1 was
born; enough to say that I am a native of Lanes.
shire. My father was a gentleman, in the conven-
tional meaning of the word; that is, he toiled not,
neither did he spin; and wes msjor in a yeomanry
eavairy corps. My mother was sole daughter and
heiress of an old, deeayed, but still, in & modified
sense, wealthy Catholio family. Her dowry was twenty
thonsand pounds in cash, and seven hundred pounds
per aunum, terminating with ber life, Major T—
was poor: he bad nothing, much less than nothing,
having been, when he married, steeped to the lips in
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debt, On the other hand, he was one of the hand-
somest, most fascinating mon I have ever scen. My
mother was #o¢ hundsome, That is to say, any one
would have so judged who eould not appreciate the
sweet, tender loveliness which irradiated her plain
features, and imparted grace, ay, and dignity, to a
fizure not symmetrical. Then my father was a scofi-
ing seeptic; my mother pious to a child-like degree.
There was no limit to ker faith. Pious beliefs, as
they are termed—such as placing credence in impos.
sible relies, holy conts of Treves, and so on, which, if
I understand the matter right, are no more articles
of faith in the Catholic than in the Protestant Church,
were accepted by her in as meek a spirit of unques-
tioning submission as the verities enunciated on the
Mount.

% Need I add, that the household of the handsome,
scoffing sceptic, and the childishly-credulous believer,
wag necessarily a most unhappy one ? Thero was ever
a grim, ghastly, yet undefinable shadow in our house.
That ehadow will reach from my cradle to my grave.

“ The ill-matched pair were reproduced, with varia-
tions, in their two children, my sister and myself.
Jane had her mother’s unquestioning faith, with
something of her father's defiant fierceness. 1 in-
herited all his disbelief in Ctod and man; dashed and
wesekened by Aer reliaiit yieldingness.

“ Jane woa our mother’s loving, duteops child ; I,
her unruly, disobedient son; encouraged to be so by
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my father, who, from the earlicst time of which my
memory takes cognizance, took a devilish delight in
cultivating, foreing the cvil elements of my nature.—
{Stonding a8 I do upon the extremest verge of &
precipice to which ke led me, whence I must, un-
timely, leap fhe life or death to come, I will not mince
wmy words.)—Yet, Ithink—nay,T am sure—my mother
loved mo with o more anxious love than she did Jane;
and I, rude, undutiful boy that I was, worshipped her
in my heart of hearta, A time came when it wasmy
high privilege to give proof that I was ker own true,
ferrless son. 'The Reverend Mr, Maurice will, I am
sure, excuse the seeming egotism. It is only fair
that the few slightly-good deeds I have done should
bave mention in this, my last dying speech and con-
fession,

* The St.-Leger race had come off, and my father
was a heavy loser. How he was to face settling-day
I could not imagine. But he had z plan for extricat-
ing himself, About a month previously, a bequest,
approaching fo three thousand pounds, had been
handed over to my mother. This sum, though be-
queathed absolutely to her, was intended, as she
well knew, to be Jane’s marriage portion. Major
T—~— hed long since squandered the twenty thou.
sand pounds he received with his wife, was more
bopelessly than ever in debtyand, except-for my
mother's annuity, we were paupers. The three
thousaud pounds, or nearly that amount, handed over
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by the executors, my mother deposited in an iron
chest which stood in a smsll room adjoining, and
separating her bedehamber and mine, Iler intention
waa to invest the money in a mortgage upon land,—
s security recommended to her by Mr. Carden, the
rolicitor to her family; and she only awaited the
completion of the papers to conclude the transec-
tion.

“ All this was of course known to her husband,
and on the day after our return from the races, a
scandalous scene ensued. From that morning dates
the misfortunes of my life, Major T—— —he would
always call himself Major T——, and insist upon
others doing so—Major T—— asked my mother to
lend him at least half the legacy. To lend him fifteen
hundred pounds was simply to defeat the intention of
the devisor, a maternal aunt, and rob Jane of that
amount, His request was refused ; and finding en-
treaty, expostulation useless— for where a clear
principle was involved my meek mother could be firm,
even with him—he had recourse to threats, bruial
threats. Finally, in the whirlwind of his rage,—I
blush to write the words,—he uplifted his arm to
strike her. I bad entered the room unheard, vm-
perceived by him ; but my mother was aware of my
presence, and had glanced sppealingly, more than
once, to her aon for protection. My blood was on
fire, and, ere his arm could descend, 1had canght him
by the collar, and swung him round with a foree
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which threw him in a heap to a farther corner of the
apartment. I wes about three-and-twenty then, and
poszesged of great muscular power. 1 hed, it seems
to me, only performed a duty in defending my mother
from brutal violence ; and yet, 8o sacred is the rela.
tion of a father to his son, that I felt the next moment
s if T had committed a sacrilegions crime. "Will not
the render find some excuse for the faults, follies,
sins of my life, in the lamentgble fact that I grew to
manhood in & home where such an act was not only
possible, but, as I shall always think, praiseworthy ¢

“ From that time my father hated me with a deadly,
upappeasable hatred. It must be remembered that
he was haughty as Lucifer.

“ Nevertheless, ho so far controlled himself as to
assume 8 tone and demeanour of reconcilement during
the pext two days. On the third, he sent me, as even-
ing was falling, to a place about sixteen miles off, with
a note, addressed to Mr. Bradshaw, a lawyer. ¢If
Bradshaw is not at home, or if it should be late be.
fore you can Bee him, you must eleep there io-night,’
#aid my father. I replied that I would do so, and
rode off at speed.

“The spraining of an ancle had detained Mr. Brad-
shaw at home. But for that he would certainly bave
been away, and could not have returned till very late
at night, probably not till the next morning. *Your
father knew that perfectly well,’ added Mr. Bradshaw.
¢It was his busineas exclusively upon which I should
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be now engaged twenty miles hence, but for the acei.
dent to my foot. Ah!’ continued the lawyer, who
bad broken the seal of the note whilst speaking, 1
am heartily glad of this unlooked-for news. Your
fatber has, he writes me, succeeded in effecting a loan
which will enable him to make things right at Don-
caster. That is very fortunate, for otherwise Major
T——, ae far pe the betting world is concerned, and
betting, between you and I, is his bread of life, must
have gone off into space.’

“ Mr. Bradshaw added, that I might tell my father
his business should not suffer by the untoward accident
which had befallen himeeif; concleding with an invi-
tation to stay supper. I was nothing loath to do so,
and it wan nearly eleven o'clock when I found myself
again in the saddle on my road home. It was late,
truly ; but what of that ? The night was fine, though
rather dark, and the mare I bestrode knew every inch
of the way as well as T did myself.

“Tt was more than half-past twelve when I rode
into the paddock at the back of our residence. There
was 1o light in any of the rooms, the family and
servauts having, as usual, retired to rest at least an
hour before. This was of mo coneequence. I kmew
where to find the key of the stable, and having
attended to the mare, I myself entered the houso
at a side-door by meane of e latch-key, crept woftly
up-stairs, lest I should disturb my mother and Jane,
whose nerves had been sadly jarred by my falhor's
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violent language and threats with reference to the
legacy.

“The house was perfectly still, and I got into bed
without, in the slightest degree, disturbing its quiet.
1 was =soon asleep, thanks to my thirty-two miles’ ride,
and Mr. Bradeshaw's freely-partaken-of hospitality.

“ What awoke me I cannot say ; but broad awake 1
found myself whilst it was yet deep night, This was
a very rare occurrence with me; and, turning over, I
was again addressing myself to sleep, when the sound
of sofily-fulling, yet heavy footsteps, in the adjoining
room, wherein stood the iron safe befors spoken of,
caught my ear. 'Was I dreaming? Certainly not.
There was unquestionably some one moving about
in that room. Presently I heard a key turn, and
the sbarp snap of a lock. Borglars must have forced
admittance into the house, and were piilaging the iron
eafe. There could be uo doubt about it; and I slid,
as it were, softly out of bed. I bad no wespon at
hand, but fear, under such circumstances, was =
stranger to me. 8till, it would be well to provide
myself with something that would strike harder than
my naked fists, and it occurred to me that & soda-
water bottle was not s weapon to be despised in such
au emergency. Arming myself with one, I stealthily
opened my chamber-door, peered into the contiguous
room, and, by the faint starlight, saw & men rifling
the iron chest. I sprang forward with a bound nnd
shout, striking at Lis head. I missed my aim in the
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flurry, and immediately found mysclf at death-grips
with the burglar—1 shouting *thicves!” ‘murder?’
the while, with the whole power of my lungs. The
fellow was clothed i & smock-frock, and his face was
covered by a crape mask, The struggle was a despe-
rate one, for the burglar made almost superhuman
efforts to throw me off, and eseape. The honsehold
were soon afool—a groom and stable-helper rushed
in to my assistance, and the game was clearly up
with the robber. My mother and sister, who slept
together, I should state, had been awakened before I
was, and lay cowering in speechless terror.

“ The instant the groom and helper burried 1n with
lights, the robher with a fierce cry leapt towarda me,
ond said something which I was too excited to cateh
or comprehend. The movement was misunderstood
by the groom, who at onco closed with the supposed
burglar, tore the crape mask off, and rovealed the
features of—my father!

“My mother did not long survive that fearfnl
nisht. The annuity died with her. Mr. Carden
took possession of the three thousand pounds, in
trust for Jane, and my father and I were beggars.

“There was one supremo hope still left to me.
I bad gnined the affections of one of the purest,
gentlest beings that ever graced and blessed the
earth. Her father, the rector, liked me,—believed, a8
did his danghter, that nothing worse than venial,
youthful follies could be laid to my charge, so cun-
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ningly had I sealed their eyes up, closs as oak; and
when the blow fell which shattered our roof-tree, the
good man assurcd me, with touching ezrnostness; that
the sad change, no blamoe being attachable to me,
should not invalidate my engagement with Emily.

“¥ bhad lost nothing then, exeept my poor heart-
broken wother. Lost her! did I say P—Oh, no!
‘With her last words, when, with a smile as of part-
ing sunlight, her spirit passed away, she promised to
pray for me. Tler intercession had been henrd!

“Nonsense! hypocrisy! That rapturous expres-
sion sddressed to my affianced bride (who onee
had a leaning townrds the Catholic Church) of faith
in saintly intercession was mere rhetorical fudge.
I had faith in nothiag, save Emily’s beauteousness
and love, and the rector’s amiable simplicity.

It was not long before the strings that made that
musie were let down. My sins pursued and found
me out. A young woman, a modest, rustic maiden
once, prompted by my vengeful father, presented
herself Defore the rector, and placed in his hands a
number of letters of mine—false eounters with which
I had beguiled her. The girl's story could not be
gainsaid. 1 was angrily forbidden the rector’s house,
and Emily was spirited away I could not discover
whither.

“In lesa than a year afterwards I landed ab
Bombey with a wing of a King's Regiment of Foot,
in whieh, during o fit of drunken madness, I had en»
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listed. I served many years, and when the regiment
on its way home dizembarked for & year or two’s ser-
vice at Malts, T had gained the rank of serjeant. At
Malta I formed the acquaintanee of a young woman,
now Msadam Morgan, who was then servant in a
wine-shop, much frequented by the troops. Morgan
himself I never saw till he came to live with his wifo
in this island.

“We had been about a year at Malta when an
officer, who had been promoted to a captaincy in the
regiment, joined from England; and who, as the
Father of Mischief would have it, took command of
the company to which I belonged. I knew him well.
He waa a Lancashire man, by name William Farrer;
had been a disappointed suitor for tho hand of
the rector’s daughter, and I had once soundly
thrashed him for impertinence towards her and my-
self. He recognized me at parade with 2 malignant,
sneering smile, and, being acquainted with his cha-
racter, 1 knew preity well what I had to expect. My
own follies helped to place me in his power, and =o
skilfully, so persistently did he exert himself to ruin
me, that within six weeks he had contrived to degrado
me to the ranks. Even that friumph did not abate
his eold-blooded malignity, and the  regulated ’ humi-
lations to which I was compelled to submit in silence
drove me at times almost to frenzy. My own fallen
condition and my father’s memory were the theme of
his exasperating jeers, aud I had resolved to lodge a
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formsal complaint against him, when in an evil hour
my fierce temper obtained fatal mastery over me.

#I had been on fatigue duty, and, the weather being
intensely hot, bad, T admit, drank more than I usually
did. T waas entering barracks when he met me, and
perceiving the advantage my condition gave him,
taonted and reviled me in the most scandalous
manner, capping all, by assuring me that he would
take care to inform Miss Emily what 2 degraded
scamp I bad become, The cup of rage brimmed over;
the bayonet at my side flashed in my hand, and before
the taunting coward had time to realize his danger,
was driven through his body.

“I was condemned to death with very slight cere-
mony. In sooth, so bewildered was I, so entirely hope-
lees of escaping the capital penalty, that I scarcely
offered any defence. The court, as the woman Morgan
eaid, condemned me to be hanged, but the general so
far commuted the sentence as to order me to be shot.
Captain Farrer did not die of his wound, which,
however, obliged him to quit the service.

“ By what means, or through whose agency, I es-
ceped from custody and Malta must not bo told. The
woman Morgan, for all she may say, played but &
very trifling part in the business. Having reached
England in safety, I assumed the name of Hall-—
Ward was my nom de guerre—stole furtively into
Lancashire, and made myself known to two old
fricnds, who assisted me with money. Emily was
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still single, and I was selfish, ungenerous, base
enongh to lure her into marrisge with a penniless,
capitally-convicted felon! No sin that I bave com-
mitted weighs upon my conscience a8 that does. The
rector might, perhaps, have forgiven her, if his life
had not, within twelve months of her flight from
home, been cub short by apoplexy. 1 thought the
news would have killed her, and, but for our child, I
think it would. By a will made in the first heat of
his displeasure, and never eancelled, the rector had
bequeathed the whole of his property to distant re-
latives. Pmily was possessed of a small annuity in
her own right, and we removed to Jersey as a neces.
sary measure of economy. Dragged down from
affluence to poverty, and with her father’s death
preying upon her mind, never once did that angel.
wife reproach her guilty, but deeply-repentant, hus.
band by a word or look,

#The, Morgane left Malta for England, and, guided
by & elue which I had incautiously afforded, the wife
insisted upon settling in Jersey. Thenceforth I was
the alave of that woman-fiend. She kept the terrible
secret faithfully as regarded Morgan, but my wife she
stabbed with it to the heart, in a sudden iransport
of rage. Emily never rallied from the shock, and,
tilt she died, was haunted by a constant dread of see-
ing the husband of her choice, the father of her
child, dragged off to dic a shameful death. Truly a
cruel martyrdom were the last years of that pure life.
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Happily it is over, and the mother slecps in peace
beside ler child. There is balm in that thought.

“If the Reverend Mr. Maurice will forward a copy
of this paper to my sister and the four other persons
whose names and addresses 1 subjoin, he will add
another to the many favours he has already conferred
upon the deeply-grateful writer.”

Upon the arrival of Richard Hall, as we may con-
tinue to call him, at Malta, he was informed that an
order to rebear his case had preceded him there. The
result was o commutation of the capital sentence to a
long term of imprisonment.

I had loft Jersey some nine or ten yesrs when I
again heard of him through the friendly sargeon. He
Liad reyisited the island for the sole purpose, it seemed,
of visiting the spot where his wife and child lay
buried. The surgeon himself found him kneeling
and weeping by that sad grave, bub no longer as one
who had no hope of again seeing tho lost oncs, The
contrite wmourner wore the dress of some mopastic
order, and, in reply to the surgeon’s request for an
explanation, informed the astonished gentleman that
he had been & lay brother of & Dominican monaatery
ab Malta for about two years.



Bobelations of w Gatholic Priest,

5—THE CONFESSION AT SEA.

Oxg hitter cvening in January, 182—, whilst hurry-
ing along the short street leading from Soho Square
to Oxford Btreet, with head held down, hat partially
drawn over my eyes, and cloak-collar furned up, te
protect my face from a blinding snow-storm, I sud-
denly came full butt upon the leading bearer of a
sedan-chair. The force of the concussion knocked
me off my legs, and him backwards upon the chair,
which eame to the pround with a crash, and a scream
from a lady inside.

The moment I had recovered my feet, and the
astounded chair-porter his tongue, he hurled at me =
volley of choicest Milesian abuse, till a closer view of
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my features showed mc to be the new priest he had
beard preach at Moorfields, when his tone at once
changed to one of apology. He heartily begged my
¢ rivirence’s” pardon, and vehemently protested that
the accident had been caused by his own awkwardness.
I, in turn, excused myself, and having given him &
trifle, passed on. Before 1 had taken twenty steps,
the man overtook me. Hearing that I was a priest,
the Irdy in the sedan wished to speak with me.

I turned back, and inguired the lady’'a pleasure.
Inatead of immediately replying, she looked with si-
lent serutiny in my face. The lady herself, as seen
by the faint light of a small chemist’s shop, close by
which the sedan-chair had been brought to a stand-
still,—wns a woman of mature age, dressed in deep
black, with which the mortal paleness of her fine
foatures strikingly contrasted; and her dark, unquiet
eyes shone—-burned, I should say — with a sad,
gloomy light.

“1 recognize you to be a priest,” she said in a
feeble, hollow voice, and with a decidedly foreign
sceent,—“ I recognize you to be a priest whom I have
more than once heard preach. Itis well. Caxn you
call upon me to-morrow ? I have pressing need of
your ministrations; #rgent need, as you will admit
when I tell you that about two hours ago I heard
myself condemned to death.

“ Condemned to death!”

“Yes; though the phrase sounds oddly. I mean
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that two physicians and one surgeon, all three of
eminence, have decided, after consnltation on my ease,
that I am not ounly incurable, but that I cannob live
many weeke, perhaps not many days. This accident,”
she continned, in an undertone, and speaking to her-
gelf,—* this accident would seem fo be a providential
one,—if there be o Providence,—for I should never
have been permitted to send for a priest. Will you
come ? ”* she added, in a louder tone.

# Certninly, madam, T will. Favour me with yonr
address; and pray do not remain exposed to this
dreadfol weather.”

*The malady which is dragging me to ihe grave
is not affected by storm or snow. By address is,
Madame 8t. Arnaud, Greek Street, Soho.”

#J ghall remember, madam, and wili not fail you,
bo assured.”

