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PREFACE.

Turee years ago I became anxious (from circumstances
that need not be more fully alluded to) to employ myself in
wrifing a work of fiction. Living in Manchester, but with a
deep relish and fond admiration for the country, my first
thought was to find a frame-work for my story in some rural
scene; and I had already made a little progress in a tale,
the period of which was more than a century ago, and the
place on the borders of Yorkshire, when I bethought me
how deep might be the romance in the lives of some of those
who elbowed me daily in the busy streets of the town in
which I resided. I had always felt a deep sympathy with
the care-worn men, who looked as if doomed to struggle
through their lives in strange alternations between work
and want; tossed to and fro by circumstances, apparently
in even a greater degree than other men. A little manifesta-
tion of this sympathy, and a little attention to the expression
of feelings on the part of some of the work-people with
whom I was acquainted, had laid open to me the hearts of
one or two of the more thoughtful among them; I saw that
they were sore and irritable against the rich, the even tenor
of whose seeming happy lives appeared to increase the
anguish caused by the lottery-like nature of their own.
Whether the bitter complaints made by them, of the neglect
which they experienced from the prosperous — especially
from the masters whose fortunes they had helped to build
up — were well-founded or no, itisnot for me to judge. It
is enough to say, that this belief of the injustice and un-
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kindness which they endure from their fellow- creatures,
taints what might be resignation to God’s will, and turns it
to revenge in too many of the poor uneducated factory-
workers of Manchester.

The more I reflected on this unhappy state of things be-
tween those so bound to each other by common interests, as
the employers and the employed must ever be, the more
anxious I became to give some utterance to the agony which,
from time to time, convulses this dumb people; the agony
of suffering without the sympathy of the happy, or of er-
roneously believing that such is the case. If it be an error,
that the woes, which come with ever-returning tide-like
flood to overwhelm the workmen in our manufacturing
towns, pass unregarded by all but the sufferers, it is at any
rate an error so bitter in its consequences to all parties, that
whatever public effort can do in the way of legislation, or
private effort in the way of merciful deeds, or helpless love
in the way of ““widow’s mites,” should be done, and that
speedily, to disabuse the work-people of so miserable a
misapprehension. At present they seem to me to be left in
a state, wherein lamentations and tears are thrown aside as
useless, but in which the lips are compressed for curses, and
the hands clenched and ready to smite.

I know nothing of Political Economy, or the theories of
trade. I have tried to write truthfully; and if my accounts
agree or clash with any system, the agreement or disagree-
ment is unintentional.

To myself the idea which I have formed of the state of
feeling among too many of the factory-people in Manchester,
and which I endeavoured to represent in this tale (completed
above a year ago), has received some confirmation from the
events which have so recently occurred among a similar
class on the Continent.

Ocroser, 1848.
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MARY BARTON:
A TALE OF MANCHESTER LIFE.

CHAPTER 1.

“Oh! *tis hard, 't is hard to be working
The whole of the live-long day,
When all the neighbours about one
Are off to their Jaunts and play.

There 's Richard he carries his baby,
And Mary takes little Jane,
And lovingly they '1l be wandering
Through field and briery lane.”
MANcHESTER Sono.
TrERE are some fields near Manchester, well known to
the inhabitants as “Freen Heys Fields,” through which runs
a public footpath to a little village about two miles distant. In
spite of these fields being flat, and low, nay, in spite of the
want of wood (the great and usual recommendation of level
tracts of land), there is a charm about them which strikes even
the inhabitant of a mountainous district, who sees and feels
the effect of contrast in these common-place but thoroughly
rural fields, with the busy, bustling manufacturing town, he
left but half an hour ago. Here and there an old black and
white farm-house, with its rambling outbuildings, speaks of
other times and other occupations than those which now
absorb the population of the neighbourhood. Here in their
seasons may be seen the country business of hay-making,
ploughing, &c., which are such plz;aaant mysteries for towns-
people to watch; and here the artisan, deafened with noise of
tongues and engines, may come to listen awhile to the de-
llcrpqﬂ sounds of rural life: the lowing of cattle, the milk-
maid’s call, the clatter and cackle of poultry in the old farm-
ards. You cannot wonder, then, that these fields are popu-
ar places of resort at every holiday time; and you would not
Mary Barton. 1
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evening, or if the day were chilly, became a sort af Spanish
mantilla or Scotch plaid, and was brought over the head and
hung loosely down, or was pinned under the chin in no un-
picturesque fashion.

Their faces were not remarkable for beauty; indeed, they
were below the average, with one or two exceptions; they
had dark hair, neatly and classically arranged, dark eyes, but
sallow complexions and irregular features. The ﬂn{}' thing
to strike a passer-by was an acuteness and intelligence of
countenance, which has often been noticed in a manufac-
turing population.