“Cne moment. Have the complaisance to an-
nounce yourself by your name, onitting the prefix
of ‘ Reverend.’ Wear your cloak as you do now,—it
will conceal the clerical eut of the coat. The hour
must be three in the afternoon. All this is in.
dispensable : T should not clse have a chance of
seeing you."”

“ Your husband is & Protestant, and an intolerant
one, I presume.”

“T have no husband. Adien, sir; I count upoen
you.”
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L]

This was & singular oceurrence. Was Mndame

St. Arnaud in her right mind? Did the gloomy

cxeitement of her look and manner indicate cerchbral

disenss P Possibly. Yet her speech waa coherent,

and reasonable enough. TIn any case it was my duty
%o call upon her, and T would do so.

I aonnounced myeelf at the sppointed hour to a
French servant-woman, of stern, ganunt sspect, whose
almost fleshiess fuce resembled brown parchment
strained over large, but well-formed skeleton features.
There was, however, more than compensating vitality
in the woman’s piercing black eyea,

“Yes, madame is abt home. She expects o physi-
cian.—You are one? ™

I bowed, not adding one of sonls. “It is well
Come in, sir. I will inform madame that you are
here. They give diplomas in this droll country,” she
added, turning quickly upon me, * to very young men.
But perhaps you have discovered some miraculons
spectfic for the eurc of internal cancer, After all,"—
thus she went on self-answering,—* after all, it wonld
be cruel to deny to the dying a lhope of prolonged
life. It helps to conceal the fomb till the last
terrible moment, when the lid descends to shut ua
up for ever in its dark, dumb void. ‘Will not monsienr
divest himself of his ctoak #” ebe added sharply.
* Permit me—"" and Jeanne Bauvais approached a
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step nesrer, with outstretched hand, to assist in re.
lisving me of the superfluous garment.

I declined to remove it, pleading the intense cold-
ness of the weather, and that I was suffering from a
chest complaint, which was true. That my real voca-
tion was suspected I could not doubt, and but that »
bell was at the moment rung violently by Madame
8t. Arnaud, who had heard the knock at tho street-
door, I should probably have had to choose between
aeserting a positive nuntruth, and challenging a peremp-
tory order to leave the house forthwith.

Jeanne Bauvais flung out of the room into which I
had been ushered; returned in a couple of minubes,
and invited me to follow her to Madame’s presence.

# Leave us, good Jeanne,” said Madame St. Arnaud,
who was lying propped by pillows upon a sofs, “1
shall nof require your attendance.”

The feeble tone in which the order was given was
rather that of a suppliant than a mistress. It was
obeyed, neverthelegs. Jeanne left the room in haste,
almost ran down satairs, and we presently heard her
open the street-door and pass out.

“Bhe is gone for Julie!” faintly exclaimed Madame
8t. Arnaud, “ and I sball not have time to diaclose, to
make some poor atonement for the dread guilt which
a8 coiled its serpent-fangs around my heart, Yet sho
may not find Julie. Quick, then! anointed minister
of mercy—it was thus my mother, in the long-vanished
time of childhood-innocence, taught me to speak of 2
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priest of the most high God. Quick! and brief as
may be with your office. I have grievously sinved.
Mei culpd—mei culpé !”

¥ gathered, from the rapid review she &t my request
took of her past life, that she was a native of Hévre do
Grace, Normandy. Her father, Amedée Lecoste, was
a man of good position there, and at the outbreak of
the Revolution had distinguished himself as one
of the fiercest provincial promoters of that terrible
reaction against the misrule of ecenturies. His wife
was the roverse of her husband—as meek, gentle,
plous, a3 he was proud, violent, and sceptical. She
died when her daughter and only child, Estelle
(Madame St. Arnaud) was in her ninth year. Estelle
married Gustave 8t. Arnaud, s naval oflicer, soon
after she had passed her sixteenth birthday.

“ He wns the beat, the most devoted of husbands—
Spare me!” shrieked the unfortunate lady, breaking
off her confession, and her frame quivering with tor-
ture, as a terrible pang, precursor of a paroxysm of
the cruel diseaso she was aflicted with, shot through
her. ¢ Spare me! O God, the terrible O God, the
avenger !—If but for a few minutes, spare me!*

Another fearful scream, wrung from her by intense
sgony, echoed through the house.

Following the direction of her look and shaking
hand, I meized & boitie labelled “laudanum.” The
written direction ordered that so many drops were
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to be taken by Madame St. Arnand the instant she
felt a return of the parexysnis; the dose to be ropeated
st certain intervals, till they ceased.

The opiate somewhat lulled the pain, though sho
continued to sufler frightfully. It also seemed to
affect her brain, many sentences she uttered during
moments of comparative ease, being scarcely intelli-
gible.

“The beat of men—1I, I the vilest of women. He
died—was murdered long since. Wo had three—
no—no—a lie—J had three children, Gustave, Estelle,
and—and Julie. Estelle is dead—that is true—quite
true ; but not—not Gustave. No—no—do not believe
it. It is a lie—n fiendish lie! He is alive! alive!
The oath—my oath, that be is dead, registered in
the recording angel’s Book of Doom, records a lie.
Mercy! merey!™ sereamed the unhappy lady, wildly
beating the air with her Lands, and writhing with
extremity of mental and bodily torture. “There v
no mercy—none! Ah, God! Julie!™

T turned quickly on hearing that name, and found
myself closely face to face with 2 young lady, who,
followed by Jeanne, had entered the house and apart-
ment unheard.

A magnificent young creature wasMademoiselloJulie
—tall, superbly formed, with splendid dark eyes, and
dazzling complexion—a combination of beauties which
suggested that she resembled what her mother must
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have been, ere age and sin bad dimmed and smirched
the divine image in which ghe was created.

At the moment I confronted her, Mademoisello
Jutie was white with excitcment. Her eyes flashed,
and her nostrils dilated with emeotion. She, never-
theless, seemed, it struck me, to be acting a part.

“What clerical comedy is being performed here 2"
she exclaimed. “Mow dare you, a cowled priest,
crawl] to the death-couch of a suffering, superstifious
woman with a lie in your mouth, under the pretence
that you are a physician ?”

I denied having so described myself. I was there
at Madame Arusud's especial request, and would not
leave her as long as she required, and could possibly
profit, by my ministration.

“Ah! you bid me defiance, do you?™ retorted
Maudemoisclle Julie, stepping quite close, and look-
ing insolently in wy face. *“You kmow, execrable
Jesnit (she spoke in French), you know what the people
of this country, worthy of esteem in that, if in nought
else, think of n Popish priest who intrudes himself
stenlthily, in disguise, upon the presence of a dying
woman who has something to bequeath — some-
thing #o give. 1la! you understand. Now, then,
begone in one moment, or I call the neighbours, who
will thrust you out of the house, and hoot you through
the streets, if they do nothing worse.”

In those days the menaco was not an idle one. I,
Lowever, answered boldly,
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“Your threat is wasted upon me, Mademoiselle,
If, indeed, Madame,” 1 added, turning to the suflering
lady, whose screama hod ceased, *if, indeed, Ma.
dame ~——" She had swooned, That being the case,
I at once quietly retired, but much exzcited and
perplexed in mind.

It might have been a month afterwards, when I
was surprised by a visit from Jeanne Bauvais, and
still more by the purpose of her errand.

Madame 8t. Arnoud bad died three or four days
previously, was to be interred on the morrow in a
Protestant cemectery, and Jeanne Bauvais was de-
sirous that I should say the Catholic burinl-service
over the corpse, )

# A silly prejudice, no doubt,” said she, “ but one
in which, though I do not live, I was bred, and shall
likely enough die. Besides, Madame wished it, and
that the scrvice should be said by you. 8hewas ever
kind to me. Do you promise to come to-morrow af
about noon? Mademoiselle will be ont, and I will
have a carpenter to unscrew the coffin-lid, go that you
may be sble to anoint the body.—You will come ?

“ Mademoiselle Julie is not a party to your re-
quest 7'

“No. Not that she would object, but T do not
wish her to know that I have any lingering weakness
in respeet of such matters. I have taught her, with
more or less- success, to langh at such superstitions
follies, as I myself bave laughed in youth, and
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khkall coutinue to langh as long as I am, as now, full
of lusty life. Tt may be, however,” added the
woman, “and I fear will be, that child-fancies will
return with second childhood, with the tervor of going
fo0 bed in the dark.—Bah! Bah! You will come,
monsieur P’ '

I promised that I would, and Jeanne Bauvais had
reached the door, and was about turning the lock-
handle to let herself out, when she paused, irreso-
lutely. After a minute's thought she returned to
the table at which I was sitting, and placed some-
thing on it which 1 had noticed she held tightly
clutched in her hand. It was two guiness wrapped
up in paper.

“JIt's a folly,” said the woman, her brown, parch-
ment faco reddening as with shame, #a flinging away
of precious gold. Still madsme wished it o be
done. This money,” asdded Jeanne quickly, “is
o purchas:p rayers for the repose of the sonl of
Madame 8t. Arnaud, née Estelle Lacoste. Good
night.”

I should not have required s money-offering to
induce me to comply with that suffering sinner’s last
request; and before I slept that night the two
guineas had shed a temporary gleam of hope and
corfort upon a humble household, whose wants I
could not otherwise have relieved, Aa a curious
instence of the strange concatenation of ideas which
sometimes arises in the mind, the source or cause of
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which connection one is ab the time unconscious of,
I may mention that it instantly occurred to me,
though I had numerous claimants ppon the offerings
of the faithful, that T could not do better than hand
the money given on behalf of Madame 8t. Arnand
to the wife of one Burton, who had been for eeveral
woeke confined to his bed—hie straw mattress, that is
—with low fever, ariging from poor and insufficient
diet. This family—there were three children—had,
about two mounths before, arrived from Bath, where
the busband had sought, but miserably failed, to
establish himself as an artist. T had gathered in-
directly from his wife, & singularly-interesting young
woman, that Burton had satisfied himself that he had
no power to excel in the art he delighted in, and for-
tunately upheld from sinking into the fatal depths
of a morbid despair by strong love for his wife and
children, bravely resolved to come to London and
work for bread as a common house-painter. He
would bave succeeded very well in that humble occu-
pation, but, unfortunately, before his weakened frome
could be strengthened with sufficient food, he fell ill,
and the workhouse seemed to be the only refuge
fram starvation. I had seen the husband onee only,
and then'but for » few minutes, and when I called
about an hour after Jeanne Bauvais left me, I found
the poor fellow gitting up in a chair before a wretched
fire ;—en image of woe and want. His eyes filled with
tears as I placed the two guineas in his wife’s hand,
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but he did mot speak, nor did he, I think, when I
first saw him. Hurrying away homeward, 1 was
cudgelling my brains the whole of the way in the
endenvour to recall where I had formerly seen
Burton, ag I was pretty sure I had, when he occupied
a very different position, “Pshaw!” I suddenly
exclaimed aloud, “I have it. The man is the very
image of Madaume St. Arnaud! A chance likencss,
of course, but a very extraordinary one!” And no
question, in wmy mind, that it was the recognition of
that remarkable resemblance, halfunconscionsty latent
in my mind, whieh suggested the appropriatencss of
appiying Madame 8t. Arnaud’s twe guineas to the
relief of the Burtons. I mean, of course, that it
was by that subile sgency an eepecisl providence
accomplished itsclf in this particular instance, 1
could cite not a few similar experionces.

About a fortnight subsequent to my last visit to
the Burtous, the wife called at my lodgings, and,
finding 1 was ont, left a message o the effect that
her husband had so far rccovered bis strength as to
be able to accept an offer of work at a better kind of
house-painting from a decorator at Southampton, for
which town they were to set oub on the following
day. I thus lost eight of the Burtons for a long
period,

Scveral years of missionary exertion had so far
impaired my health that I was advised to take a long
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pedestrian tour on the Continent whilst I had yet
sufficient strength to do so. The change of scene,
moderate out-of-door cxerciee, and suspension of
clerical labour, the most exbausting, when conscien-
tiously performed, of all labour—authership ex-
cepted-—would, it was Delieved, set me up again in
body and mind.

The prescription proved to be a very succesaful
one; and when, after about six months’ leisurcly
perambulation through the most picturesque parts of
France (La belle France docs uot abound in the
picturesque, by the way), I, at the end of a brief
scjourn in Paris, took “Diligence” for Hivre de
Grace, from which port 1 proposed to embark for
England, I was a thoroughly-renovated man, mentally
and physically.

Man proposes, (tod disposes! This trite truth,
often lightly applied, was, I venture fo affirm, of
striet application in referemce to the apparent mis-
fortune which befell me towards the end of my
journey from Paris to Hivre de Grace.

The ludicrously-misnamed “ Diligence ” wended its
slow way in safety till, in passing through Ingouville,
a suburb of Hivre de Grace, its off front-wheel
came in contact with the off-wheel of a heavily-laden
wood-cart, going in a contrary direction. Over went
the “Diligence,” and I, an outside passenger, in
addition to receiving several severe contusions, had
‘my left leg broken. It was necessary to corry
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me to tho nearest tavern, and surgical assistance
having been promptly obtained, the Lioue was ekil.
fully set,

The breaking of my leg was less permanently in.
Jurious than the nervous shock I had sustained. Bo
lasting were its effects, that when comparatively con-
valescent, and able to walk about, I could not go a
dozen yards withont fancying that I must fall down
if 1 did not stop and get some passer-by to assist me
back again. As to undertaking a voyage to Eng.
land, the bare idea sent o shudder through me, and I
finally hired a lodging for three months upon the cote
or hill which overlooks Havre on the north—=a charm-
ing, healthful loeality, dotted here and there with
modest suburban dwellings, and commanding a
splendid land and sca view.

A Madame Le Blanc was my landlady, and a
worthy, discreet woman she was, obliging, and even
cheerfn], though in her second widowhood. She had
one child, a daughter, by her firat husband, as I heard
after 8 while,—~for being spoken of and to as Luecille
only, I naturally concluded her to be a Le Blane,
Lucille was a fairly-edueated, pretty girl, something
more even of a coquette than pretty girls nsually
are, and cursed with a tongue whick was never atill,
save when she sleptw-if then.

Leaving Lueille for a moment, T come to an inci-
dent of my atory which occurred about a month after
I took possession of the lodging. I seldom went
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out, and when ¥ did, very carly of 2 morning, for never
mmore than half an hour’s walk; and yet scldomer
conversed with or listened to the gossip of either
mother or daughter; but I certainly had heard fre-
quent mention of “Julie,” a somewhat distant neigh-
bour and near relative, and always in a bitter,
poeering tone, when the speaker was the amiable
Inecille; from which 1 should have concluded, if I
had thought a moment upon the subject, that Julie
was prettier, richer, or otherwisc more fortunato
than that damsol beraelf. * Julie,” 2 very common
name in France, awakened no conjecture in my mind,
and it was mechanieally, ax it were, that upon hearing
Lucille, addressing the smail servant of all work, who
was assisting her to arrange the flowers in my window,
say, “ Ah! here comes Mademoiselle Julie's servant,
from the Hévre post-office no doubt, for she has letters
in bher hand,” that 1 lifted my eyes from the book 1
was reading, and, looking through the window, beheld
deanne Bauvais !

The expression of surprise which escaped me was
drowned by Lucille’s sharp exclamation, * Ah, she
has a letter for uel Quick l--open the door, An-
nette.”

“For Mademoiselle Luciile 8t. Arnaund,” grated
the harsh voice of Jeanne Besuvais, as she ten-
dered a letter. * The postage is twelve sous--~ Giel I’

I had stepped back out of the line of sight from
the door, but Jeanne’s inquisitive glance fell upon
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me, and she was surprised into an involuntary re.
eognition.

“ How,” said Lucille, *you know monsieur,
Jeanne? "

“Yes,” replied the woman, contriving at the ssme
moment to place her finger on her lip, unobserved by
Lucille; “ Yes, monsieur is a priest: I have heard
him preach in London. And now, the twelve sous
which I have paid, if you please; I am in haste.”

“ Ask mamma for twelve sous, to pay for a letter,”
said Lucille to Annette, not choosing to leave the
room herself. The money was brought, and Jeanne
left, without snother word.

“It seems that your sire.name is the same ag
that of Mademoiselle Julie St. Arnaud,” 1 remarked.

“ Ah! then Monsieur is acquainted with the mis-
tress ns well as the servant!" said Lueille, with a
laugh.

I snw Mademoiselle St. Arnaud once, in London."”

“ Pardon me, monsieur,”’ said Luecille. “ It wag a
rude question for me to ask., A priest must, of
eourse, know -hundreds, thousands of people. Made-
moiselle Julie and I are cousins, after a sort of left-
handed way,” she added.

. “Indeed! How, pray, may thatbe?”

“T shall tell you, with the greatest pleasure.

Amnnette, leavs the room ; mamms must want you.”
+ “If there is any family.secret involved——"
% Oh, my faith, no, monsieur,—unless that can be
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called a secret which is perfectly well known to every
man, woman, and child, in Hivre de Grace and its
environs. You must know, monsieur,” continued
Lucille, hugely delighted at baving an attentive, in-
ferexted auditor,—*you must know, moneicur, that
there were three brothers St. Arnaud, natives of
Hivre, 'The eldest, of a wild, roving disposition,
left France many, many years since,—it was agid for
the colonies,—end till about six or seven months ago
was never heard of by vs; though charming and in-
genuous Mademoiselle Julie and her mother had, and
to some purpose too, a long time before that, More
upon that point presently. Well, Guetave St, Arnand,
a naval officer, married Estelle Lacoste, Julie’s
mother, and Victor 8f. Amnaud espoused Lucille
Beaugard, my mother. Good. 8o far monsieur
comprehends clearly. Gustave St. Arnaud had already
two children,—a eon, named Glustave, after his father,
and & daughter, Eatelle ; and Madame 8t. Arnand-—
Madame Gustave St. Arneud, well understood-——was
negr her confinement with a third child, when her
husband, who was necesesrily much at sea, returned
unexpectedly to Hivre, Great commotion and scandal
ensued, and in the duel which took place beiween
Gustave 8f. Arnaud and Le Sieur do Bougainville,
the husband was killed : shortly after which calamity
Madame Gustave Bt. Avnand gave birth to Julie,

“ Perhaps,” continued Lucille, after a pause, * per-
haps moensieur is of opinion that such topics should
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not be spoken of by a young girl like me. That is,
no doubt, right as n rule, but then monsieur is
s priest, which makes all the difference in the
world.”

“Ja Mademoiselle Julie rich 2"

“ Faith, yes, tolerably so, and expecta—bat it is not
quite 8o sure as she fancies it is—expecta to be soon
very, very rich—rich a8 a princess! We shall see;
but this is how it 13. M. 3t. Arpaud, senior, who,
as 1 eaid, disappeared from France many, many years
ggo, eettled in the Isle of France, which now be-
longs to you English, and there made an immense,
enormous fortune. Never baving married, he, about
eighteen months ago I think, made inquiries respect-
ing his brothers and their families. Tnfortunately,
my mother, who some ten years ago, having been
then nearly two years & widow, married a Captain Le
Blane, and, settling in Paris, was quite forgotten in
her native place, to which we returned only about
eight months since, Now, Madame Gustave BSt.
Arnaud, through being so dreadfully eompromised,
could not endure to reside permanently in Hivre,
yet frequently visited it on various business affnirs,
The correspondent, moreover, a M. Gibon, with whom
my uncle 8t. Arnaud, senior, had placed himself in
communication, was Julie’s mother’s zealona friend,
and he immedintely posts off her address—she was
then in England, where she has generally resided
since the peace~io the Isle of France, with sundry
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particulars eongerning ker family, bué not a word of
my wother or me, nor a syllable about the De Bou-
geinville ecandel—to nse a mild cxpression. As &
natural consequence, a most unjust disposition of his
wealth was made by my deceived uncle, provisionally
only, however, as it fortunately chanced. Madame
Gustave St. Arnaud was to be ab once remitted ten
thousand franes annually, whicl: annuity, at her death,
was to pass to her son, Gustave, and, should he die
without heirs, to Julie—Estelle having been dead a
number of years. My uncle, beeides that, promised
that at his death the whole of his property should
be disposed of in nearly the same manner—Madame
Gustave St. Arnaud to have 20,000 francs per annum
for Ife; Gustave, her aon, the great bulk of my
uncie's wealth, which, he dying childless, would paas
to Julie. Oh, it was monstrous ! exclaimed Luciile,
with passionate bitterness, and fanning berself fo-
riously with a handkerchief—**an atrocity '—a erime 1"

“ Proceed, mademoiselle, you interest me greatly.”

“"Well, monsieur, all has so far fallen out as antici-
pated. Mademoiselle Julie at lenst beiieves so. Cer-
tainly, my uncle Arnaud is dead, News of that event
reached here, by an extraordinary chance, nearly two
months ago; and as no official, or indeed other com-
munication has yet arrived with respect to the dispo-
sition of the property, it is presumed the original in-
tention of the testator hae been carried out, and that
Mademoiselle Julie is consequent]ly~her mother and
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Gustave being both dead—an immensely wealthy
hetress!”

* And rightly presumed, I suppose ?

1 don't know that,” reforted Lucille. * Soon after
we returned here—would to God we had never left -—
mamma got scent of what had been going on, obtained
my uncle’s address of M. Gibon, and, ss she was
bound to do in daty to herself and me, immediately
wrote off to the Isle of France, stating full particulars,
cspecinliy of the dresdful Bougainville affair, with
newspaper corroboration of all she asserted. She did
nof mention the death of hia nephew, Gustave, for the
excellent reason that she was not then aware of it.
Now, if,” concluded Lucilie, “ now, if mamma’s letter
reached the lsle of ¥rance before my uncle died,
Mademoiselle Julie may be a little disappointed. If
not, and she conscquently inherits all, she has faith-
fully promised, and 1 do net for a moment doubt her
word, to present me with forty thonsand francs, as a
marriage portion, and scttle 8 handsome pension upon
mamma.”

“1 think that is penerous as well as just on her
part. 1Is ashe likely to be married P

“Well, 1 munst answer yes and no, monsieur, to
that question. Yes: and to & viscomte—Viscomte
Jaubert, {f she inherite my uncle’s wealth, No, if
sho does not. She is good-looking, certainly—hand-
some even, thongh not extraordiporily so, 23 some
people pretend,” added the vain damsel, with a sim-
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pering smile at her face in an opposite mirror; *Dbut
it’s les beaur yeur delza casctte, T am quite sure, that
bave captivated the handsome and needy viscomte.

“Let me,” continued Lucille, with excessive can-
dour, “let me do Julie the justice to say that I am
sure, all else being equel, she would much prefer
marrying Victor Morean, a young and riging advocate
at the Rouen bar. He i3 a native of Hivre, and they
are, or were, greatly attached to each other. But
ther, you know, to be the wife of a viscomte! Besides,
Jeanne, who hes unbounded influence over her—she
was her foster-mother—would not hear of her marry-
ing an advocate, when she might wed a peer of
France,”

There was & knock at the outer door, and presently
Jeanne herself entered the room.

*“Mademoiselle Julie 8t. Arnaud wishes to see you,
monsieur.”

“1 will accompany you to her at onee,” I replied,
rising, and putting on my hat.

*“You must have heard plenty of gossip, thickly
garnished with lies,” remarked Jeanne, as we walked
on, “from Mademoiselle Julie's artful, lying eousin.”

I never heard Mademoiselle Julie or you spoken
of till to-day. I did not even know that Lucille and
your mistress were related, or thai Lucille’s name
was 8t. Arnaud 1"

“In that case it was a pity I called, But no
matter.”



THE CONFESSION AT SEA. 217

“ Take a seat, monsieur,” said Jeanne, ushering me
into 8 handsomely-furnished aparfment. “ Mademoi-
sclle will see ydu directly.”

‘Whilst waiting for Mademoiselle St. Arnaud, my
glance wandercd vacantly over the different objects
in the room, till anddenly arrested by a sealed letter
lying upon a table close to where I stood, addressed
to “Mrs. Burton, High Street, Southampton, Eng-
land.”

Riddle upon riddle! Confusion worse confounded !
Julie St. Arnaud in correspondence with Mrs. Burton,
the likeness of whose husband to Madame Si. Arnaud
had so foreibly struck me!

‘What on earfh could it mean? BShould I ask
Mademoiselle Julie its meaning ? No, no ;— it would
be highly improndent to do so. Better be silent—for
a time, ot least—and watoh,

Mademoiselle St. Arnaud—though pale, lustrously
pale, and much thibmer than when I saw her in
London—was beautiful, as ever, and her smile and
voice, in her now gentle meod, were singularly sweet
and fascinating.

1 feel,” she said, * that the request T have to
make is to n gentleman (‘gentleman’ in English)
almost a superfluous one. If is that you will keep
secret from my good, charitable cousin and her
mamma, the particulars of the—the disagreeabls in-
terview which took place when I met you in London
—I menn, a8 regards my part in the scene. ‘What-
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ever communication my mother, in the delirium of
pain, may have made, is, of course, sacred.” .

I assured her that ne hint of what had passed on
the painful ocession to which she alluded had been,
or would be, given to her relatives, or any one else;
and, baving aceepted a glass of wine, I retwrned to my
lodgings.

Laucille intercepted, and would, no doult, if per-
mitted, have cross-examined me till bed-time; but
I peremptorily declined further conversation for that
day at least, under the ples of headache, and shutting
myself up in my bed-room, remained for several hours
in anxions cogitation upon the complicated series of
sayings and doings over which the letter addressed
to Mrs. Burton threw ee startling, yet possibly, de.
ceptive light. For the moment, however, I could do
nothing—nothing but keep my surmises to myself,
till the time for efficient action arrived, if it ever
should arrive.

Another month slipped away, and, quite cured of
my nervousness, I was beginning to think of packing
up for England, when, having slept later than usual,
I was aroused by an unaccountable uproar pervading
the whole house. Feet were racing up and down
the stairs—doors opening and slamming to—panting
voices anewering each other in Babel-like confugion,
the whole intermingled with screams of rejoicing,
trinmphant lsughter.

* Monsieur ! — Reverend Monsieur !” screamed
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Lucille, and at the same time thumping upon my
chamber-deor,—* Revercnd Monsieur, sre you awake ?
Good news,—greal news, mongieur! A letter from
the Iele of France. I am the sole heiress! The
bastard Julie pgets nothing — mothing! Oh! it's
ravishing—delicious I” And away she wildly bounded
again,

7 was not delighted with the ravishing news, which
was, I found, quite authentic. The altered disposition
of M. 8t. Arneud’s immense wealth (immense, aecord-
ing to French notions-——about 800,600 francs, or
32,000 pounds sterling), was fo the effect that in the
ovent of Gustave St. Arnaud-—te whom everything
wag primarily bequeathed — dying without issue, and
he had died without issue, the entire property, whieb
was to be vested in British funds, went to Lmeille,
the youngest S8t. Arnaud’s daughter, All Héivre,
Lueille told me, was ringing with the glad tidings,
and everybody, she averred, was rejoiced for her, and
not sorry for that proud minx, Julie. Correlative
news flew nbout with amazing celerity. The Viscomte
Jaubert wrote to Julie, respectfully declining, under
the circumstances, to fulfil his engagement with her;
snd Vietor Moreau, who happened to be at Havre,
was heard to felicitate himeelf upon his escape from
2 marriage with a morally illegitimate pauper.

I bad, as the reader wiil readily beliave, gy own
private opinion as {o the solidity of the foundation
upon which Lucille and her mother were building up
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guch a dazzling foture,—M. Le Viscomte Jaubert
to share therein; an opinion much strengthened by
Mademoiselie Julie's mockingly-merry rejection of &
grent for life of two thousand francs (80!) per annum,
offered her at the instance of Madame Lia Blane. Lu-
cille was ina towering rape. But she consoled herself
with the reflection that poverty’s sharp pinch would
tame Julie’s silly pride, and she would then have to
humbly sue for the pittance she had scornfully
rejocted.

I was glad to get away from the incessan$ turmoil
going on ;—the hiring of a fine houre,—the purchane
of fine furnibure, fine dresses (decpest mourning, of
course), though not a penny of the great legacy had
been received, nor was likely to be, for a long while
to come. So I packed up my valise, and embarked in
the Prince Cobourg Packet, Captain Page, for South-
smpton. Arrived there, my first business would
be to ask Mr. and Mrs. Burton [a few questions.

We were off Cape La Héve, when, going upon
deck, I found that one of the passengers was Jeanne
Bauvais. I was not much surprised to sce her there.

-Bhe rcturned my salutstion with fharked coldness,
and when I advised her to go below, as the wind,
already high, threatcned s gale, she curtly replied
that she preferred remaining upon deck under almost
any circumstances 'to encountering the close atmo-
gphere of the cabin.

There was no doubt; that a dirty night, in seaman
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phrage, was coming on. Huge banks of black, bil-
lowy clouds were upheaving themselves to windward;
and indications, well known to practised eyes, that an
electrical as well ns wind storm would, before long,
burst upon us, wero clearly discernible.

By nine in the eveniug the double storm was at its
height., Blue and forked lightning blazed around,
and the incessant roll of thunder immediztely over-
head was to me, a londsman, very impressive. .

I do not think any one of us was quite comfortable,
though we talked as it thunder-storma at ses were as
harmless ag in a play-house. One was speaking—how
weil 1 rememberthe circumstance—of Kean's{ Edmund
Kean) wonderful neting in Othello, when a biinding
flash ilamed through the cabin, and the peculiar
orashing, explosive roar which 1 have noticed accom-
panies or closely follows jatal lightning, stortled us
to our feet. We were still gazing 4t each other,
when hurried movements and s confused clamour
upon deek suggested that some nccident had occurred.
Such was the case. The electric shock had struck
aud shivered tlo cutler's topmast and yord, aud a
heavy splinter, tipped with iron, hud knocked down @
womun who was sitting in a bent posture near the
wast,

Jeanne Bauvais was quickly picked up, and, whilst
still insensibie, brouglht below. There bappened to
be a surgeon amongst ihe passengers, and powerful
restoratives being nt land, consciousucss was soon

P
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restored. The medieal gentleman then anxiously
examined the hurt she had received—ler eye eagerly
questioning whenever it met his.

“TIt’s all over, my poor woman,” he said, in &
gentle voice. **Make your peace with God, in whose
presence you will stand before another hour has
passed. The spine is fractured,” he added, address-
ing the lookers-om, “and the lower extremities are
dead already.”

«T knew it—1I was sure of it,” moaned the woman,
# Tt in Glod’s judgment.”” She saw me, and a gleam of
melancholy satisfaction flitted over her face. ©Let
all lenve except him,” she said, pointing her trembling
finger at me. “He is a priest, and I have much
work to do in an hour.. You said an hour, sir P ¥

“ Not more than on hour,” replied the surgeon,
and the eabin was at once silently vacated.

Never can'I forpet a confession received under
circumstances so unusual, impressive, terrifying!
The monotonous swinging to and fro of the cabin
lamp, the dim light whercof was cxtinguislied, so to
speak, every two or three minutes by the glaring
Yightning, which pussing, left us in thicker darkness
than before. Then the tramping, shouling, cursing,
upon deck, the cresking timbers of the straining
ship, the howling of the wind, the swash of the ses,
and the erashing thunder, rendering it almost impos-
gible to catch the meaning of the dying woman’s
gasped-out words, though I bent my ear close down



THE CONFESSION AT SEA. - 228

to her lips,—ultogether constituted an ensemble of
bewildering, distracting horror, the very remembrance
of which is distressing,

The confession was, however, mainly accomplished
before decided delirium manifested itself. By that
eonfession I learned that Julie was Jeanne Bauvais®,
not Madame 8t. Arnaud’s daughter. Jeanne had
been scerctly delivered of a female clild two days
before Madame 8t. Arnoud’s premature confinement,
brought on by the fatal issue of the duel in which
her betrayed husband was killed. The confusion and
terror which reigned thronghout the house enabled
Jeunpe to gubstitute ker child for that just born, and
which she privily murdered inetead of her own, as
ghe had purposed. The terrible fact that she,
Jennne, was her mother, was revealed to the terrified
end at firet incrednlous girl when she was about
twelve years of nge (Jeanne, however, councealing
from her the murder of Madame St. Arnand’s infant,
which she alleged was still-born), and from that time
Julic wasa her abomiuable mother’s slave; and com-
pelled to rule Madame St. Arnsud by help of
the all-mastering love which that unhappy lady felt
for her supposed daughter,

“It was I,” went on the dying wretch, it wes I
that persusded Gustave to marry a preity, portion-
less English girl, then got him turned out of doors
to work for lis daily bread. He c¢hanged his
name to Burton. That was pride. He gone, there

» 2
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would be more for Julie, that is for me. A good but
weak woman was Madame. 1 liked her, but money
more, She had to make a written statement,
whick she did not read, about some trifiing affair,
and I afterwards succeeded in persuading her thal
she had sworn her son, Gustave, was dead. That
was after her brain was weakened by the cancer agony.
It cut her to the guick though. Julie would not
stand that, and told her I Lied; but she could not
believe Julie, though she tried hard to do so. Her
reason was shattered. Who'll have to answer for
that? Poor Julie struggled fiercely at times to free
herself from my clutch. It choked, atifled her. But
she conldn’t. I threatened to expose the secret of
her birth, and have her turned into the street. Thero
I bad her. 8he dreaded poverty. Infamy much
more. I lost my hold of her, when Madame
died. She defied me then, and would send large sums
of money to Burbon——Gustave you know. &ho hes
done 8o ever since. I was going to see him now, and
tell him of his fine fortune. She would have been
a good girl, would Julie, but for her mother.
I was a child once, and & girl, 8 handsome one
they say, and yet I think T must have been born
s devil. There’s a flash!—YFrom the bottumless
pit. Brimstone—sulphur! I wonder if it’s true.
Yes, yes, a born-devil. No fault of mine. Again!
and redder than the last. “8pit fire, spout rainl’
That’s in an Eoglish play. I went to ichool in
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England for & year when I was a little girl. Not
when I was a handsome girl: That was at Rouen,
Maledietion upon Rouen! T could always curse. I
never remember to have wished to do good. I should
like even mow, since I must confess everything, to
murder Juli¢'s father. But he’s in bell long ago. I
shall aes him there. Inan hour, the man said. Didn't
I make Julio domineer over Madame! If Ihada't,
1 should have been turned off myself, for Madame
peither loved nor feared me. What a game! And
now what is it come to ? TFiends! Tortures! Flames!
Save me! save me!” sho screamed, straining my
hand in hers with convulsive force.  “Save me! Say
masses,—a thousand masses for my soul. Julie will
pay for a thousand. Promise—swear——"

Absolute delirium supervened rapidly, and the
poor wretch raved frightfully for some ten minutes;
then stupor came on, and Jeanne Bauvais died con.
giderably within the hour.

I have to add that I found Jeanne's account of
Julie’s kindness towards Gustave St. Arnaud strictly
true. Gustave's identity being indisputable, he suc-
eeaded without difficulty to his unele’s large wealth,
to the intense disgust of Mademoiselle Lucille and
le Viscomte Jaubert, who is, I think, still a bachelor.

Mademoiselle Julie was for a long time firm in her
resolution to retire into a convent, but time,—~her



226 REVELATIONS OF A CATIIOLIC PXTEST,

brother's loving sympathy,—Gustave 8t. Arnaud
would never admit that he was sof her brother,—and
a long sojourn with his family in England, where he
finally settled, induced her to change lier mind. Bhe
married in her twenty-fifth year,—highly, and, it is
believed, happily. She also settled definitively in
England. '

Thus terminates, as far as I am concerned, 2 chain
of events, the first link in which was my blindly
butiing at s sedan-chair porter engaged in his old.
world vocation.



Debelutions of a Catholic Pricst,

6.—TIE YOUNG CONTFESSOR.

Tuere is a small chapel dedicated to Saint John the
Evangelist, charmingly situated in an English southern
county, in which I used often to celebrate Divine
service, It was built, and provisionally endowed, by
an Irish peer, whom we will take leave to entitle
Lord Riverton.

This peerage, together with a largo lump of money,
was conferred for scrvices rendered to Mr. Pitt's
government, in sssisking to carry the Act of Tnion.
That measure, palntary as it may have proved to both
countries, wns, we are all aware, furiously opposcd
by the Irish people, who, in many instances, made
the Ewnerald Isle too hot to hold ¢ the traitors whe
Bold their country,”—blessing their lucky stars the
while that they had 2 conntry to sell,
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Lord Riverton may or may not have been one of
these. At sll events, he lost no time in removing to
England, where he made large investments in land,
and built bimsclf s splendid mansion. One only of
his Irish estates, 2 considerable one, in the King's
County, was retained in the family.