There were also numbers of boys, of rather young men,
rambling among these fields, ready to bandy jokes with an
one, and particularly ready to enter into conversation wit
the girls, who, however, held themselves aloof, not in shy,
but rather in an independent way, assuming an indifferent
manner to the noisy wit or obstreperous compliments of the
lads. Here and there came a sober quiet couple, either
whispering lovers, or husband and wife, as the case might
be; and if the latter, they were seldom unencumbered by an
mnfant, carried for the most part by the father, while oc-
casionally even three or four little toddlers had been carried
or dragged thus far, in order that the whole family might
enjcgv the delicious May afternoon together.

ome time in the course of that afternoon, two working
men met with friendly greeting at the stile so often named.
One was a thorough sﬁecimen of a Manchester man; born of
factory workers, and himself bred up in youth, and living in -
manhood, among the mills. He was below the middle size
and slightly made; there was almost a stunted look about him:
and his wan, colourless face, gave you the idea, that in his
childhood he had suffered from the scanty living consequent
upon bad times, and improvident habits.” His features were
strongly marked, though not irregular, and their expression
was extreme earnestness; resolute either for good or evil, a
sort of latent, stern enthusiasm. At the time of which I write,
the good predominated over the bad in the countenance, and
he was one from whom a stranger would have asked a favour
with tolerable faith that it would be granted. He was accom-
anied by his wife, who might, without exagceration, have
een called a lovely woman, although now her face was

1#
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but as soon as Buarton had turned his back upon his wife, his
countenance fell back into an expression of gloom.

“Then you’'ve heard nothing of Esther, poor lass?”
asked Wilson.

«“No, norshan’t, asItakeit. My mindis, she’s gone off
with somebody. My wife frets, and thinks she’s drowned
herself, but I tell her, folks don’t care to put on their best
clothes to drown themselves; and Mrs. Bradshaw (where she
lodged, you know), says the last time she set e(i'ea on her was
last Tuesday, when she came down stairs, dressed in her
Sunday gown, and with a new ribbon in her bonnet, and
glnvelafnn her hands, like the lady she was so fond of thinking
herself.”

““She was as pretty a creature as ever the sun shone on.”

Ay, she was a farrantly* lass; more’s the pity now,”
added Barton, with a sich. “You see them Buckinghamshire
people as comes to work here has quite a different look with
them tc us Manchester folk. You’ll not see among the
Manchester wenches such fresh rosy cheeks, or such black
lashes to gray eyes {making them look like black), as my wife
and Esther had. 1 never seed two such pretty women for
sisters; never. Not but what beauty is a sad snare. Here
was Esther so puffed up, that there was no holding her in.
Her spirit was always up, if I spoke ever so little in the way of
advice to her; my wife spoiled her, itis true, for you see she
was so much older than lgsther she was more like a mother to
her, doing every thing for her.”

“] wonder ghe ever left you,” observed his friend.

“That s the worst of factory work for girls. They can
earn so much when work is plenty, that they can maintain
themselves any how. My Mary shall never work in a factory,
that I'm determined on. You see Esther spent her money in
dress, thinking to set off her pretty face; and got to come
home so late at night, that at last I told her my mind : mymissis
thinks I spoke crossly, but I meant right, for I loved Esther,
if it was only for Mary’s sake. Says I, *Esther, I see what
yo'll end at with your artificials, and your fl -away veils, and
stopping out when honest women are in their beds; you'll be
a street-walker Esther, and then, don’t you go to think I'll
have you darken my door, though my wife is your sister.” So

* "“Farrantly,” comely, pleasant-looking.
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not stand such talk as that to my girl, and I said, ‘Thou’d
best not put that nonsense i’ th’ girl’s head I can tell thee; 1°d
rather see her earning her bread by the sweat of her brow,
as the Bible tells her she should do, ay, though she never
got butter to her bread, than be like a do-nothing lady, wor-
rying shopmen all morning, and screeching at her pianny all
afternoon, and going to bed without having done a good turn
to any one of God’s creatures but herself.” ”

“Thou never could abide the gentlefolk,” said Wilson,
half amused at his friend’s vehemence.

“And what good have they ever done me that I should like
them?” asked Barton, the latent fire lighting up his eye:
and bursting forth, he continued, “If I am sick, do they come
and nurse me? If my child lies dying (as poor Tom lay, with
his white wan lips quivering, for want of better food than I
could give him), does the rich man bring the wine or broth
that might save his life? If I am out of work for weeks in the
bad times, and winter comes, with black frost, and keen east
wind, and there is no coal for the grate, and no clothes for
the bed, and the thin bones are seen through the ragged
clothes, does the rich man share his plenty with me, as he
ought to do, if his religion wasn’t a humbug? When Ilie on
my death-bed, and Mary (bless her) stands fretting, as I
know she will fret,” and here his voice faltered a little, “will
a rich lady come and take her to her own home if need be,
till she can look round, and see what best to do? No, I tell
you, it 's the poor, and the poor only, as does such things for
the poor. Don’t think to come over me with th’ old tale, that
the rich know nothing of the trials of the poor, Isay, if they
don’t know, they ought to know. We 're their slaves as long
as we can work; we pile up their fortunes with the sweat of our
brows; and yet we are to live as separate as if we were in two
worlds; ay, as separate as Dives and Lazarus, with a great

ulf betwixt us: but I know who was best off then,” and
e Wm_md: up his speech with a low chuckle that had no
mirth in it.