Riverton Hall is distant about two miles from the
Catholic chapel, the building of which modest edifice
was begun and rapidly finished during the last six
montha of his lordship's hife, in accordance with a
laudable antiety to no longer delay laying up trea.
sures in heaven, wlen the riches of earth were felt
to be fast elipping from his grasp. His Jordship’s
mother was an earnest Catholic, and it is likely
enough that he bimeelf may bave been secrctly in-
clined towards that form of faith, though ho pro-
fessed, or he could have rendered the Brilish ministry
no aid in the Irish parliament, to be s Protestant.
Be that as it may, his prudent lordship, in order to
guard aguinet any possible error in the caleulation,
at the same time built and permanently endowed a
Chapel of Ease in connpection with the Established
Church, in an adjoining county, where he had pur-
chased comsiderable property.

His lordship—whom, by the way, I never saw—
died unmarried, and was succeeded in the title and
estates by the eldest of two nephews, the Honourable
Charles Bernard, who, although only about thirty
years of age, was already stricken with premature
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decay. People about him assared me that he was dying
—in an absolute, not merely romantie, fanciful sense
—of disnppointed love ; acting, we may be sure, upon
an originally weak organization,—the malady, I have
always understood, never proving fatal, except in
such cases.

Tt was, I found, positively true, that the second
Lord Riverton was dying of that mysterious infection.
His lordship honoured me witk his confidence, and
over and over again did I hear the sad story-—not in
the confessional—from his own lips, though he always

-scrupulously avoided mentioning the lady’s name, or
dropping a hint which might lead to her identification.
His brother, the Honourable James Rernard, wae, T
believe, the only person in England, except himself,
that knew her name or dwelling-place. ILis lordship
told me she was o young Irishweman, and of course
endowed, in a transcendent degree, with nil possible
perfections of person znd mind. He should have
excepted, it seemed to me, the perennial charms of
fruth and constaney. Lord Riverton wss more
generous, perbaps more just, than I.  He only blamed
her father, who, believing or fearing that the late lord
would earry out his often-expressed intention of
marrying, insisted upon the lady’s (bis daughter) ac-
ceptance of the hand of an extensive landowner, but
who, it was too late discovered, was searcely more
than the nominal proprietor of the estates which
possed for his, The Honournble Charles Bernard
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believed, and still persisted in believing, that his
affection had been fully reciprocated. Intellizence of
the marriage came vpon him, consequently, with the
suddenness and shock of o coup d’éclair, when all was
sunshine. Many weeks he lay upon 2 sick bed, was
now fast sinking into the grave, and yet never wearied
of discoursing, with a kind of sad delight—a moura-
ful tenderness—of a woman whose wealness or
caprico had prepared it for him, Strange, passing
strange, to at least my ghostly apprebension, are
the illusions and wagaries of a “fond ™ madman !

The second Lord Riverton died, and title and
estates were inherited by his brother, the Honourable
James Bernard; a very different person from the
decessed. He was a hale, wiry, worldly man; head
married an Englishwomen, poor as Job, but of high
-aristocratic connection. “ Blood” was a prime con-
sideration with the new lord, and it was soon known
that the great object of his ambition was to substitute
an English for his Irish poerage. 1lo was, however,
scarcely rich enough for that, but as a sufficient
establishment could be maintained for half Lis income,
acre might be added rapidly to acre, field to feld, till
his rent.roll had swelled to dimensione equal to the
gustainment of an English barony or earldom, of which
the glittering coronet would, he hoped, one day grace
the brow of his son and only <hild, a promising
youngster, then about seven years of age.

The mother of the third Lord Riverton was as
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striet & Catholic as the mother of the first had been
(I believe they both came of the szme stock), and
still more sedulous in instilling her own faith into the
minds of her children. Lady Riverton was as fierce
a Protestant; and as her husband waa careless of
creeds, apd would probably remain so as long ss the
sun of life was high above the horizon, her ladyship
was permitted to have her own way in the matter.
The endowment of the Catholic chapel,—(seventy
pounds per annum, guaranteed by nothing of more
legal worth than the firat Lord Riverton’s promise)—
was eancelled, and two or three Irish Catholic servants
were dismissed. 16 was of the last importance that the
minds of her ladyship’s husband and son should be
kept freo or purged of Romish predilections, else of
what avail would be an English peernge, conferring no
seat in the House of Lords!

The chapel was consequently closed, or opened oe-
casionally only at Christmas or Faster, when it wag
sorved from.the nearest mission.

This was the chief reason that I did not revisit that
part of the country till full ten years had prssed
away. A considerable chanpe had taken place. Yady
Riverton had been several years dead. Lord River-
ton, though still & model of economical manage-
went, had renewed the grant to the chapel, and
Divine service was regularly celebrated. The con-
gregation was still extremely scant, and not one
of the domestics at Riverton Hall worshipped
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there. The Honourable Bobert Bernard was at
Oxford. .

Lord Riverton received me very kindly, and it was
atb his instanee that I remained several months, doing
duty for the resident priest (a Spaniard and good
man, but whose English was scarcely all that could
be wished), whilst he, at Lord Biverton’s charges, re-
visited, for probably the last time, his beloved
Grenada,

I was becoming impatient of his long absence, as
my services werc required clsewhere, when an incident
oceurred, the ultimate consequences of which, I, being
neither a conjuror nor a prophet, did not make the
fuintest guess of,

A message reached me to the effect that an invalid
lady Dad slighted from a fly, or four-wheeled hack-ear-
riage, at the Riverton Arms, and manifested much con.
cern at hearing that Lord Riverton might not return
till the morrow. She, however, despatched a ready-
written letter to the hall, next inquired if a Catholic
priest resided in the neighbourhood, and upon being
told there was, requested that he should be sent for
with as little delay ns possible.

Only another illustration of the common lot! Yet
never does such an event lose its startling solemnity ;
for how awfully true it is that every death-bed is
the final scene of a great tragedy; ay, if the death
be a peasant’s, the bed a bed of heath
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The lady who had summoned me was dying. There
could be no question of that. A few hours, more or
less, and the struggling spirit would be freed from
the crumbling tenement of elay. A superbly-bean-
tiful tenement it must have been, ere suffering, grief,
renmorse—no, not remorse, self-blame it might be, had
marred those gueenly features, dimmed the splendour
of those large and etill lustrous eyes. My long-prac-
tised glanee showed me that I was in presence of the
catastrophe of a strong, high-soaring, bagffed life, sus-
tained, 1 also judged, by a pure conscience—pure, as
tested by human powers—enabling the moribund to
accept that great defeat with celmness and resigna-
tion. A noble, touching spectacle!

“ I wished to have a priest near me,” said the lady,
“ ag 1 thought just now that the end was fearfully near.
T was not physically equal to the long journey I have
compelled myself to take. I fecl stronger now,

“ My business here,” she resumed, *is to receive
from Lord Riverton's own lips an assurance that he
will be the friend and guardion of my twe orphan, and
else utterly unfriended, children. e will not refuse
me, 1 have been so many years abroad,” she went
on to say, in her sweet, palient voice, ¥ 80 completely
shut out from hearing home news, that you will ex-
cuse me for nsking if Lord Riverton has formally
embraced our faith, for which he always professed
the deepest veneration. That, however, may have
been mercly to please me,” she added, with a
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sweet, introspective, and, I thought, #acant smile. Was
the lightness before death so close ot hand ?

I answered that his lordship had not embraced the
Catholic faith, but had given substantial proof of his
sympathy therewith.

“Q yes, I know. Libernlity—gontlemanly feeling
—hatred of intolerance—and the rest of it. Dross,
which T might have transmuted into pure gold ! *’

A carriage, swiftly driven, stopped in front of the
tavern, and presently a waiting woman announced
that Lord Riverton was in attendance to speak with
the lady who had forwarded a note to the Huoll.

The lady’s agitation at hearing this meseage alarmed
me. She, however, by a wonderful effort of will, for
one in her state, controlled her emotion, made a ges-
ture of aswent to the servant, and, sinking back upon
the pillow, said faintly,

Do not leave: I may need your counsel.”

Yord Riverton softly entered the chamber—his face
white and working with perturbation and dismay.

“Not you—not you!™ exclaimed the lady with
nervous quickness. “ Not the Ionourable James
Bernard. I must see Lord Riverton himsclf.”

“Will you, reverend sir, be pleased to leave us for
o few minutes £’ said Lord Riverton.

I instantly complied with his lordship’s request,
end went down stairs, where I remeined solus for
about half-an-hour, instend of a few minutes.

% The lady up stairs wishea to see you,” said Lord
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Riverton, who was still far from having recovered hia
ordinary self-command. “ It is a very unpleasant
uflair, of which you, I caunot doubt—helped by your
recollection of certain confidential conversations with
ihe late Lord Riverfon-—have easily solved the
enigma. I bave undertaken, for the future, the care
of the unfortunate lady’s children, and that being the
only question in issue, it will be well to keep silence
upon the subject, even between ns two. Painful and
uscless regrots should be, a3 quickly ae possible, buried
memories.”

‘With that his lordship left, and I returned &o the
deathwchamber.

The lady was much exhausted, and sinking fast.
The interview with Lord Riverton had evidently
Lastened her end, which, however, could not, under
the most favourable circumstances, have been long
delayed.

“ Jy”~~she said, in a voice 80 low and feeble that
I was several times obliged to bend down my head
elose to hers to catch the words—* Is the promise
of ——of —this Lord Riverton {o be relied upon, think
youf?”

“In my opinion, to bc most confidently relied
upon.”

“Blessed be God for that., He has promised to
watch over Gernldine and Patrick. Wonld that X
had found Charles alivel He died young, ILess,
much less than a year after—after——, His brother
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solemnly assures me I had no part in Lis early death.
I fear that may be a picus deoceit, to avoid distressing
me 8t this awful moment. You were in his confi-
dence I am told. Did he speak of me P"

“I have never, madam, beard your name men-
tioned.”

“Thank heaven! Yet so young—so scon after—"*

Aas ghe spoke, the undefinable change, as if ennsed by
the shadow of the Angel of Death in bodily presence,
which he who las once seen can never afterwards
wistake, overgrew her face. I hastened to administer
the last rites of the church, she remaiuing feebly con-
scious the while. Gradually she ceased to breathe,
and, with the name of Geraldine upon her lips, about
which played a faint, angelic smile, passed peacefully
from earth,

* * * & *

Directions for the funeral were given by Lord
Riverton. It was a handsomely-furnished one, and
the corpse was conveyed to Dublin. No name was
inscribed upon the coffin-plate.

About six years afterwards, I was again the offici-
ating priest at the little chapel dedicated to 8f. John
the Evangelist, till a substitute could be found. Popery
had made o progress in the locality since my last
visit there; but tho seythe of Time had reaped its
usual harvest, and even glonced unpleasantly near
Tord Riverton, He had met with an accident whilst
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hunting, which had not only been atiended by severe
physical injuries, but for a time had terribly shaken
his nervoue aystem. He was much better when I
paw him, and received me with the old cordiality.
He even attended service at the chapel twice or
thrice, not, it appeared to me, with sineerity of devo-
tion, though the Emancipation Bill had passed, and
8 Catholic was of equal 'value and splendour with a
Protestant coronet. His chance of obtaining admis-
sion into the ranks of the Eoglish Peerage was, ho
told me, more promising than ever. He frequently
apoke with parental pride of his gon, who, I knew
from the papers, had abtained first-class hononrs at
Oxford. The Honournble Robert Bernard was,
and had been for o eonsiderable time, absent on a
business visit to Ireland. The steward, who managed
the estate in the King's county required looking
after, a3 T understood. Tord Riverton also spoke
with restrained frankness, as it were, of the stranger.
lady who died at the Riverton Arms. Her adopted
name—adopted from necessity, he said—was Conway.
He himself had never seen either of the children.
Hia son, the Honourable Robert, wrote enthusiastieally
of Geraldine. He, Lord Riverton, had placed her
with a highly respectable family in Dublin, and meant
to give her a reasonable dowry, in the event of mar- .
riage, for a giri of her actual status in society. Patrick
wag studying at Maynooth for the Chureh, for which
the prineipal of the college reported he had little or no
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vocation. Patrick preferred the army, and if he proved
to be resolutely bent upon that profession, his Lord-
ship thought he must purchase him & commission,

Upon my remarking that of course Geraldine and
Patrick’s mother was the lady to whom the late Lord
had been so fatally attached, Lord Riverton changed
eolour, and the topic, with the brusque remark, that
that was a matter about which he did not choose to
be questioned.

The prolonged ahsence of the Honourable Robert
Bernard in relond, became a source of serious trri-
tation to Lord Biverton. What on earth could be
keeping the young man in Dublin? Dancing at.
tendance at a sham court could nof be so very enter-
taining,

I chanced to be one day at Riverton Hall when the
post arrived. Lord Riverfon seized and opencd a
letter with great eagerness. All colour left his face
a8 he perused it, and a fierce oath, the first I had ever
heard from him, surged through his guivering lips.
“Excuse me, sir,” he said, with sharp abruptness,
“1 have received ill-news, and must bid you good-
day.,’

His Lordship’s irritation having subsided, he sent
for me to apologize for his rudeness.  The truth is,”
he said, “that my son chooses to faney himself in love
with a besutiful beggar—a ——. But I have myself
greatly -to blame. I wus told by more than one
sperson that Clersldine is the image of her mother;
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and J—dolt! ass! that T was—gave Robert her ad-
dress! Never mind! ¢All’s well that ends well.
Ceraldine Conway will never be Lady Riverton.
Never, by & T would rather see Robert in hie
cofin! He will return next week. I have written
to command his immediate presence here. It will
not take long to make him thoroughly comprehend
that my son cannot bo the husband of Geraldine
Conway.”

The Honourable Robert Bernard did not obey the
parental mandate so promptly as his Lordship wished.
Several unsatiefsctory cxcuses were received; and
when the young genileman did at Inst make his ap-
pearance at the Hall, Tord Riverton was absent on 2
visit to the Duke of Wellington at Strathfieldsaye.

The Honourable Robert was o fine young fellow,
full of animal apirita, and of a joyous, genial tem-.
perament.  In en hour he and T were close acquaint-
ances; in two, confidential friends. By that time I
knew all he knew concerning Geraldine Conway. In
fact, he brimmed over with Geraldine fo an over-
whelming degree, though undoubtedly the miniature
he wore, unless the limeer lied nudacionsly, excused
his ravings, He did not know very much more than
myself of the Conway family. He believed their
trus name was Massey, but was not sure; neithes
was Greraldine. Her parents had left Ireland a fow
montha after marriage under the pressure of debt-,
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difficulties, and ultimately the mother had, with her
two children, taken refuge from a brutal, beggared
husband, in an Austrian convent and under a feigned
name. The funds required for that purpose had been
supplied, Gersldine and her brother understood, by
Tord Riverton. Upon this I remarked, that if the
Iete Lord Riverton was meant, the statement must be
an error, a8 his Lordship died about ten monthes after
the mother's marringe with Massey, if Masscy was
the husband’s name. The Honourable Robert Ber-
nard thought I must be right and Greraldine mistaken,
In faet, there was a mystery about the whole matter
which he would insist upon his father clearing wp.
Nobody even seemed to know if Massey waa alive or
dead, or why the name of Conway had been assumed.
As to a prolonged opposition on the part of Lord
Riverton to his, the son's, union with Geraldine, it
was absurd. Af all events it would prove futile,
He loved and honoured his father, would do any rea-
sonabls thing to oblige him; but to make shipwreck
of his love, his hopes, his life, in obedience to & canse-
less caprice, waa not to be thought of. Lord Biverton
upon calm reflection would comprehend that he had
no power of coercion. The family estates were
strictly entailed, and he, the son and heir, could
readily obtain a large anmmal income upon the security
of his reversionary right fo them. Gersldine Conway,
or Mamsey, should be his wife, with Lord Riverton’s
consent he hoped, but if not, certainly without.
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Icould not doubt the sincerity of the nrdent lover’s
resolve, and being equally sure of the angry oppo-
sition of Lord Riverton to the unsqual match, I
anticipated o violent explosion when the father and
eon should mect.

I was not in that regard mistaken. I slept ab the
Hall, and on the morrow witnessed a very painful
scene. Lord Biverton returned late at might, and
met his son at the breakfast-table, The subject of
which the hearts of both were full was soon mooted,
and the fierce altercation went on erescendo, spite of my
endeavours to moderate their mutnal viclence of tone
snd temper. The hot debate was at length brought
to a climax by a flercely-solemn declaration of the
son—if I may so express myself—that no considers-
tion, no power on earth, should prevsil upon him to
violate hia plighted fuith to Geraldine Conway ; no~-
nor to postpone their nuptials.

Loord Riverton, who was scurcely less agitated than
his son, was silenced for awhile by that emphatic as.
severation. Presently he rose from his chair, and in
8 voice quivering with rage—at least, I so interpreied
the husky broken tones—seid:

“ There remains then bui one alternative. You
compel me to make a disclosure which I would fain
have avoided. Come with me infd the library. That
which I bave to say must bave no suditor save your-
self: not even our reverend friend here.”

They had lefs the room about five minutes, less
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perhaps, when the library-bell rang furiously. T
hastened thither, and found the Honourable Robert
Bernard extended, senseless, on the carpet. In a fit,
I at first thought; but he had only fainted, and as
goon as he gave signs of roturning animation, Lord
Riverton insisted that I, as well as the servant who
answered the bell, ghould leave the room. 1 did eo,
and the house immediately afterwarda.

On the following day I'received an incoherent,
blotted serawl from the Honourable Robert Bernard,
the confused and confusing purpert of which was
that he was aboul to leave England, and should not
return for several vears, if at all. A curse was upon
him, upon his father, upon their house. Marringe
with Geraldine was not ocly impossible, but to think
of her as a wife was a crime.