“Well, neighbour,” said Wilson, “all that may be very
true, but what I want to know now is about Esther — when
did you last hear of her?”

“Why, she took leave of us that Sunday night in a very
loving way, kissing both wife Mary, and daughter Mary (if T

l} I'|‘
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to sit up, and does sit up too, though may be she ’s to be at her
work by six next morning.” _

“She 's a poor woman, and can feel for the poor, Wilson,”
was Barton’s reply; and then he added, *Thank you kindly
for your offer, and mayhap I may trouble her to be a bit with
my wife, for while I 'm at work, and Mary ’s at school, I know
she frets above a bit. See, there’s Mary!” and the father’s
eye brightened, as in the distance, among a group of girls, he
spied his only daughter, a bonny lass of thirteen or so, who
came bounding along to meet and to greet her father, in a
manner that showed that the stern-looking man had a tender
nature within. The two men had crossed the last stile, while
Mary loitered behind to gather some buds of the coming haw-
thorn, when an overgrown lad came past her, and snatched a
kiss, exclaiming, “Ior old acquaintance sake, Mary.”

“Take that for old acquaintance sake, then,” said the girl,
blushing rosyred, more with anger than shame, as she slapped
his face. The tones of her voice called back her father and
his friend, and the aggressor proved to be the eldest son of the
latter, the senior by eighteen years of his little brothers.

‘“Iere, children, instead o’ kissing and quarrelling, do
ye each take a baby, for if Wilson’s arms be like mine they
are heartily tired.”

~ Mary sprang forward to take her father’s charge, with a
girl’s fondness for infants, and with some little foresight of the
event soon to happen at home; while young Wilson seemed to
lose his rough, cubbish nature as he crowed and cooed to his
little brother.

“Twins 18 a great trial to a poor man, bless 'em,” said the

half-proud, half-weary father, as he bestowed a smacking kiss
on the babe ere he parted with it.

CHAPTER II.

Polly, put the kettle on,
And let 's have tea!
Polly, put the kettle on,

And we'll all have tea.

“HERE we are, wife; didst thou think thou’d lost us?”
quoth hearty-voiced Wilson, as the two women rose and
shook themselves in preparation for their homeward walk.
Mrs. Barton was evidently soothed, if not cheered, by the
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look to see how Mary took the idea. He saw her assume the
air of a young fury, and to his next speech she answered not a
word.

Mrs. Barton produced the key of the door from her
pocket; and on entering the huuse-Elace it seemed as if they
were in total darkness, except one bright spot, which might
be a cat’s eye, or might be, what it was, a red-hot fire,
smouldering under a large piece of coal, which John Barton
immediately applied himself to break up, and the effect in-
stantly produced was warm and glowing light in every corner
of the room. To add to this (although the coarse yellow

lare seemed lost in the ruddy glow from the fire), Mrs, Barton
lighted a dip by sticking it in the fire, and having placed it
satisfactorily in a tin candlestick, began to look further about
her, on hospitable thoughts intent. The room was tolerably
large, and possessed many conveniences. On the right of
the door, as you entered, was a longish window, with a broad
ledge. On each side of this, hung blue-and-white check
curtains, which were now drawn, to shut in the friends met
to enjoy themselves. Two geraniums, unpruned and leafy,
which stood on the sill, formed a further defence from out-
door pryers. In the corner between the window and the fire-
side was a cupboard, apparently full of plates and dishes,
cups and saucers, and some more nondescript articles, for
which one would have fancied their possessors could find no
use — such as triangular pieces of glass to save carving knives
and forks from dirtying table-cloths. However, it was evident
Mrs. Barton was proud of her crockery and glass, for she
left her cupboard door open, with a glance round of satis-
faction and pleasure. On the opposite side to the door and
window was the staircase, and two doors; one of which (the
nearest to the fire), led into a sort of little back kitchen,
where dirty work, such as washing up dishes, might be done,
and whose shelves served as larder, and pantry, and store-
room, and all. The other door, which was considerably
lower, opened into the coal-hole — the slanting closet under
the stairs; from which, to the fire-place, there was a gay-
coloured piece of oil-cloth laid. The place seemed almost
crammed with furniture (sure sign of good times among the
mills). Beneath the window was a dresser, with three deep
drawers. Opposite the fire-place was a table, which I should
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take her tea with us; she’ll like to see her brother, I’ll be
bound, let alone Jane and the twins.”

“If she comes she must bring a tea-cup and saucer, for
we have but half-a-dozen, and here’s six of us,” said Mrs.
Barton. _

“Poohl pooh! Jem and Mary can drink out of one,
surely.” :

Bﬂt Mary secretly determined to take care that Alice
brought her tea-cup and saucer, if the alternative was to be
her sEaring any thing with Jem.