“What devil’s game is his wily, unserupulous lord.
ship attempting to play 7 was my first thought after
having with pome difficulty deciphered the note.
Surely he had not ventured npon the shacking deviee
of inginuating that Geraldine Conway, or whatever
her real name might be, was connected by a close, the
closest tie of blood with himself! A terrible suppo-
sition! Yet what other meaning conld be attached to
the young man’s expression that “ to think of Gersl-
dine a4 a wife was o crime P

I felt ontirely sure that such a statement or insinu-
ation would be as false as unutterably wicked, and T
could hardly bring myself to believe that his lordship,



THE YOUNG CONFESSOR. 248

even for the make of carrying out the great alliance
he had been for some montha negotialing on behalf of
hiy son, had taken so hazardous astep. 8till, I knew
that vaulting ambition, given rein to, will often over-
Jeap the most sacred barriers. I would see the young
gentleman, and as far a8 in my power disabuse his
mind of the gross invention, which, I suspected, had
been palmed upon him,

Too Iate! The Honourable Robert Bernard hed
left the Hall several hours previouely; and ne one
know where a letter would find him, exeept Lord
Riverton himaelf, and he declined to see me, nnder
the plea of indisposition. His lordship hoped, how-
ever, to be able to reccive the Reverend Mr. Maourice
on the next day but one, if he would have the kind-
ness to look in at the Hall, I did look in, and had a
bricf, uneatisfactory interview with the noble lord.
The communication he had made fo his son was of
course no business of mine. That was quite clear;
and equally eo, that he had fulfilled a eacred duty in
making it, for which his sor would one day thank him.
His lordship had nothing further to say upon the sub-
ject, and loftily hinted, that if bis friendship were
prized by me, 1 ought for the future to scrupulously
avoid & fopic which only concerned himself and the
Ilonourable Robert Bernard,

Things fell out adversely with Lord Riverton after
his son’s departure. The negotiations for the great
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marringe were broken nbraptly off, sod with the rup-
ture of thet nearly-concluded compact the vision of an
English coronet faded to air. The prospective glories
of the world—*kiz world—eluded, and those he pos-
seased seemed to wither in, his grasp. A correspond-
ence with Patrick Conway, who had left Maynooth
and since resided with his sister in Dublin, trritated
and harassed him more than he would confess, Hia
lordship bad offered to purchase a commiseion in
the army for * the insolent fool.” The proffered gift
was indignantly declined, and Patrick Conway, or
Massey, emigrated to Monte Video, South Ame-
rics. Hip sister Geraldine was to follow as soou as
he hed made s bome for her. Then his lordship’s
son, his much-loved son, seldom wrote to him, and
when he did, briefly and coldly, upon business matters
slone. A gloomy and depressing cloud chilled and
darkened Lord Riverton’s brilliant noon of life. (He
wae not much on the shady side of fifty.) By-and-
by, a fire st the Hall, whick burst out at dead of
night, though be fortunately eseaped unhurt, brought
on again the nervous prostration which the accident
in the hunting-field had first induced. Thies time he
did not rally from the attack, and confirmed hypo-
chondria appeared likely to supervene. That fear
was realized ; superstition preceding and accompany-
ing the terrible malady. What in his lordship’s case
I mean by superstition, was the revival in kis mind of
the terrors—religious terrors so called—of childhood, -
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combined with the too common notion that alma-gifts
money-benefactions—not bestowed in a spirit of cha-
rity and love, but solely with a view to avoid hell and
win heaven, a working for wages, in short,—was the
trus mode of securing tranquillity of spirit, of obiain-
ing the peace which passeth understanding!

I was closely observant of the phases of mind
through which his lordship was passing, and felt the
while quite sure that in the sepulchre he was whi-
tening some hideous skeleton lay concesled from the
world’s eye, but ever present in ghastly ghostliness
to his own introspective vizion. "What might be its
form and lineaments? Difficult to say, éudept thab
there could be little doubt that it had relation to the
Conways or Masseys. I felt confident of that.

His lordship came often to chapel, and I more than
once saw Feliz tremble in the contemplation of
life, denth, and judgment to come. But it would not
be to me, I felt quito sure, that he would expose hia
soul-sores ; not me whom he would ask to aid in raz-
ing out the written troubles of his brain. Oh nol
Some omne of less experience would suit him better——
one who, not knowing or suspecting the truth, would
accept without too close questioning his own gloze of
the deeds, of which he might: gently, tenderly, accuse
himeelf.

Thus reasoning with myself, 1 was not surprised to
read en advertisoment in The Tallet, just about that
time started by Mr. Lucas, stating that the services
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of a Roman Catholic Chaplain were required in Lord
Riverton’s household, As there was no Cathelic ser-
vant in the establishment, the Chaplain could only be
wanted by his lordship. It was added in the advertise-
ment that a knowledge of chess would be a desidexatum,
and that refined manners and a classical edueation
were indispensable. The amount of stipend might be
fixed, in a reasonable sense, by the priest himself.

“ Yes,” said Lord Riverton, when 1 mentioned that
T had seen the advertisement—* Yes ; I am anxious to
secure the society, and, of course, the services of a
cultivated priest. I am growing cld. The ice of age
seems to be chilling my blood at am earlier period,
and with swifter progress, than is usually the easc,
My son, too, is self-exiled: and I feel alone in the
world. I have nced, therefore, of a divinely-commis-
sioned guide, philosopber, and friend, and one not too
stern or ascetic.”

“ A physician, whose duty will be not to probe the
ulcerous place, but to skin and flm it.”

“T.beg psrdon, sir. I wish to obtain the society of
& cultivated prieat, of a consecrated gentleman. And,
I believe I have succeeded to admiration. Of course
you have heard of the Reverend Charles Mordauut,
one of the Douay priests ?

“ Certainly I have ; and that he is endowed with
marvellous fluency of speech. For 50 young & man
he has acquired an extroordinary reputation. Surely
ke is not going to subside into & chaplainey ?
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“ His health has suflered from over-exertion, and
his wedical adviser insists that he must give up
preaching for two or three years, By son knows him
well, and writes strongly in his praise. I have con-
fidence in Robert’s recommendation, as he perfectly
understanda the kind of person that will suit me.
Then, his testimonials are unesceptionable.”

“There can be no doubt of that; still he ia very
young.” ,

“Bo much the better. Iow old was the best-loved
of the Apostles P

There was no answering that, and I said no more
upon the subject.

Not only a young, but & singularly handsome, man
waa the Reverend Charles Mordount. "Whers had X
befure seen ihat fuce P—not the form of face, but the
expression, which, whenever anything was said which
saddened him—and this was often—flitted over his
features ? I could not remember; but the spiritual
sbadow seemed familiar to we. Or was it & dream-
memory which baunted me? Likely enough. ™

Certainly, s very accomplished gentleman was the
young priest; and what a wmastering influence he
early acquired over Lord Riverton’s weakened mind!
A gubduing influence, arising in & great degree, no
doubt, from the natural power which a etrong will
exerts over o feeble one, Yet there seemed to be
some other influence at work. I fancied that there
was & kind of growing triumph in the chaplain’s tone
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and manner when especially addressing his lordship,
a8 if he felt sure of obtaining irresistible ascendancy
over him. Yet Lord Riverton had not, I knew, been
formally received into the Church, nor had he made
confession, though that preliminary step would not, I
was sure, be long delayed, so morbidly apprehensive of
death had his lordship become.

A slight fit of paralysis hastened the conclusive
step. His lopdship feared to longer dally with the
issues of éterfity ; and a note was brought to Mr. Mor-
daunt whilst we sat together in tho Library at Riverton
Hall, containing two or three lines, traced with a
trembling hand, intimating his lordship’s anxious
desire to make general confession without delay.

The chaplain’s face, ax he read the note aloud,
flashed with triumph, expressive of a more vivid
interest in the spiritual welfare of his noble patrom
than T had given him credit for. The next moment
he was white and frembling with emotion, and his
voice faltered with agitated earnestness, so to speak,
as he rose to leave the room, and required of me a
promise not to quit the Hall till he should have
again seen and spoken with me. I consented, though
considerably more puzzled by the manner of the re-
quest than by its substance. I also heard the
chaplain direct a servant to see immediately if the
medical gentleman, who had been in constant attend-
ance upon Lord Bivertor during the previous week,
was within call.
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These were extraordinary doings, and a saspicion
that had once before dimly suggested itself arose in
my mind. The chaplain had never previously, as far
as my knowledge went, manifested much priestly zeal.
Ho bad even refused, with something of scornful
asperity, to once preach in my place, hizh as his
qualifications in that respect were seid to be. Another
cirenmstance puzzled me. Lord Riverton had been
informed by his son that the fervent preacher’s
health necessitated absolute repose, and yet it seemed
to me that he was in the full vigour of youthful life.
There was, I almost felt sure, some terrible mystifica.
tion in progress, and I determined to write that very
day to one of the principals at Douay, whom I knew
very well, requesting information as to the antece.
dents and true character of the Reverend Charles
Mordaunt. Fears and doubtings shook me, and 1
remembered, with 5 hot flush, the chaplain's confusion
when I made some eamal inguiry of him respecting
that very prineipal. Ilow could I have been #0 un-
heedful, so blind! The Reverend Mr. Mordaunt was,
I knew, a young man, some eight-and-twenty years of
sge; but Lord Riverton's chaplain looked, at all
events, four or five yenrs younger than that!

I waa startled out of my reverie by a sudden com-
motion in the direction of Lord Riverton’s chamber,
and hastening out of the library, I saw the chaplain
descending the grand staircase in a state of wild
excitement, two or three steps abt a time. To cap
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my consternation and bewilderment, he seized rudely
hold of me, literally pushied me back into the libeary,
slammed to the door after him, and burst iuto wild,
exultant, uncontrollable laughter,

“ This is strange behaviour for a priest, who has
just come from fulfilling one of his most solemn func-
tions,” said I, with angry heat, as soou as I could
make mysclf heard,

“Priest me no priest!” retorted the supposed
chaplain, with a shout. “1I am TPatrick Conwny, at
your reverence’s servive. Capitally doue, by Jovel™
he added, with a renewed burat of triumph.

“ Not a priest} Not the Reverend Charles Mor-
dnunt! You are an arrant impostor then.”

“ Impostor in your reverend teeth! I am Geral-
dine Conway's (I like that name better then Massey)
brother, and the Honourable Hobert Bernard’s fust
friend, who did nof emigrate to Monte Video, lin-
poetor, forsooth! My own private opinion, spite of
Maynooth teaching, is, let me tell you, thot the true
confessor, if the last two worde are reconciluble, is
the real impostor, by assuming—impotent earth-worin
that he is!—to anticipate and prouounce the decrees
of Alinighty God. Beshrew my tongre!” added Pa.
trick Conway, with quick feeling; “I have no right
to address you in such language. The truth is, as
the seniors of Maynooth early discovered, I have no
religious vocation whatever, in their meaning of the
phrage. Ah, but I say,” Le continued, * didn't I
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famounly act the part of a highly-devotional, world-
contemning young pricat, bamboozling, not only the
titled imbecile up-stairs, but your astute solf ? By
heaven, it was gloriously managed, but how I con-
trived to keep my counfenance when we three were
especially spiritual aud solemn was, and is, a marvel
to myseclf! I let on afterwards ; and,as I'm a geutle-
man, I was often afraid that people in the room under
my sleeping chamber would hear the bed shake under
me. Iis cautious lordship would not confess to
you,” went on the cxultant young Irishman. “O
dear no; he was too wily for that. You he would
frequently meet again, and the silent reproach in your
cye would not be pleasant; whilst the Reverend
Charles Mordaunt, who was so morbidly anxious to
gecludo himself from the world in the quietude of a
monastery, was just the man to shrive the old sinner:
There, don't luok so scared, siv. A great, an immense
good las been sccomplished, and not the slightest
harm done. His lordship wor’t take final leave of
this Vale of Tears for some years to come, I'll answer
for it; and so would anybody that witnessed the
astounded penitent spring up at my throat when he
found that he had been disclosing his sinister secrets
to Patrick Conway. 1 had not supposed be had so
much vitality feft in him. Be hanged if he did not
knoek the Absolution clean out of my head ; just as, in
the joy of my heart, I was about to give it him with-
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out reserve, restriction, the seven penitential psalms,
or any bother whatever.”

“Your witless, insolent persifiage, Mr. Patrick
Consray, merely excites my pity and contempt. I
aun searcely imagine it possible that you are a son
of the pious lady whose eyea it was my sad privilege
to close.” )

“ Forgive me! forgive me!” exclaimed the young
man, with instant revulsion of feeling. “X prate of
I know noi what. The only excuse ia, that I am
transported out of myself by the blessed certainty
that my sister's happiness is assured-—my friend,
Robert Bernard's life redeemed from despair, by Lord,
Riverton's confession.”

The medieal gentleman in attendance upen Lord
Riverton, looked in to say that his lordship, who
was much better, wished to see me directly.

“« Tell that artfal young villain, Conway or Massey,”
said Lord Riverton, after an impatient, quernlous
Teply to my inquiry as to how he felt— Tell that
artful young villain that if he will give me hia word
of honour not to betray the—the confidences he has
filched from me (I do not mind his telling you—I
may do so myself before long), I will write to Robert,
giving bim full permission to espouse Geraldine: of
course farnishing my own explanation of what I for-
merly told him, Add that my late brother’s intention
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shall be carried out, and something more. Patrick
Conway—Conway was his mother’s maiden name—
Patrick Conway must feel, upon reflection, that the
future Lady Riverton would derive no honour from
scandal attaching to my pame,”

The disclosares which Patriek Conway had elicited
from Lord Riverton were that his brother, the second
lord, a few weecks before his death Lad obtained a
solemn pledge, sealed by an oath on the Gospels, from
him, then the Honourable James Bernard, that the
personals, about twenty thousand pounds, which were
at the disposal of Lord Riverton, should be vested
in trustees for Mrs. Massey, with remainder to her
children, should she bave any, and they survive her.
The greed of gold induced the violation of that
solemn pledge, though Jumes, Lord Riverton, solemuly
declared that he had always intended to bequeath
quite the amount to Patrick and Geraldine. The
other, and more important disclosure was, that find-
ing his son Robert perversely bent upon marrying
Greraldine Conway, his lordship had falsely declared
that the young lady was hia own natural daughter—
his son Robert’s sister. * I bave never felt peace of
mind since then,”” added his lordship, “and it is a vast
relief to be freed, no matier much by what means, of
the stifling weight of such a cruel falsehood.”

Not many weeks bad passed away when the
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Honourable Robert Bernard and Geraldine, his wife,
took up their abode at Riverton Ilall, Lord Riverton
having previously determined to reside permanently
in Londen. There he sank mto s mere club-man,
passing.his days and 2 larpge portion of his nights in
reading newspapers, babbling of politics, and playing
whiet.



whelations of & Cutbolic Briest,

No. 7.—ONE CHRISTMAS EVE.

A worrny priest and very old friend was with me
when the post brought the printer's proof of o por-
tion of *The Scarsdale Family,” This naturally led
to a conversation on the propriety, or impropriety, of
giving the experiences of a Catholic clergyman to the
world. I was rejoiced to find that his opinion coin-
cided with mine, Such a work, he remarked, could
only be dererving of censure if it afforded the reader
the slightest clue to the recognition of the real per-
sons who, concealed by fictitious names and other
masks, figured in its pages. “An offence go grave as
that you will, of course, serupulounsly avoid. I never
henrd,” he ndded, “that the Reverend Mr. Price did
wrong in publishing his ¢Sick Calls, and what, 1
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should like to know, are ¢ 8ick Calla’ but ¢ Revelations
by a Catholic Priest’ ? I am also plensed to hearthat
your little work is not to be in the slightest degree
controversial. Clan anything be more transparently
absurd than an attempt to teach doctrine by invented,
and for the most part clumaily-invented dialogues, in
which, of course, the Protestant, or Papist writer takes
excellent care to give himself—no difficult task—a
for ever erushing victory. For my part, 1so entirely
approve the idea of the book, as you have conceived
it, that if your space is not filled up, I shan’t mind
furnishing you with & curious story, that in its later
scenes fell immediately within my own observation,
and for the truth of ali the materisl incidents of
which, I think X ean vouch.”

I eagerly embraced.my kind friend's offer, and
upon receipt of the manuscript, despatched it without
alteration to the printer. Here it is; tho heading
only, “One Christmas Eve,” not a very felicitous
one, I fear, being mine. o

“This etory, which in rash-hour I promised to write
out from almost illegible notes, and fast-vanishing
memories, properly dates from many years before
I intimately kuew one individusl that plays his
trifling, or important, part therein. The eurtain
rises upon Singapore; though, of ccurse, it was not
Singapore upou which the curta'n really rose, nor
was the name of two Englishmen, brothers, who
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had not long since arrived there, Hargrave. To us,
however, the locality shall be Singapore; the two
brothers, Thomas and Benjamin Hargrave, (There
ean be no barm in giving the right baptismal names).
They were Roman Catholics, after a fashion, and,
which much more eoncerned them, merchants pos-
seesed of sufficient capital, with bright prospects
before them. Their respective ages were thirty and
twenty-six, Thomns being the oldest, far more in
mental solidity and firmness ihan in years. They
were the children of one father, but two mothers, all
three of whom were dead. Tlere was a third brother
married and settled quietly in Tagland—in the
borough of Southwark, we will say, as a draper and
haberdasher, in rather an extensive way.

*'The business of Messrs. Hargrave Brothera pro-
spered amazingly, chiefly, if not entirely, through the
ivon energy of Thomas Hargrave. Benjamin was s
weak, facile creature, anxious for the cujoyment, far
more than the ereation of, wealth. (Putting his sickle
into the harvest at seed-time, to usc 2 blundering,
but iutetligible metaphor). To crown his fullies he
must needs fall in love, as the phrase goes, with a
French ercole’s bright eyes and face, and marry
her, too, notwithstanding Lis Lrother’s warnings—
shading into menaces—ihat her reputation was blown
upon, and that she had not a sixpenny piece to bless
herself with. They had one child, baptized Fanny,
88 a sort of propitiation to Thomas Hurgrave, who
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had known & Fanny in his youth, and in manhood
dreamed oftener than he wished of the grave which
held all of her that earth could claim, (You and I,
Maarice, well know that the coldest, sternest fillows
have places in their memory which unseen tears keep
green.)