Alice Wilson had but just come in. She had been out all
day in the fields, gathering wild herbs for drinks al_ld medi-
cine, for in addition to her invaluable qualities as a sick nurse
and her worldly occupations as a washer-woman, she added a
considerable knowledge of hedge and field simples; and on
fine days, when no more profitable occupation offered itself,
she used to ramble off into the lanes and meadows as far as her
legs could carry her, This evening she had returned loaded
with nettles, and her first object was to light a candle and
see to hang them up in bunches in every ava.iﬁa.ble place in her
cellar room. It was the perfection of cleanliness; in one
corner stood the modest looking bed, with a check curtain at
the head, the whitewashed wall filling up the place where the
corresponding one should have been. The floor was bricked,
and scrupulously clean, although so damp that it seemed as
if the last washing would never dry up. As the cellar window
looked into an area in the street, down which boys might
throw stones, it was protected by an outside shutter, and
was oddly festooned with all manner of hedge row, ditch,
and field plants, which we are accustomed to call valueless,
but which have a powerful effect either for good or for evil,
and are consequently much used among the poor. The room
‘was strewed, hung, and darkened with these bunches, which
emitted no very fragrant odour in their process of drying.
In one corner was a sort of broad hanging shelf, made of old
Elﬂﬂki-s_ where some old hoards of Alice’s were kept. Her
little bit of crockery ware was ranged on the mantelpiece,
where also stood her candlestick and box of matches. A small
cupboard contained at the bottom coals, and at the top her
bread and basin of oatmeal, her frying pan, tea-pot, and a
small tin sancepan, which served as a kettle, as well as for
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right hand side of the fire, nursing her baby, while its father,
in an opposite arm-chair tried vainly to quieten the other with
bread soaked in milk. _

Mrs. Barton knew manners too well, to do any thing but
gsit at the tea-table and make tea, though in her heart she
longed to be able to superintend the frying of the ham, and
cast many an anxious look at Mary as she broke the eggs and
turned the ham, with a very comfortable gnrtion of confidence
in her own culinary powers. Jem stood awkwardly leaning
against the dresser, replying rather gruffly to his aunt's
speeches, which gave him, he thought, the air of being a
little boy; whereas he considered himself as a young man,
and not so very young neither, asin two months he would be
eighteen. Barton vibrated between the fire and the tea-table,
his only draw-back being a fancy that every now and then his
wife’s face flushed and contracted as if in pain.

At length the business actually began. Knives and forks,
cups and saucers made a noise, but human voices were still,
for human beings were hungry and had no time to speak.
Alice first broke silence; holding her tea-cup with the manner
of one proposing a toast, she said, *Here ’s to absent friends.
Friends may meet, but mountains never.”

It was an unlucky toast or sentiment, as she instantly felt.
Every one thought of Esther, the absent Esther; and Mrs.
‘Barton put down her food, and could not hide the fast drop-
Pm% tears. Alice could have bitten her tongue out.

t was a wet blanket to the evening; for though all had
been said and suggested in the fields that could be said orsug-
gested, every one had a wish to say something in the way of
comfort to poor Mrs. Barton, and a dislike to talk about any
thing else while her tears fell fast and scalding. So George
‘ﬂr’ﬂan, his wife, and children set off early home, not before
(in spite of mal-a-propos sgeechea) they had expressed a
wish that such meetings might often take place, and not be-
fore John Barton had given his hearty consent; and declared
that as soon as ever his wife was well again they would have
Just such another evening.

AT will takg care not to come and spoil it,” thought poor
Alice, and going up to Mrs. Barton, she took her hand al-

.E?st_thﬁmbly, and said, “You don’t know how sorry I am I
said it.
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doctor’s door, before he came down; and walked so fast
homewards, that the medical man several times askedhim to
go slower.

“Js she so very bad?” asked he.

“Worse, much worser than I ever saw her before,” re-
plied John. '

No! she was not — she was at peace. The cries were still
for ever. John had no time for listening. He opened the
latched door, stayed not to light a candle for the mere cere-
mony of showing his companion up the stairs, so well known
to himself; but, in two minutes was in the room, where lay
the dead wife, whom he had loved with all the power of his
strong heart. The doctor stumbled up-stairs by the fire-light,
and met the awe-struck look of the neighbour, which at once
told him the state of things. The room was till, as he, with
habitual tip-toe step, approached the poor frail body, whom
nothing now could more disturb. Her daughter knelt by the
bed-side, her face buried in the clothes, which were almost
crammed into her mouth, to keep down the choking sobs.
The husband stood like one stupified. The doctor questioned
the neighbour in whispers, and then approaching Barton, said,
*You must go down stairs. This is a great shock, but bear
it like a man. Go down.”

He went mechanically and sat down on the first chair. He
had no hope. The look of death was too clear upon her face.
Still, when he heard one or two unusual noises, the thought
burst on him that it might only be a trance, a fit, a — he did
not well know what, — but not death! Oh, not death! And
he was starting up to go up-stairs again, when the doctor’s
heavy cautious creaking footstep was heard on the stairs.
Then he knew'what it really was in the chamber above.