“Except through Clrist's redeeming grace, that
which is innately evil cannot come to good. Thomas
Hargrave, who loved his weak brother the more, per-
baps, for his weakness (A contrast so flattering to his
own eelf-love! It’s of no use denying it ; the trail of
the serpent is over ail our purest affections),~Thomas
Hargrave, I say, who loved his weak brother, and was
himself proud-—as whom shali I say #~—well, prond
as an Englishmau of unstained rveputation who has
money in both pockets, and in the way of making
an immenge fortune—he, Thomas Hargrave, watched
warily the vain woman in whose loose keeping the
honour of her husband, Thomas Hargrave's brother,
was placed. A discovery took place. Thomas Har-
grave, who did not patronize the orthodex duello, se
pincerely cudgelled the man, threatening to repeat
the dose ad liditum, that he, after recovery, deemed
it prudent to leave the place.  Poor Bepjamnin liar-
grave died of shame, regret, and old rum, which,
though never hefore an intemperate man, he took
to desperately after revelation of his dishonour.
Mrs. Benjamin Ilargraves soon afterwards vanished
from our supposed Singapore ; and whon, in her fifth
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year, and etrong enough to bear the voyage, Fanny
was sent by unclo Thomas to his brother Charles, the
draper in the Borough, will o bandeome remittance,
and an intimation that Fanny wns his adopted,
beloved daughter. As that gentleman rarely made a
promise, and never broke one, it was considered safe
a8 the Bank of England that Fanny would be s
fabulously rich heiress. Uncle Thomas wrote that
be could never have parted with Fanny had he not
been warned by competent judges that a tropieal
climate would, inevitably, prove fatal to her.

“Leaving Uncle Thomas to his commercial specula-
tione,—to liis eager hunt, through foul, through fair,
efter riches,—an utterly demoralizing pursuit in
iteelf, but in his case Lumanized, we may be sure, by
recollections of Fanny, and her sweef odd sayings,
which he delights to repest to himself, a3 a sort of
charm againet the fever of worldly, strife, that
hange, in gathering intensity upon the beatings of
his heart,—1I turn to Brother Charles the draper’s
domesticity, iu tho Borough.

“ Brother Charles had always been what is called a
lucky man: in one great instance quite undeservedly.
Unless marriages are made in heaven, upon which
point I, and you too, have uncomfortable doubts.
He certainly married one of the best girls in
the world. Looked at by the light of common
eXperience, it was the rashest met of his life. He
waa struck by a sweet face nt a theatrs, followed
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its owner home, found that she was a needy semp-
stress, and without enquiring whether or not the
slime and slough of poverty had soiled ler inner life,
made Anne Riddet his wife!

“A fortunate marriage for him ! Assoon aw his girl-
wife could feel her feet, ns it were, nfter being so
puddenly lifted up to such a bewildering height.
(Had she not herself worked for people who humbly
received fheir orders from the great shop ; and did not
Mrs. Sims, who had cheated her out of a few penca
in abargain sbout shirt-making, well-nigh faint awny,
when wushered by an obeequious shopman info the
presence of Mra. Hargrave, who would in future con-
doct that particular department of the business!
Talk of that, for a time, prince of successful xwindlers,
who, having been an extra London policemnn, per-
jured himself into ihe throne of France'!—I don’t
think this last sentence is good English, by the way.
‘Why, the change, the diffcrence, was comparatively
nothing.)

“ I nmm becoming parenthetical 48 Gladstone,without
the excuse of his eloquence; and I think, my dear
Maurice, it wonld be wiser to burn than to send this
manuscript to the printer’s. That, however, is your
affair.

“ I was about saying, or writing, before I went off at
a tangent, that as soon az Mrs. Charles Hargrave felt
her foet, she, influenced by gratitude to her hueband,
and inspired by her own strong common-sense, quietly
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effected a great reform in the management of the
business ; and so successful wos she, that there wan
every prospect that their three sons, Charles,
Thomas and Benjamin, would be amply provided for.

The arrival of Fanuy was a veritable godsend to
the boys. They longed, with dim, confused conscious-
ness, for some object upon which to lavish the love
with which God's breath, in a greater or less degree,
inspires us all. Fanny became their idol. They would
often be off at early dawn, each rising and departing
stealthily, to Covent Garden, or other market, in
quest of choicest, earliest strawberries, cherries, rasp.
berries; and wasn't he pleased who got back first and
awakened Fanny by placing the strawberry, raspberry
or cherry between her lips: then sunned himself
in the smile of her pweet biue eyes! Excuse this
garrulous gossip; I knew Yanny and the boys so
well, ’

“Thanks chiefly to his admirable wife, there could
scarcely be a more fortunately-ircumstanced man
than Charles Hargrave. Yes, but the devil looks now
with as fiendish a malignity at an Eden in the
Borough.road, as he did at the inmates of the
primeval garden. There can, I suppose, be no doubt
of that; and I hope it s not controversy to eay so.”
Business, in fact, went too well with the prosperous
draper and haberdasher. The balance at the banker’s
was a, highly-respectablo and increasing one. Tho
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name of Charies Hargrave written across a bill of
exchange, was copsidered to be equivalent, interest
deducted, to a promise to pay by the Governor and
Company of the Bank of England.

“Thia very satisfactory state of affaira would,
there is little doubt, have econtinued till Charles
Hargrave had been respectfully gathered to his
fathers, but for one unhappy folly, sin—call it what
you will—that beset him ; and which, aecording to
his wont, the Father of Evil aroused into destructive
activity. (Does not ke know his own, detect its
presence through the stiffest Gros de Naples,—the
most unquestionable broad-cloth,—and, with unerring
skill, give it scope and opportunity ) The germ of
that folly, sin, erime, with Charles Hargrave, was an
abeolute faith in his own skill in horse.flesh; his
knowledge of the qualitice and capacities of Lorses.
In fact, he had been right in respect of several
races,—won a heap of money npon “ Running Kein,"”
—or gt least, in conneetion with “ Running Rein,”
for T am not posted up in sporting matiers. Be the
exact fact as it may, his gains on the “ Running
RBein” race thoroughly demoralized him. From
that time he was no longer a draper and haberdasher,
but a betting-bock maker. The natural results en-
sued—slowly, but surely; and enly by being pitched
out of a gig when returning from Epsom in 2 mad
drunken eondition, — by which lucky accldent his
neck was broken,—was Charlea Hargrave saved from
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making a disgraceful appearance in the Bankruptey
Conrt.

“Tothink that Fanny—sweet, sympathizing Fanny—
(whom eighteen summers hed ripened into the original
of the portrait in my study, which you will always
insist is one of Raffaelle’s Madonnas, only absurdly
young)-—to think that sweet, sympathizing Fanuy,
who loved Mrs. Charles Hurgrave with such a gushing
love, who was so attached to, so proud of her brothers,
a8 she would have her cousins to be, (Thomas and
Charles only of late; Benjamin, foolish lad! was
terribly vexed that Fanny had ceased to eay to him,
“ Now, Ben, brother mine, come for a walk ;"")—to
think, I say, that Fanny— (I am parenihesizing again
with a vengeance! You remember that old Square-
tocs at Stonyhurst used to say I should never be able
to compose an intelligible sermon if I did not break
myself of that unfortunate habit.) To think, I cnee
more say, thut Fanny, sweet, sympathizing Fanny,
should, when all wus gone to wreck,—the stock sold
off, the house to be let, and the family furned into’the
street within 8 month at farthest—euddenly become
gayer, merrier, than ever! Nay, the utter heartless-
ness of the hussy, and the priest (yself) who took
tea with the disconsolate family that evening—-to
laugh as they did till their sides shook again, when a
lawyer's clerk gave the widow formal notice, that
tnless eight Lundred pounds were forthcoming
within three months, Springfield Vills, near Wood-
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ford, in the Epping Forest, would be sold, by
orderof the mortgagee. Springfield Villa——every tree,
ghrub, flower, about which, were honsehold treasures!

«c¢Fight hundred pounds!’ exclaimed Fauny, as
distinctly as her cruel, mocking mirth permitted,—
‘why, good gracious, the man must suppose we are
the Bank of England! T am not clever in such
matters, to be sure, but it strikes me that there can't
be so much money in the country !’ And didn’t
ghe lzugh again—{a kind of bubbling honey—1I use
queer similitudes—was Fanny’s laugh. I once told
her, the Aunt present, of course, that if I was
only thirty years younger, and not a priest, I might
be tempted, but for the recollection that it was Eve
who lost Adam his paradise, to make her Mra. ——.)
Dida’t Fanny, I was saying, laugh—(I don’t mean at
my post-facto hypothetical offer of marriage, but at
her samart speech about eight hundred pounds and the
Bank of England),—and keep on laughing too, till
tears welled up into the widow’s eyes. Then the
laughing censed at once, and Fanny lastily extracting
o letter from bier bosom, aaked me to read 1% aloud.

4 Singapore, ——

“ ¢ My BeLOVED Faxwy,—

“*¥ bave but this moment received your leiter,
and the mail leaves in lese than half an hour. I was
decply grieved to hear of poor Charles’s denth, and if
I ¢ould blame you for anything, it would be for not
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having before informed me of the disastrous state of
hia affairs. Bid the widow tuke comfort as far as
money-matters are concerned. By next mail I will
send bills on the Bank of England for three thousand
pounds, payable to her order. 1 shall send that
amount because I fear you may have understated her
liabilities. My health not being so good as it was, I
am winding-up, and hope, with the blessing of God,
to see dear old England again in Jess than six months
nfter you receive this letter,

# ¢ Your mest affectionate Unele,

“ePyonas HaRgRaAVE.

< P H.—If there 18 any immediate pressure, show
this letter to Moeysra, W , Mincing Lane, who will,
upon myy responsibility, advance Mrs. Charles Har-
grave any sum ghe may require.’

“Wasn’t there crying, weeping, langhing, after X had
read that letter! Didn’t Fanny kiss the widow as if
she ‘was bent upon cating her up! And didn't she
—not, of course, at all in that extravagant way—but
didn’t she kiss Thomas, and Charles, and me.  (It’s
a fact, pa I'm alive; and Dr. Cunming may write a
book about it, for what I care. He may be able to
prove that it was a sign and symptom of the Greab
Tribulation coming upon the earth. I can, however,
solemnly deelare I did not think so at the time,—far
from it.) In fact, the only person present whom
PFanny did sof kiss, was Benjamin; and very sulky
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and eavage was he, at being made such an aggravating
exception. Those were his saled daya.

“Unskilled narrator that I am, it is, I find, necessary
to go back eome dozen years, or the story will be un-
intelligible. A long way back;—and see, now that
we have retraced our steps so far, what a misernble,
dirty place we bave arrived at—Wapping, namely, on
a dark, sleeky, December night. A. foreign vessel
has arrived, and amongst the few passengers she lands
is & woman, go eclosely muffled up, so chary of her
words, that the chambermaid who lights her to her
chamber can only report that she belicves her to be
a foreigner, with about as bright a pair of black eyes
a8 ghe ever clapped her own upon.

% The pext day this woman found me out, and I
heard her sad story. You and I know, though many
do not, that as long ago as 1822 g convent of the
sisterhood of Merey was established in London. With
my sanction, and upon my recommendation, ns soon
s the ordeal of time had proved the rincerity of her
contrition, Sister Agnes, as we mny call her, wes en-
rolled in the lists of that holy sisterhood. About »
year afterwards, ¥anny sickened with scarlet fever,
or scarlatina; and although she quickly recovered
from that malady, s secondary disorder, resembling
dropey, which ensmed, coused great anxiety, and
necespitated vigilant and ekilful oursing. My own
opinion was, that the child would die. Mra, Charles
Hargrave was herself in an ailing stste ; and scting,
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28 I cannot but think, in a spirit of Christian charity,
T advised that the services of one of the Sisters of
Merey should be secured. That advice was at once
agreed to, and without delay I obtained an interview
with the mother-superior. She was a mild, gracions
womasn, (which, by the way, all mother-superiors are
not,} and consented, without much demur, to permit
Sister Apnes and Sister Martha, (the statuies of the
order peremptorily requiring, except under very
especial circumstanees, that the sisterhood should
act in couples,) to visit and nurse the suffering
child. Sister Agnes swooned with joy. She was, as
the reader bas doubtless already divined, Fanny’s sin-
ful, repentant mother. A pledge was required that
she should, under no circumstances whatever, reveal
her relationship to the child.

“That pledge was faithfully kept; yet Fanny,
when, in after years, ill, or indisposed, would never—
(Fanny was a litile spoiled, I must tell you)—would
nover be nursed or tended, save by her aunt or
Sister Agnes. No doubt a mother’s fenderness
would make itself felt in o thousand ways. Ever in
the after time, when Bister Agnes was out on an
errand of mercy, she would, if possible, contrive to
paes the house where dwelt her child—(1f was to
breathe the sir she breathed that the unhappy
womsn came to England);—and I myeelf, many
timos, saw the poor creature wrench herself away,
o8 it were, with sobs of unutterable agony, from the
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charmed spot. She had grievously siuped, but the
expiation wus terrible.

“All the foregoing, since the reading of TUncle
Thomas's brief note, the intelligent render need not
be told is one long parenthesis, which, if I possessed
conetructive skill in narration, would have . been
avoided. I now go back to the delicious evening,
when we suddenly found ourselves in confident ex-
pectation of three thousand pounds, and sctual pre-
sence of love, kisses, temrs, and smiles; Benjamin
Hargrave being the only unenchanted or disenchanted
peraon there.

“ He grew worse ond worse, did Benjomin, as the
evening wore on, and we canvassed varicus schemes
for setting Thomas and Charles up in business (uncle
Thomas aiding), whilst not one word respecting the
future of Benjamin passed our lips. In that no ome
appeared to fake the slightest interest. Seeing this,
he himself announced with great heat that he would
go for a soldier; a declaration which set Fanny
laughing till the house rang again. “You silly boy!”
eaid his mother, with her usual pleasant smile, as she
glanced from him to Fanny. The words or the
glanee turned Benjamin’s face to the eolour of the
cont he had threatened to assume; but which light
was not, it seemed to me, expressive of military or
of martial ardour. Benjamin was certainly the hand-
somest of the three brothers, but not for that—not
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chiefly for that—waz he his mother’s and Fanny's
favourite. He was gentle as Mercy—tender snd
truetful as Infaney and Faith. Brave, too, as a lion1

“The three thousand pounds arrived in due course,
together with & kind letter from Uncle Thomas,
written, it smddened us to observe, with n feebls,
trembling hand. His health, he said, was rapidly
failing, and he intended coming lome without any
avoidable delay, By the same mail he had trans-
mitted the bulk of his wealth to England for invest-
menb in consols, He had aleo forwarded his will to
Mr. Woodruffe, Solicitor, New Squnre, Lineoln’s Inn,
Dear Fanny was sole heiress,

“The Harpgravesleft London for their pretty place
near Woodford, not far from Snaresbrook; and on
the 12th of the following December 1 received a
note from Mrs. Hargrave, requeating to see me, and
briefly stating that Mr. Thomas Hargrave bad ar-
rived two days previcusly, that is, on the 10th. The
10th of December is now one of the devil’s days in
my private calendar, buf it could not then have been
for that reason Mrs. Hargrave's note excited an
uncomfortable fecling. Why hadn't she writien
Tncle Thomas, instead of Mr. Thomas Hargrave ?
which was wropg in itself, He being the head
of the family was of course Mr. Harprave. The
baptismal Thomas was out of place,
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# T was undefinably annoyed, but how much more so
when I was pereonally introduced to Mr. Hargrave.
How utterly different was he from the Uncle Thomas
which my imagination bad pictured! TFanny too—all
the Ilargraves were dreadfully disappointed. Unele
Thomas was not at all ill. The sea-voyage, 18 he
eaid, had worked a miracle in regard to his health,
A fine, portly gentleman, to be sure, very polite, very
well-informed, but hard, cold as stone. 1 didn't like
him at all,

“ And how much less did I like him when Mrs.
Charles Hargrave informed me, with tearful emotion,
that he had brought a youthful protéyé with him, one
Henry Somers, whose f{ather, not very long since
decensed, had been bhis, Mr. Hargrave's, managing
clerk for many years; and that Unele Thomas in-
sisted upon Fanpoy's acceptance of Henry Bomers
for her husband., The young gentleman had fallen
in love with her at first sight ; and knowing his fine
qualities, and what an adinirable husband he would
make, he, Mr. Hargrave, wns fully determined that
Fanny should 'be Mrs. Somers. If she refused, he
would revoke the will which had been forwarded to
Mr. Woodruffe. More than that, Uncle Thomas,
finding that Fanny would not listen fo his proposi-
tion, bluntly told Mrs. Margrave that the three
thousand pounds he bad sent her was a loan; snd
that he should immediately take proceedings to recoup
himself, so far as the place st Woodford would
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recoup him, if be were thwarted in respect of the
marriage he had set his heart upon.

“ Here wae a pretty business! Fanny and Ben
jamin were distracted, Mrs, Hargrave piteously dis-
tressed ; but what, after all, wae to be done? You
might as well have appealed to the locks and belts of
a dungeon-door, begging them to slip back and let
you guietly out, as seek to turn Mr, Hargrave from
hie purpose. Ho was inexorable, peremptory. ¥Fanny
ghould be the wife of Henry Somers, and that, foo,
without delay, or a beggar .—beggary rendered more
aflictive by the consciousness that her obstinacy had
made paupers of her aunt and cousins.

% Now, Henry Somers was far from being a repul-
sive, unpresentable person. He was, in fact, a well-
educated, good-looking, well-mapnered young man,
aud I did not doubt was deeply smitten with Fanny,
‘What advice, therefore, could I give under such
circumstances, except to comply with the stern
uncle’s behest? I did 80, and, after an infinity
of tears and trouble, it was decided that the marriage
should tshe place on Christmas Day. No longer
delay than that would absolute Mr. Hargrave
permit.

“The conflict in Fanny’s mind between duty and
inelination, aggravated by the sight of poor Benja-
min's silent, utter misery, threw her on a bed of
sickness, It then occurred tolme that not only was
i right fo inform.Bister Agnes of ll the gircum-
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atences, but that it would be wise to obtain her
attendance upon the suffering girl, whom she might
strengthen and conscle, posseseing, as she did, great
influence with her. Sister ,Agnes was terribly
afllicted by the intelligence, and could not at all com-
prekend how so just, so good a man as Mr. Hargrave
could act eo cruel a part. Bhe, however, finelly
agreed with me that it was Fanny's duty to yield
obedience ; and, with the Mother Superior's wiiling
assent, she set off for Springfield Villa, alone. Opa
condition Sister Agmea insisted upon was, that she
ghould not see Mr.» Hargrave. He, no doubt, be-
Yeved her to be dead, and she ‘wae desirous he should
continue in that belief. The discovery that her ginful
mother still lived would not, she feared, dispose him
to act with more kindliness towards Fanny—the re.
verse rather. 1 agreed with her, and explained that
there was no danger of Mr. Hargrave seeing her, as
be and Henry Somers had taken up their quarters at
the Union Hotel, Cockepur Btreet, and it had been
agreed should not revisit Springfield Villa till Christ-
mas Eve, when the settlements would be ready for
signature. This part of the contract had been in-
sisted upon by tbe reluctant bride, and readily
assented to by Mr, Hargrave, who, though he would
not be turned from his purpose by his niece’s dis-
iress, had a strong aversion to witness it. Henry
Bomers had, of ¢ourse, no eay in the matter.

. “After a foew days, I heard from Sister Agnes that’
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Faony was much better in bodily health, but far a8
ever from being reconciled to the marringe, which
would, nevertheless, take place on the day named,
now immediately at hand. Sister Agnes would leave
Springfield Villa early on Christmas Eve; and it was
Fanny’s request, joined in by her broken-hearted
mother, that I would be present when the settlements
were to be signed, and make one last effort to dis-
suade her uncle from his tyrant purpose. I knew
there was not the faintest hope that be would do so.
I, however, agreed to be present, and make the
attempt.

“1 was enrly at Springfield Villa, and found the
family in a state of yet greater distress and confusion
than 1 had anticipated. Benjamin Hargrave had
been foolishly permitted to take final farewell of
Fanny. A terrible scene took place, the result of
‘which was, that he left the house in a state almest of
frenzy, and that she fell into a succession of fainting
fita, rendering it imposeible for Bister Agnes to leave
her. The aweet child’s anguish of mind and growing
aversion to the marrisge cauged both me and her
deeply-grieving mother to mentally review the whole
‘matter, and ask ourselves if we were justified in
urging her fo consummate so cruel, if nob sinful, an
act of pelf-sacrifice,

*“The upshot was, that I agreed to make another
eppeal to the generosity, the manlinese, of the ogre
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of an uncle, and his precions protégé. Sister Agnes
would remuin concealed inu Fanny’s bed-room to hear
the result.

“ About noon, Mr. Hargrave and Henry Somers
arrived, accompanied by Mr. Woedruffs, solicitor, and
hie clerk. Hargrave waalooking his sternest; never-
theless, I demanded a private conference, which he,
with grim reluctance, acceded to; and we passed into
an adjoining apartment, where Fanny, weeping and
trembling, awaited us, with her equally-agitated aunt.
The man was deaf as stone to all I could urge, to
his niece’s choking grief—her piteous prayers, as she
knelt at his feet for merey.

“¢ Make your choice,” he angrily exclaimed, ¢be-
tween marriage with Ilenry Somers, and beggary
for yourself, and your aunt, and cousins, Nothing

I waa faeing him, with my back towards the door
of the apartment. There was a light step behind e,
and at the same instant of time he ceased to speak,
the colour in his face changed fo & chalky whiteness,
and his eyes glared with sudden terror, as if a gorgon
confronted him. Turning round, I saw that Sister
Agnes had entered the room, and was atientively
regerding the astounded esitiff

“*¢] thought I knew that voice,’ maid she, ¢Thia
man is not Mr. Hargrave. He waa that gentleman’s
confidential clerk. His name is Somers.’

“As she spoke, the impostor o far recovered the use
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of his faculties aa to holt, with a fierce curse, out of
the room, in the wild hope of effecting his escape.
That, however, he did not succeed in doing. I ran
after, shouting ‘ stop, thiefl’ with all my power of
voice, and Mr. Woodruffe, aided by his clerk, caught
my gentleman in an outer passage. His son and co-
congpirator was also easily secured.

* The two scoundrels were cowed into making the
fullest confession of their gunilt. Mr. Hargrave died
n few doys only before he proposed {o embark for
Euegland, having previously confided his intentions and
wishes to Somers, to whose eare he also entrusted his
private corrcspondence and most important papers.
The idea of personating the deceased was conceived
durigg the passage home ; the caleulation being, that
Henry Somers once married fo the heiress, the matter
would be hushed up, and the euccessful eonspirators
permitted ta enjoy the fruits of their audscious villany.

“ Mr. Woodrafle would not, at first, hear of allowing
the fellows to go at large. Tt was, however, ulti-
mately agreed, that upon delivering up every docu-
ment of importance, und subscribing a full admission
of their guilt, they should be left to the chastisement
—a bitter one, wo may be sure, which the failure of
their plot could not fuil to inflict.

“'When the tumult of joyous gratulations bad to
some extent subsided, I sought out Fanny. Gently
opening the door of an apartment from which came
the sound of sobbing voices, I saw her embraced in
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her mother’s arms. In the sudden outburst of her
joy at Fanny's deliverance, and her own share in
bringing it sbout, Sister Agnes had made herself
known to her child. Such n scene was sacred from
intrusion, and I noiselessly withdrew, unobserved.

“ Meanwhile, Thomas and Charles sped oft' to find,
and quickly found, their brother Benjomin. I awoke
the next mornjng with a slight headache; and no
wonder, for a happier, noisier party never, I am sure,
wet together, even on a Christmas Eve.”



Debelutions of w Guthole Priest,

No. 8.—~MARGERY LAWSON,

I was about twenty-eight years old,—at which period
of life & man is generally supposed to have cub his
wisdom-teeth, enpposing his head to have been origin-
ally serewed on right,—when I got, and allowed others
to get me, into & pretty scrape; or rather a succesaion
of scrapes.

I occupied at that time a first floor in Mount
Street, Grosvenor Square. My landlord’s name was
Adam Black. He was 8 sturdy Presbyterian, and
though an Englishman himself,—that is, he was born
in London,~—was wonderfully proud of the Highland
or Lowland blood—I forget which—that flowed in
hia veins. He had some scruples of conscience about
letting his first floor to a Popish priest, but finally
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reconciled himsclf to the desecration, by adding ten
per cent. to the rental,—which, I bave no doubs, he
Leld to be a riphteous spoiling of the Amalckites, A
very decent wan, nevertheless, was Adam Black, and
played backgammon uncommonly well. This was a
bond of friendship between us. Another inducement
not merely to tolerate, but look with compassionate
benignity upen his lodger, was, that a relative had left
me a really handsome solid silver breakfast and tea
service, worth, perbaps, two hundred pounds. Therc
could be no anxiety anent payment of rent by the
most papistical individual,—the Man of Bin, himself,
—who possessed such a security as that. TDesides, 1
wis frequently absent from London, and the silver set
at such times was at Mrs. Black’s command. That,
to a lady of her somewhat numercus acquaintance,
was a consideration.

The point of popish practice to which Adam Black
waa most inveterately hostile was the celibacy of the
clergy. I expiained that clerical celibaey was merely
a disciplinary rule of the Church, not a point of
doetrine. Mr. Black thereupon observed, that he had
been told so before ; and he had, moreover, beard from
reliable authority, that great pumbers of Catholie
priests in England, (bow it might be in Popish
countries, where they might come under the lash of
the law, he could not say,) that great numbers of
Catholic priests in England were privately married,
for which he highly commended them, One might as
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well have argued with a mile-stone, as attempt to
convinee Adam Black against hie will; and as the
topic did not interest me, I laughed it lightly off.
This, I afterwards knew, he took to be implied acqui-
escence in his monstrous assertion.

The winter that year was a wretchedly cold, slesty,
rainy one. “The rain, it raineth every day!” I ex-
claimed tartly, aloud, quoting the Fool in * Lear,” as
I found myself csught in a pelting shower, whilab at
n considerable distance from my lodgings. I had no
umbrella, and no hack coach or cab was to be wseen,
My exclumstion had, however, caught the ear of a
young woman, just before me, who was provided
with an umbrella of capacions dimensions. Turn-
ing round, she looked abruptly in my face, 8a I
did in hers. The recoguition waa instantaneous and
mutual, *The Beverend Morton Maurice!” eried
she, “ Margery Lawson!” exclaimed I. Margery
Lawson extended her band in a friendly manner; I
could not, of course, refuse to clasp it. A few cld-
acquaintanceship remarks passed, and before I conld
decide upon the proprietj’ or impropriety of the thing,
I found myeelf under the large umbrella, walking
arm-in.arm with Margery Lawson, whose way bome,
I found, was through Mount Street, Grosvenor Bynare.
Now there can be nothing very objectionsble in the
seceptance, even by a priest, of the shelfer of an um-
brella, and thearm of a young country-woman, whom
ke had mot seen for years, in g drenching storm of
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rain, and in broad daylight. TFor all that, T started
like a guilty thing, and coloured to the hue of fire,
upon encountering the sardonic emile of Adam Black,
who was standing for shelter within a porch by which
we had to pass. At that psarticular moment, foo,
Margery Lawson, who was a very good-looking girl,
was laughing and blushing at some jocular remark 1
made concerning old times. My jocularity was in-
stantly at an end, and X hastened along at a very un-
gallant pace, not uttering another syllable till I
reached Adam Black's door. * Oh, you live here,”
said the young woman. I grufily answered that I did,
eaid I was obliged for the shelter of her umbrells, bade
her good-bye, and darted into the house.

I must here explain who Margery Lawson was, and
the origin and extent of my acquaintance with her,
She was the daughter of a small farmer, whose place
was about & mile distant from Stonyburst. When I
first saw her, she was 2 pretty, vain coquette, though
not more than sixtesn years old. My age was seven-
teen. I had sometimes, when out for a stroll, called
st her father’s for a glass of milk or ale, upon which
occasions we had a little lively chat together, T also
once went somewhat out of my way o open agate for
her; and meeting ber upon another occasion eacorted
her through a field, she being, or affecting to be, in
fear of & vicious bull there, though the animal seemead
to be a quiet bull enough. Thess boyish gailantries,
innocent and trifling as they were, gave rise 1o some
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gossiping remarke, which, being destined for the
Church, it were better that I should afford ne grounds
for, and I thenceforth carefully shunned Margery
Lawson. Not very long afterwarde, her father was
gold up for rent, and they left the neighbourhecod.
Bince then I had not seen or heard of her, till we
chanced to wmeet, as I have described, in Piccadilly.

A cup of tea sufficed to calm the momentary irrita-
tion excited by the inecident, and even the facetious
inuendoes which Adam Black induiged in during our
game at backgammon did not in the least revive it.
It was not likely I should hear any more of Margery
Lawson.

I wns very much mistaken, The very next evening
I found her quietly seated in my roown, her bonnet
and shaw! off, and evidently intending to oblige me
with her company to tea, which was being got ready
in pgala-day style by Mre. Black, who had set out the
silver set to the very best advantage, and was bustling
about with a smiling officicusness most provoking.
The assurance of the impudent hussy— Margery
Laweon, not Mrs. Black—staggered, confounded me;
and before I could find my tongue, she had me by the
hand, snd was saying, with her sweetest smile, * I
have such lots of things to tell you, Merton, about
the old place. I received a letter from an acquaint-
ance of yours and mine only this morning."
- Morten, too! Was the woman mad P
~f* Peymit me to say, Miss Lawson——"
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“Miss Laweon, indeed! " she interrupted.—(Mpa,
Black came in at the same moment, with the silver
urn, which she placed upon the table, and instantly
left the room.)—-¢ Mise Lawson, indeed! Bless me,
how distant we are! Why not Margery P "

“ Permit me to eay, Miss Lawson,” I angrily re-
pumed, ‘ that this is & most unwarrantable intrusion.”

“Intrusion! Why, surely, you do not begrudge a
cup of tea to an old acquaintonce ?”

“ Tt 'a not that, but—""

“ Well, well, never mind. Don't be cross, and I
won't intrude again. You can’t, I am sure, be so
churlish as to refuse me a cup of tes, now I am
here-”

In short, except by sending for o policeman, or turn-
ing her forcibly out of the room myself, there was no
getting rid of her; go I &’en resigned inyself to the
inflietion,—which I would take excellent caro should
not be repeated. I should, however, have left her to
take tea by herself, but that T did not like her marked
appreciation of my plate.

“ May my brother call 7 * she asked. “He would
wmnch like to ses you.”

“I never had the honour of your brother’s acquaint-
ance, and I must beg to decline making it. Besides,
I leave in a few daye for Salisbury, and shall be at
least three months absent.”

At last Margery Lawson was obliging enough to
go away, and & few minutes afterwards Mrs. Black
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came in to clear away the things, a duty usuelly per-
formed by the servaut,

«I shall leavo for the country in a few days,” I
remarked ; “ and shall be away for a considerable
time.” '

#Yes, for three months. So the lady told me. Iam
sure I wish you may have pleasanter weather than it* e
likely to be. The country is very desolate in winter.
But there, you won't mind that," she added, with a
good-humoured smile, which rather surprised me, as I
thought she might be vexed at the shortness of the
notice. Iler words did not, however, make any dis-
tinct impression upon my mind,which was unpleasantly
pre-oceupied by o growing convietion, all the ecireum-
stances being clorely looked at, thay Margery Lawson
must have fallen into the ever-yawning and widening
abyss of vice, into which comeliness and vanity thrust
yearly so many thousand girls of the humbier classes.
It might be that my suspicions wronged her. Her
drees, T remembered, was of good quality, but plainly
fashioned ; and certainly the colour of her cheeks
owed nothing to the rouge-pot. Still, X would have
giveﬁ something not to have aceepted her arm and
umbrella in Piccadilly, and entertained her at tea ab
my lodgings.

Reverting, before Mrs. Black had cleared away, to
my intention of leaving London, for how long 1 eonld
hardly eay, I observed that I would pack up the silver
things and leave them in her care. If my siay at
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Salisbury should be prolonged, I would advise her
husband, by letter, how and tc what addresa the
chest should be forwarded. Mrs. Black perfectly
understood ; and with another peeculinr smile re-
marked, that of conrse I should send for the plate
when I was settled, and lhad time to remember such
things. An oddly-ielking woman, it struck me, was
Mis, Black, though T had not observed any pecu-
liarity of the sort before.

I booked myself in a day coach for Salisbury, and
returned to eleep for the last time at Mount Street.
Adam Black and I played o few farewell games of
backgammon, and he bade me good mnight, with o
kind of solemnity. “1 wish you every happiness,
gir; and that you are acting morally right, must ba
the opinion of all unprejudiced men.”

‘What the mischief could the man mean? Surely
that abominable Margery Lawson had not put it into
hia or his wife's head that I was leaving London for
the purpose of contracting a clandestine marriage
with her! It really looked like it, The notion was
80 comically absurd, that it threw me into a fit
of laughter, which burst of hﬂariéy was suddenly
checked, as my eye lit upon a glove, a violet-coloared
lady’s glove, lying on the carpet. I was perfectly
pure the glove was Margery Lawson's, and that it
could not have been dropped during her former visit;
the room being, of course, swept every day. The
impudent baggage had been there, no dovbt, during my



MARGERY LAWSON, 285

afterncon absence, and likely enough had a gossip
with Mrs. Black, who had more than once slyly
hinted her high apprecistion of the “lady.” My
hand was on the bell-rope, but after 2 moment’s
thought T forbore to ring. Cui done? It was best,
most prudent, to take no notice.

My businesa at Salisbury, more correctly at a grand
mansion in the vicinity of Salishury, was to further,
and to a certain extent superinfend the erection of
o chapel, o site for which had been purchased by s
reccnt lady convert, and meanwhile celebrate mass
in her house, for which the bishop's licence had been
obtained.

She was a most amiable, bountiful person, and all
the more zealous in religious matters, that life with
her, though she was still in the mature morning
thereof, was waning fast. Much faater, it proved,
than was anticipated. Five weeks after my arrival
she breathed her last. A large jointure, which died
with her, wos her only weaith; she had saved no-
thing: and 28 her successor in the mansion was a
sound Anglican,'I had no choice but to adjourn the
building of the chapel to a more propitious period,
and decamp.

1 wrote a few lines to Adam Black, briefly stating
that I should be in London the next dsy but one,
and if my old lodging was etill vacant I should be
glad i’ he would kave a fire lighted snd tea ready
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by seven o’clock in the eveping., It was and is the
custom of Catholic priesta to use a distinetive seal,
each priest having one peculiar to himeelf. I had
not had oceasion to use mine since I left London,
and when looking for it to seal the note to Adam
Black, could not find it. T must have left it at the
Black’s; though it wns odd that the morecco case,
in which it was kept with three or four trifles in
jewellery, was esafe enough in my desk. Possibly,
however, I might have left it on a table or the
mantel-piece : I hoped so, as it was of considerable
value,

My lodgings in Mount Street had not been let;
and I found a blazing fire, tea ready set, and a hearty
welcome. As scon as the inner man was renovated,
and I felt thoroughly warm through, the weather
without being terrible, I rang the bell, and sent Mr.
Black word that I should like a pame st back-
gammen. We played, be it understood, upon credit,
at the rate of a farthing a game, and no account
being kept, a settlement could never be come to.
I mention this, lest it should be said that gambling
is a favourite pastime with Romish priests.

Mr. Black was in high good-humour, which was
complimentary ; but more than ever persisied in
boring me during the peuses of the game with
eulogia upon the excellence of marringe, especially
for clergymen.
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#1 am not, a8 you know, sir,”’ he added, confi.
dentially, “ one to babble indiscreetly, especially under
the peculiar circumstances, but I may say that I
feel confident you will now admit that Saint Paul
was right when he wrote that it was better to marry
than L

“We won't talk of St. Paul just now,” I inter-
rupted. “It’s your turn to throw. By the bye,
here are the keye of the plate-chest. Mrs. Black will
be wanting them to-morrow.”

“Oh, ay, to be sure. I mm a little surprized,
though. I had stepped out for a fow minutes when
the luggage was brought in"

“ What has the luggage to do with it? Well-re
membered! Have you or Mrs. Black found my seal-
ring ? L]

“The priest-geal #”

“Yeag, I have no other,"

“You suppose you have dropped it in the pamge
or on the stairs £”

“No, no, I did not take it with me. It must be
here somewhere. The letter you received yesterdsy
was sealed with the end of a pencil-case. You must
have noticed that.”

“I did, sir. But the letter you sent from Salis-
bury two days after you arrived there was stamped
with the priest-seal, I'll take my oath.”