“Nothing could have saved her — there has been some
shock to the system — " and so he went on; but, to unheeding
ears, which yet retained his words to ponder on; words not
for immediate use in conveying sense, but to be laid by, in
the store-house of memory, for a more convenient season.
The doctor seeing the state of the case, grieved for the man;
and, very EIEEPJ" _thought it best to go, and accordingly
wished him good-night — but there was no answer, so he let
himself out; and Barton sat on, like a stock or a stone, so
rigid, so still. He heard the sounds above too, and knew

Mary Barton. 2
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obeving her impulse, she grasped the candle, and opened
the };ﬂcﬁ'. Thenpshe heard t%re ﬂIn]bs of her father’s griefs; and
quickl_y, uietly, stealing down the steps, she knelt }:ry him,
and kissed his ﬁand. He took no notice at first, for his burst
of grief would not be controlled. But when her shriller sobs,
her terrified cries (which she could not repress), rose upon his
ear, he checked himself. :

' &(Child, we must be all to one another, now she1s gone,”’
whispered he.

¢Oh, father, what can I do for you? Do tell me! I'll
do any thing.” !

“T know thou wilt. Thou must not fret thyselfill, that’s
the first thing I ask., Thou must leave me, and go to bed
now, like a good girl as thou art.”

“Leave you, father! oh, don’t say so.”

“Ay, but thou must! thou must go to bed, and try and
sleep; thou’lt have enough to do and to bear, poor wench,
to-morrow.”

Mary got up, kissed her father, and sadly went up stairs
to the little closet, where she slept. She thought it was of no
use undressing, for that she could never, never sleep, so
threw herself on her bed in her clothes, and before ten mi-
nutes had passed away, the passionate grief of youth had sub-
sided into sleep.

Barton had been roused by his daughters entrance; both
from his stupor and from his incontrollable sorrow. He eould
think on what was to be done, could plan for the funeral,
could calculate the necessity of soon returning to his work, as
the extravagance of the past night would leave them short of
money, if he long remained away from the mill. He wasin a
club, so that money was provided for the burial. These
things settled in his own mind, he recalled the doctor’s words,
and bitterly thought of the shock his poor wife had so recently
had, in the mysterious disappearance of her cherished sister.
His feelings towards Esther almost amounted to curses. It
was she who had brought on all this sorrow. Her giddiness,
her lightness of conduct, had wrought this woe. His previous
thoughts about her had been tinged with wonder and pity, but
now he hardened his heart against her for ever.

One of the good influences over John Barton’s life had de-
parted that night. One of the ties which bound him down to

9%
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he also see that his employers were bearing their share; he is,
Isay, bewildered and (to use his own word) *“aggravated
to see that all goes on just as usual with the mﬂl-nwners;
Large houses are still occupied, while spinners’ and weavers
cottages stand empty, because the families that once filled
them are obliged to live in rooms or cellars. Carriages still
roll along the streets, concerts are still crowded by sub-
scribers, the shops for expensive luxuries still find daily
customers, while the workman loiters away his unemployed
time in watching these things, and thinking of the pale, un-
complaining wife at home, and the wailing children asking in
vain for enough of food, of the sinking health, of the dying
life of those near and dear to him. The contrast is too great.
Why should he alone suffer from bad times?

fknow that this is not really the case; and I know what is
the truth in such matters: but what I wish to impress 1s what
the workman feels and thinks. True, that with child-like
improvidence, good times will often dissipate his grumbling,
and make him forget all prudence and foresight.

But there are earnest men among these people, men who
have endured wrongs without complaining, but without ever
forgetting or forgiving those whom (they believe) have caused
all this woe.

Among these was John Barton. His parents had suffered,
his mother had died from absolute want of the necessaries
of life,. He himself was a good, steady workman, and, as
such, pretty certain of steady employment. But he spent
all he got with the confidence (you may also call it impro-
ﬁdence? of one who was willing, and believed himself able,
to supply all his wants by his own exertions. And when his
master suddenly failed, and all hands in the mill were turned
back, one Tuesday morning, with the news that Mr. Hunter
had stopped, Barton had only a few shillings to rely on; but
he had good heart of being emilﬂyad at some other mill, and
accordingly, before returning home, he spent some hours in
going from factory to factory, asking for work. But at every
mill was some sign of depression of trade! some were working
short hours, some were turning off hands, and for weeks
Barton was out of work, living on eredit. It was during this
‘time that his little son, the apple of his eye, the cynosure
of all his strong power of love, fell ill of the scarlet fever.
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it was a fine thing to go so far from home. So, one day, th’
butcher he brings us a letter fra George, to say he’d heard
on a place — and I was all agog to go, and father was pleased
like: but mother said little, and that little was very quiet. I've
often thought she was a bit hurt to see me so ready to go —
God forgive me! But she packed up my clothes, and some
of the better end of her own as would fit me, in yon little paper
box up there — it’s good for nought now, but I would liefer
live without fire than break it up to be burnt; and yet it’s
going on for eighty years old, tor she had it when she was a
girl, and brought all her clothes in it to father’s when they
were married. But, as I was saying, she did not cry, though
the tears was often in her eyes; and I seen her looking after
me down the lane as I were in sight, with her hand shading
her eyes — and that were the last look I ever had on her.”

Alice knew that before long she should go to that mother;
and, besides, the griefs and bitter woes of youth have worn
themselves out before we grow old; but she looked so sorrow-
ful that the girls caught her sadness, and mourned for the
poor woman who had been dead and gone so many years ago.

“Did you never see her again, Alice? Did you never go
home while she was alive ?"’ asked Mary.

“No, nor since. Many a time and oft have I planned to go.
I plan it yet, and hope to go home again before it please God
to take me. I used to try and save money enough to go for a
week when I was in service; but first one thing came, and
then another, First, missis’s children fell ill of the measles,
just when the week I'd asked for came, and I couldn’t leave
them, for one and all cried for me to nurse them. Then missis
herself fell sick, and I could go less than ever. For, you see,
they kept a little shop, and he drank, and missis and me was

all there was to mind children, and shop, and all, and cook
and wash besides."”

Mary was glad she had not gone into service, and said so.

“Eh, lass! thou little knows the pleasure o’ helping others;
I was as hapfyy there as could be; almost as happy asI was at
home. Well, but next year I thought I could go at a leisure
time, and missis telled me I should have a fortnight then, and
T'use to sit up all that winter working hard at patchwork, to
have a quilt of my own making to taie to my mother, But
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not the first as has taken him for such. He is only fond of such
things as most folks know nothing about.”

“And do you know aught about them too?” 1

“] know & bit about some of the things grandfather. is
fond on; just because he 's fond on 'em, I tried to learn about
them."”

“What things are these?” said Mary, struck with the
weird-looking creatures that sprawled around the room in
their roughly-made glass cases.

But she was not prepared for the technical names which
Job Legh pattered down on her ear, on which they fell like
hail on a skylight; and the strange language only bewildered
her more than ever. Margaret saw the state of the case, and
came to the rescue,

“Look, Mary, at this horrid scorpion. He gave me such
a fright: I am all of a twitter wt when I think of it. Grand-
father went to Liverpool one Whitsun-week to go strolling
about the docks and pick up what he could from the sailors,
who often bring some %uem- thing or another from the hot
countries they go to; and so he sees a chap with a bottle in his
hand, like a druggist’s physic-bottle; and says grandfather,
‘ What have ye gotten there?’ So the sailor holds it up, and
grandfather Enew it was a rare kind o’ scorpion, not common
even in the East Indies where the man came from; and says
he, ‘How did you catch this fine fellow, for he wouldn’t be
taken for nothing I’'m thinking?’ And the man said as how
when they were unloading the ship he’d found him lying
behind a bag of rice, and he thought the cold had killed him,
for he was not squashed nor injureg a bit. He did not like to
part with any of the spirit out of his grog to put the scorpion
in, but slipped him into the bottle, knowing there were ﬁ:-llcs
enow who would give him something for him. So grandfather
gives him a shilling.”

“Two shillings,” interrupted Job Legh, “and a good
bargain it was.”

“Welll grandfather came home as proud as Punch, and
pulled the bottle out of his pocket. But you see th’ scorpion
were doubled up, and grandfather thought I couldn’t fairly
see how big he was. So he shakes him out right before the
fire; and a good warm one it was, for I was ironing, I re-
member, I left off ironing and stooped down over him, to
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i8 so fond of his books, and his creatures, and his plants. 1t
does my heart good to see him so happy, sorting them all at
home, and so ready to go in search of more, whenever he ’s
a spare day. Look at him now! he ’s gone back to his books,
ans he 'll be as happy as a king, working away till [ make him

o to bed. It keeps him silent, to be sure; but so long as I see
ﬁim earnest, and pleased, and eager, what does that matter?
Then, when he has his talking bouts, you can’t think how
much he has to say. Dear grandfather! you don’t know
how happy we are!” _

Mary wondered if the dear grandfather heard all this, for
Margaret did not speak in an under tone; but no | he was far
too deep and eager in solving a problem. He did not even
notice I\Iary'a leave-taking, and she went home with the feeling
that she had that night made the ﬂ.cn}uaintauce of two of the
strangest people she ever saw jn her life. Margaret, so quiet,
80 common-place, until her smgling owers were called forth ;
8o silent from home, so cheerful and agreeable at home; and
her grandfather so very different to any one Mary had ever
seen. Margaret had said he was not a fortune-teller, but she
did not know whether to believe her.