“ What ere you talking about? I havewritten you
but one letter; that which you received yesterday.”
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“What s that you say P exclaimed Adam Black,
jumping up from his chair, and turning very pale;
“ What ’s that you say f Do you mean to deny that
‘s certain person,’ these were the very words, your
bride, of course, this was easily understood, your
bride, who called here an hour after you left, and
remarked, which was natural, that she should like to
have the silver things and would get you to write for
them, and whom I and Mrs. Black accompanied to
the Salisbury night coach that very evening? that in
compliance ‘Isay,” with ‘a certain person’s’ wish, the
plate-chest wae to be forwarded to you ab once, and that
an esteemed friend of yours, Mr. Bertie, who was abous
to join you at Salisbury, would eall, shortly after I re-
ceived your letter, at Mount Street for the same and
give me a receipt which you had sent him by same post ?
and didn’t your esteemed friend, Mr. Bertie, come
and take away the plate-chest, leaving ue the receipt P
and didn't I hurry off to the silversmith in Oxford
Street, who had the pint-mug, of whick the handle
was damaged, to repair, and get it for your estecmed
friend, paying him, the silversmith, eleven shillings and
sixpence for the same, for which I bave his bill and
receipt ? and didn’t I myseclf place the chest in the
cab which your esteemed friend had in waiting? Do
you mean to say I've been a dreaming all' that?
Come now.”

This was delivered slmost in a breath, with intense
volubility ; a horrifying euepicion of the truth gather-
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ing force in Black's mind, I could see, as it pro-
ceeded.

“ My dear rir,” said I, with a3 much calmness as
I could command, *“you have been deceived,
ewindled. I have no wife, never thought of having
one; never wrote you & letter suthorizing the
delivery of the plate-chest to Mr. Bertie, whose name
I bave never before heard,”

Sudden and extreme emotion sometimes manifests
itself in the oddest way. TUpon that occasion Adam
Black, feeling that he had been thoroughly done, and
believing that he, an inordinate grasper after money,
was legally liable for the loss, whirled round and
round a8 if seized by vertigo, gesticulating wildly and
stamping, screaming, shouting, “Devils! Thieves!?
Robbers! Mra, Black! We are swindled, robbed,
ruined ! * till the poor woman, astounded at the up-
roar, came up and looked timidly in at the door.

“Come in, woman,” screamed Black. *Did not
thet artful Jezebel tell you that the Beverend Mr,
Maurice was going to marry her according to Saint
Paul, and that she would insist upon his making her
a present of the plate ? answer me that!”

“ Miss Lawson, that was, if yor mean her, as 1
suppose, you do,” replied Mrs. Black, with recovering
apirit, *“ Miss Lawson that was, if you mean her, told
me in the sirictest confidence that the Reverend
gentleman was going to marry her at Salisbury, but
I was on no account to hint a’ suspicion of what
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was going to his Reverence, who bad even forbidden
her to visit him lest any intention of their project
should get abroad. Of course, they are married,
and right too, I say.”

“ Married be » s8houted Adam Black, break-
ing through all bounds in the extremity of fury and
dismay. “You are just a fool, an idiot ; she a awindler,
forger! She stole the priest’s seal, and has done us
out of the plate! Two bundred pounds! O Lord!”
And down he dropped into a chair, overcome and
almost foaming at the wmouth with mortification and

rage.

The loss wes a grievous one, not merely or chiefly
in money value, though ihat to me in my ecircum-
stances was & cruel one, but because the costly gift
was hallowed to me by mournful memories of the
giver. Btill, raving and gpashing of feeth would do
nothing towards recovering the property. MHolding
myself, which I could not help doing, as chiefly to
blame in the matter, for permitting the woman to
thrust her sodiety for one moment upon me, I could
not in conscience hold Adam Black responsible for
the loss, if he were legally 8o, which I doubted. I
hinted as much to him, the effect of which was imme-
dintely and marvellously sedative; and at my sug-
gestion he forthwith started off to place one or more
of the famous Bow-Street runners of that period in

posecesion of the facts,
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Upon his return, Adam Black reported that the
“runners” he bad spoken with gave no hope of re-
covering the stolen property, nor even of apprehend-
ing the thieves, whose persons, as described by Black,
were unknown to the officers. The plate had, no
doubt, been sold and melted down long since. Never-
theless, a detailed description of the articles, as well
a8 printed portraits of Margery Lawson and Mr,
Bertie—after Adam Black—would be published in
the next mumber of the Hue ard Cry. Nothing more
eould be done, unless some lucky chance (likely
encugh by meana of the seal-ring, which might not
have been broken and melted up) should furnish a
elue to the discovery of the depredators.

The reasoning of the officers was conclusive ; yet,
recalling to mind that my having casually and care-
lessly remarked, in reply to some expression by Mar-
gery Lawson, that the plate was valued by me at ten
times its intringic worth, might have suggested to the
wily woman that it would be well to wait for a time
befors melting down the articles, in the expec-
tation that finding their recovery hopeless by other
means I might, by public advertisement, offer the
full value for them, and pledge myself, upon ob-
taining them upon those terms, not to prosecute
the plunderers. ’

1 finally determined to do so, wordinig the adver-
tissment, under advice, in such » manner, that whilst
my good faith would not be doubted by the robbers,
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I should not render myself liable to a prosecution for
compromising felony.

A note, written in a feeble, trembling hand, and
acontrite broken spirif, reached me by post on the fifth
day after the advertisement appeared, from Margery
Lawson. The poor wretch was dying, miserably.
Abscess on the brain, caused by a terrific blow, in.
flicted by her brutal husband, was swiftly deyeloping
itself, and in a very short time, o fow days probably,
she should be in her grave. The Lord, she wrote,
had made haste to smite her for her wickedness. She
bhad manifold eins to repent of. Having heard my
advertisement read, and feeling well assured that I
would keep my word, she had ventured to put me in
the way of recovering the property I so greatly valued.
Not one of the articles had been broken up or da-
maged, though a large sum of money had been ob-
tained upon them. They were in one person’s pos-
session, and if I mysclf would be at No. 8, Triangle,
Hackney Boad, a liitle before dark the next evening,
she would furnish me with all the information neces-
gary to obtain my property; of course on the adver.
tised terms.

I at once determined to accept the woman’s offer.
The locality indicated was, I knevw, a very respectable
one; I was to be there before dark. I need nof,
therefore, apprehend personal danger to myself,

No. 8, Trisngle, Hackney, wan & highly respectable-
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looking house ; the small garden in front waa trimly
kept, and blinds, closely drawn down, were fitted to
overy window., I knocked without hesitation, and
was admitted by a mneatly-clad elderly womsan, in
whose face honest simplicity was written with a very
legible hand. 8he had evidently expected me, at
once led the way up the well-carpeted stairs, pushed
open a hgdroom door, announced in a hushed voice to
the patient in bed, “that the gentleman was come,”
and retired.

The room was darkened, and the heavy curtaing of.
the bed which faced the windows, were drawn; but
there was sufficient light to show me that I wasin the
presence of Margery Lawson (ghe had not mentioned
Lher husbaud’s name in the note). ¥er head wag
bandaged ; ker face caduverously white, and she waa
evidently suffering acutely.

I shall omit all that passed at the distressing in-
terview, except that which relates to the business
which brought me there, The chest of plate was to
be there on the next evening, about the same hour,
earlier if I wished it, and would be delivered up to
me upon payment of two hundred pounds. I was
again obliged to promise, upon my honour as a gen.
tleman, that I would act strictly in accordance with
the promise made in the advertisement. She and her
husband had lodged there, she incidentally remarked,
for & considerable time, and just then the family were
out of town for a few days, which was fortunate.
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The woman who let me in was left in charge of the
house, and, of course, no hint of my business there
must be given ber. The arficles wounld be counted
out, in my presence, directly the money was paid ; her
hushand would then go for a hackney-coach,—I was
not to bring one with me,—and the chest would be
taken out and placed in it. This all scemed straight-
forward enough. Still a vagne suspicion prompted me
to remark that I should like to bring & friend with
me.

“(h, no; that will never do; he may afterwards
betray us: of little consequence that to me. To one
in my condition the law has no terror. Still, brutally
28 my husband has treated me, I will not place him
in its cruel gripe.”

“T will answer for it that Mr. Adam Black wiil
sacredly respect his word not to betrsy you, which,
of course, I shall inaist upon his giving me.”

“Mr. Adam Biack! If you are determined upon
the peint, why it muat be so. Let him come.”

“ At what hour must we be here P 1 asked.

# At any hour you please to name, Onuly be pune-
tnal. Bay nine in the moring.”

“ Eleven will suit me better, as I shall have to
borrow part of the money. Shall you require the
money to be handed over in sovereigns ?

-# Not if it will be inconvenient,” the woman re-
plied. “At eleven precisely, then.”

The affair thus settled, I took the opportunity of
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reminding her of the unspeakable importance of pre-
paring herself for the dread eternity, upon the brink
of which she confessedly stood. She listened with
sobs and groans for about five minutes ; then said she
would be happy to see me at another time, when she
was suffering lese exeruciating pain. With that I
took leave, and was guictly let out by the woman-
servant.

Adam Black readily consented to accompany me,
and not to give his wife even the elightest hint upon
what eerrand we were bound, or whither we were
going. He, however, took the precaution to put a
life-preserver in his pocket.

I made up the two hundred pounds without much
difficulty, and just upon the stroke of eleven we
knocked at the door of No. 8, Trinngle, Hackney,
It was promptly opened—by & man—and in we went,
The man, & stouat, sinewy fellow, eomething about my
own age, fastened the door, and motioned us to follow
him.

* Not Bertie,” whispered Black, with slight tremor
in his tone. “I didu't understand there were to be
two of them. 8Still, in broad daylight, it isn't likely
that——"

“This way, gentlemen,” said the man, civilly,
“The chest is here,” he added, opening the dour of
s emall pantry-like room. Sure enough there wee
the plate chest, in apparently the same state as when
it left Mount Strest.
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“You have the money with yon, I suppose P’ said
the fellow,

1 repled that I had, but wished to see that the
articles were all right before handing it over,

¢ That is only rensonable,” he replied. *Here are
the keys. Ezamine for yourselves,”

The chest was secured by two broad iron straps,—
each of which was fitted with a patent lock. Black
snatched cne of ihe keys, I the other. Bendmg
eagerly down, we inserted and turned the keys, and
pushed up the lid. The chest was empty! At the
same moment there was o ghuffle of feet behind us,
and, before I could turn round, I received a tremen-
dous blow on the back of my head. Fire flashed in
my eyes, and I fell senseless upon the floor. The
same thing happened, in precisely the same way, to
my friend Adam Black.

‘When we revived to a knowledge of our position,
we found ourselves in 2 Jarge empty coal-hole, the
door of which opened from a dark, under-ground
cellar, Both of us were strongly pinioned and hand-
cuffed; and the first words I heard was a strong
assurance that if either of us mede the least outery
it would be the last we should ever utter. There
were two men present, and—heaven and earth! could
I believe my eyes ?—one woman— Margery Lawson !
the cada¥erous white washed off her face, and looking
ax well an ever she did in her infamous life !
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“Don’t be alarmed. Nobody shall hurt you, I'll
take care,”” she exclaimed; *if you'll only be quict.
‘What ¢an’t be cured must be endured, you know,” she
continued, with her old unabashed volubility. This
man is my hugband—--"

“Bertie!” interjected Adam Black, with a groan.

“And this one who let you in is my brother.
Neither of va is what you take us for. I am an in-
dusirions married woman, and neither of fhem ever
made fres with other people’s property before. The
fact i3, we have been unfortunate in businese, and
are going to emigrate. "When ¥ called at your house,
Reverend Mr. Maurice, I meant; to ask yon for a little
help for old acquaintance sake. 'The sight of the
plate, however, and your savageness to & woman whom
you once courted, nat exactly in words, but in dumb-
show,~-0, you need not shake your head, reverend
air, I know better,—the sight of the plate, I zay, end
your pavageness, pub me upon another tack; parficu-
larly when that stupid old Mother Black—-excuse a
slip of the tongue, mister,—when Mrs. Black, I was
paying, let me see, whilst letting we out, that she
waa positive you, Reverend Maurice, were a courting
me slyly for s wife. Then, of course, I took her
into my confidence ;”~—and the brazen hussy laughed
obstreperously, chorused by her equally vile rela-
tives,

“T have told you all this,” she resumed, * that you
may soe that, in this instance, the devil is notzo black
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a3 you thought him; and because I wish to stand as
well as possible in the opinion of my old sweetheart.
Now take, both of you, & good draught of this wine.
It will do you a world of good ; and then my husband
will go into business matbers, a3 we have no time to
spare. After all,”—she continued, as she filled two
large tumblers with port wine,—* after all, there will
not be much harm done. What’s money ? Filthy
luere, of course; and what does a priest, I should
like to know, want with silver plate, when chins, or
even delf, will answer the purpose as well, and nob
tempt needy folks to commit crime P

Mcr. Bertie (I never knew what his real name was),
Mr. Bertie next took up the ball, and in a eivil,
business-like way, explained the inevitable necessitios
of the case. The notes I had brought would have
to be changed, and it was essential the chanpers
should have a twenty-four hours’® start, That secured,
pursuit, they were quite eatisfied, wounid be hopeless.
‘Well, how was that twenty-four hours’ start to be
obtained? Only, it was too clear, by taking rigorous
prezmutionl to prevent the Beverend Mr. Maurice
and Mr., Adam Black from communicating with
mankind during that period, That was the problem to
be wolved, and Mr. Bertie flatiered himself it had been
golved in such a manner, that whilst it assured the
success of their plans, would inflict the lesst poesible
amount of inconvenience upon the Reverend Mr,
Maurice and Mr. Adam Black,
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“That s right,” said the hrother; * and now to
work, Minutes are hours just now.”

The three were instantly busy as bees; a rude
table and two stools were lugged into the coal.cellar.
Mrs, Bertie, as she chose to call herseif, produced &
chicken, and slices of roast beef, all of which she
carved into emall pieces; mugs were filled, some
with wine, some with water, and the whole was
srranged neatly upon the table. Whilst that was
going on, the husband and brother were busy ex-
perimenting with Mr, Black and myself. We were
placed upon, and fastened to the heavy stools, opposite
each other, the table between, and the exact ease-
ment of the pinioning cords which would ensble ua
to convey the eatables and drinkable to our mouths,
with fettered hands, was determined after several
trials. The next process was to agcertain whether
when the coal-hole and cellar doors were shut any
shouting on our part could be heard in the street;
the adjoining houses on each side being empty. For-
tunately they were satisfied upon that point, and
gaga were not resorted to. At length, everything
being settled to their eatiefaction, our friends pre.
pared to depart,

“One word more, gentlemen,” said Margery.
“Don’t torment yourselves with the fear that you
may not be released at the expiration of the twenty-
four hours. I take upon myself to write to Mrs.
Black, stating exactly where and in what condition
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you may be found. I shall meke two extra copies of
that letter, and get them posted by & sure hand, in
different offices, lest one delivery should fail, after
eight o’clock this evening, She will receive one or
all the lettera to-morrow about ten o’clock, half past
nine, perhaps, 80 that about twelve to-morrow you will
be certainly at liberty. Farewell, keep your spirits
up as well a3 you cani”

They werc gone ; the thick heavy doors of the coal
and adjoining cellars weres shut, securely fastened,
and we were glone in the dark silence, During the
scene which I have attempted to deseribe Adam
Black and I were wute, dumb, paralyzed by incredu-
loug amazement, so to speak. That which was going
on could not be real; we were the sport of some
frightful illusion ; but when the black door shut us
in, and we locked into each other's dimly-visible white
faces, the sense of a cruel reality came upon us with
overwhelming force.

“I pay, Mr. Priest,” cried Adam Black, after n
flerco but vain struggle to shake off his bonds, I
séy, Mr, Priest, if thie is not an infernal dream, we
have made a sweet mess of it, And why, now I think
of it,”’ he added, “ why, in the name of Satan and all
his angels, did you entice me into this den of darkness
and devils 2"

- This was unreagonsble. I pointed out that I had my«
self been wickedlydeceived and entrapped. * Besides,”
I added, * twenfysfour hours will soon have passed.”
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Adam Black was nobt to be pacified or reasoned
with, and went raging on at a terrible rate, especially
against Popish priests, to whose compelled celibaey
he would have it the horrors of our astual position
were to be wholly attributed. I did not reply to his
railing.

It was the more essy to abstain from doing eo,
poor Adam Black’s ireful enerry suddenly taking an
unexpected direction. Ile wans an inveterate snuff-
taker, but the terrible excitement of the previous
half-hour bad caused him to forego the habit. Sud-
denly his nose gave poignant warning that it would
be no longer deprived of ita precious pebulum, and
then the poor fellow remembered that his snuff-box
was in one of the tails of his coat pocket, access to
which was clearly impossible. Vainly, desperately
did he twist, strain, siruggle, in the effort to get bis
manacled bands within reach of the box. It was not
to be done, and the torture he suffered must have been
terrible, judging from the torrent of malediction he
poured forth, the violent twitching of his nose, he
counld not reach even fhat, and the contortions of his
blood-shot face. It wasalmost impossible, frightfully
eircumstanced as we were, to avoid laughing outright,
though to have done so would have quite maddened
him. At last strength and breath to struggle and
curse failed, and & suecession of irregular lulls ensued,
broken by gusts of fury, when the itching titillation
took fresh starts, as it were, of renewed poignaney.

o
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Blowly, lingeringly passed the long, gloomy hours.
One ghastly fear possessed us both, and would not be
shaken off. Not the faintest sound of ecarriage or
cart-wheels, the galloping of horses, the bellowing of
cattle, which we remembered were passing that night
slong the Hackney Road, reached our ears, No
shouting or sereaming on our part would therefere
have a chance of being heard without! If, then, that
Jezebel Lawson should neglect or decline to write to
Mrs. Black, or if the agent to which she was t
entrust the letters should neglect to post them, we
should perish by piece-meal, fettered in thet black
prison-house! One circumstance suggested hope.
Might not the woman who admitted me on the day
before pay a visit to the house, of which I was teld
she had been left in charge? That, however, might
have been an invention. I afterwarda knew it was,
Laweon herself had been left in charge of the house,
and the woman had been hired for a day or two,
Lawson pretending to be dangerously ill. The
purpose for which ehe had been hired aceomplisheds
the woman was told fo come no more. I may
add, that every, portable article of value in the
house, the removal of which could not be observed
by the neighbours, was carried off by the con-
foderates.

Time and the hour run through the roughest day,
and darkest night. At about ome o'clock the mext
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day police officers, accompanied by Mrs. Black,
arrived,—forced their way into the houee through a
window, found, and set us free. It was full time,
sapecially for Adam Black, who was not himself again
for many months afterwards,

I never again saw or heard of Margery Lawson, of
her husband, brother, or the stolen plate.
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