To resolve her doubts, she told the history of the evening
to her father, who was interested by her account , and curious
to see and judge for himself. Opportunities are not often
wanting where inclination goes before, and ere the end of
that winter Mary looked upon Margaret almost as an old
friend. The latter would bring her work when Mary was
likely to be at home in the evenings and sit with her; and Job
Legh would put a book and his ipe in his pocket and just
::_Tf round the corner to fetch his grand-child, ready for a

if he found Barton in; ready to pull out pipe and book
if the girls wanted him to wait, and John was still at his club.
In short, ready to do whatever would give pleasure to his
darling Margaret.

I do not know what Fuints of resemblance or dissimilitude
(for the one joins people as often as that), attracted the two
girls to each other. Marparet had the great charm of possess-
ing [fnnd strong common sense, and do you not perceive how
involuntarily this is valued? It is so pleasant to have a friend
Who possesses the power of setting a difficult question in a
clear light; whose Judgment can tell what is best to be done;
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“She ’d nobbut® say, practice makes perfect.” And they
both laughed. But the words Margaret had said rankled in
Jem’s mind. Would Mary care? Would she care in the very
least? They seemed to call for an answer bﬁmght, and by
day; and Jem felt that his heart told him Mary was quite
indifferent to any action of his. Still he loved on, and on,
ever more fondly. .

Mary’s father was well aware of the nature of Jem Wilson’s
feelings for his daughter, but he took no notice of them to
any one, thinking Mary full young yet for the cares of married
life, and unwilling, too, to entertain the idea of parting with
her at any time, however distant. But he welcomed Jem at
his house, as he would have done his father’s son, whatever
were his motives for coming; and now and then admitted the
thought, that Mary might do worse when her time came, than
marry Jem Wilson, a steady workman at a good trade, a good
son to his parents, and a fine manly spirited chap — at least
when Mary was not by; for when she was present he watched
her too closely, and too anxiously, to have much of what John
Barton called “spunk” in him.

It was towards the end of February, in that year,and a bitter
black frost had lasted for many weeks. The keen east wind
had long since swept the streets clean, though on a gusty day
the dust would rise like pounded ice, and make people’s faces

uite smart with the cold force with which it blew against them.

ouses, sky, people, and every thing looked as if a igantic
brush had washed them all over with a dark shade of Indian
ink. There was some reason for this grimy appearance on
human beings, whatever there might be for the dun looks of
the landscape; for soft water had become an article not even
to be purchased; and the poor washerwomen might be seen
vainly trying to procure a little by breaking the thick gray ice
thatcuat‘:edthedltcheaandpundsintheneighbnurhuﬂd. People
prophesied a long continuance to this alreadylengthened frost;
said the spring would be verylate; nos ring fashions required;
no summer clothing purchased for a short uncertain summer.
Indeed there was no end to the evil prophesied during the
continuance of that bleak east wind.

Mary hurried home one evening, just as daylight was fading,

® *“Nobbut,” none but, only. *“No man sich evere God no but th
oon bigitan sone."” — Wicelif's Version. A P e
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don’t think they can pay, and yet they ’re just the sort of folk
to have their minds easier for wearing mourning. There’s
only one thing I dislike making black for, it does so hurt the
eyes."

; Margaret put down her work with a sigh, and shaded her
eyes. 'Then she assumed a cheerful tone, and said, ,

“You'll not have to wait long, Mary, for my secret s
on the tip of my tongue. Mary! do you know I sometimes
think I 'm growing a little blind, and then what would
become of grandfather and me? Oh, God help me, Lord
help me!” 3

She fell into an agony of tears, while Mary knelt by
her, striving to soothe and to comfort her; but, like ar
inexperienced person, striving rather to deny the correctness
of Margaret’s fear, than helping her to meet and overcome
the evil.

“No,” said Margaret, quietly ﬁxin]jg her tearful eyes on
Mary; “I know I’'m not mistaken. I have felt one going
some time, long before I ever thought what it would lead to;
and last autumn I went to a doctor; and he did not mince
the matter, but said unless I sat in a darkened room, with
my hands before me, my sight would not last me many years
longer. But how could I do that, Mary? For one thing,
grandfather would have known there was somewhat the
matter; and, oh! it will grieve him sore whenever he s
told, so the later the better; and besides, Mary, we 've some-
times little enough to go upon, and what I earn is a great
help. For grandfather takes a day here, and a day there,
for botanising or going after insects, and he’ll think little
enough of four or five shillings for a specimen; dear grand-
father! and I’m so loath to think he should be stinted of what
gives him such pleasure. So I went to another doctor to try
and get him to say something different, and he said, ‘Oh, it
was only weakness,” and gived me a bottle of lotion; but
I've used three bottles (and each of em cost two shillings),
and my eye is so much worse, not hurting so much, butI can’t
see a bit withit. There now, Mary,” continued she, shutting
one eye, ‘‘now you only look like a great black shadow, with
the edges dancing and sparkling.”

“And can you see pretty well with th’ other?”

“Yes, pretty near as well as ever. Th’ only difference is,
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see Cargons’ mill; it’s afire, and ther say a burning mill is
such a grandsight. Ineversaw one.’ ‘

““Farll, I think it ’s a fearful sight. Besides, I ’ve all this
work to do.” :

But Mary coaxed in her sweet manner, and with her gentle
caresses, promising to help with the gowns all night long if
necessary, nay, saying she should quite enjoy it.

The truth was, Margaret’s secret weighed heavily and

ainfully on her mind, and she felt her inability to comfort;
Eesides, she wanted to change the current of Margaret’s
thoughts; and in addition to these unselfish feelings, came
the desire she had honestly expressed, of seeing a factory
on fire.

So; in two. minutes they were ready. At the threshold
of the house they met John Barton, to whom they told their
errand.

“Carsons’ milll Ay, there is a mill on fire somewhere,
sure enough, by the light, and it will be a rare blaze, for
there ’s not a drop o’ water to be got. And much Carsons will
care, for they ’re well insured, and the machines are a’ th’
oud-fashioned kind. See if they don’t think it a fine thing
fm; fhemselves. They’ll not thank them as tries to put it
out,

He gave way for the impatient girls to pass. Guided by
the ruddy light more than by any exact knowledge of the
streets that led to the mill, they scampered along with bent
heads, facing the terrible east wind as best they might.

. Carsons’ mill ran lengthways from east to west. Along
it went one of the oldest thoroughfares in Manchester. In-
deed, all that part of the town was comparatively old; it
was there that the first cotton mills were built, and the
crowded alleys and back streets of the neighbourhood made a
fire there particularly to be dreaded. The staircase of the
mill aseended from the entrance at the western end, which
faced into a wide, dingy-looking street, consisting prineipally
of public-houses, pawnbrokers’ shops, rag and bone ware-
houses, and _dlrii‘v provision shops. The other, the east end
of tha.fantnr_v,f, ronted into a very narrow back street, not
twenty feet wide, and miserably lighted and paved. Right
aganst this end ﬁ:{' the factory were the gable ends of the last
house in the prinecipal street — a house which from its size, its
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- good wench.”
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As they pressed away, Margaret was left, pale and almost
sinkin unydgr the weigh{ of Mary's body, whichshe had pre-
ﬂervedg in an upright position by keeping her arms tight round
Mary’s waist, dreading, with reason, the trampling of un-

eding feet.
o Nug, however, she gently let her down on the cold clean
avement; and the change of posture, and the difference
in temperature, now that the people had withdrawn from
their close neighbourhood, speedily restored her to con-
sciousness. : j

Her first glance was bewildered and uncertain. She had
forgotten where she was. Her cold, hard bed felt strange;
the murky glare in the sky affrighted her. She shut her eyes
to think, to recollect. )

Her next look was upwards. The fearful bridge had been
withdrawn; the window was unoceupied.

““They are safe,” said Margaret.

«All? Are all safe, Margaret?’’ asked Mary. !

“Ask yon fireman, and he’ll tell you more about it than I
can. ButIknow they 're all safe.”

The fireman hastily corroborated Margaret’s words.

“Why did you let Jem Wilson go twice?” asked Margaret?

“Let? — why we could not hinder him. As soon as ever
he’d heard his father speak (which he was na long a doing),
Jem were off like a shot; onl ﬂa.;,'ing he knowed better nor us
where to find t’ other man. {Ve d all ha’ gone, if he had na
been in such a hurry, for no one can say asManchester firemen
is ever backward wﬁen there 's danger.”

So saying, he ran off; and the two girls, without remark
or discussion, turned homewards. They were overtaken b
the elder Wilson, pale, grimy, and blear-eyed, but appa-
rently as strong and well as ever. He loitered a minute or
two alongside of them, giving an account of his detention in
the mill; he then hastily wished goodnight, saying he must
go home and tell his missis he was all safe and well: but after
he had gone a few steps, he turned back, came on Mary’s
side of the pavement, and in an earnest whisper, which Mar-
garet could nof avoid hearing, he said,

“Mary, if my bt‘? comes across you to-night, give him a
kind word or two for my sake. Do! bless you, there ’s a
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not, you cannot, read the lot of those who daily pass you by
in the street. How do you know the wild romances of their
lives; the trials, the temptations they are even now enduring,
resisting, sinking under? You may be elbowed one instant
by the girl desperate in her abandonment, laughing in mad
merriment with her outward gesture, while her soul is longing
for the rest of the dead, and bringing itself to thipk of the
cold-flowing river as the only mercy of Gn_d rem'ainmg to her
here. You may pass the criminal, meditating crimes at which

ou will to-morrow shudder with horror as you read them.
i’ﬂu may push against one, humble and unnoticed, the last
upon earth, who in Heaven will for ever be in the immediate
light of God’s countenance. Errands of mercy — errands
of sin — did you ever think where all the thousands of people

ou daily meet are bound? Barton’s was an errand of mercy;

ut the thoughts of his heart were touched by sin, by bitter
hatred of the happy whom he, for the time, confounded with
the selfish.

He reached a druggist’s shop, and entered. The druggist
(whose smooth manners seemed to have been salved over with
his own spermaceti) listened attentively to Barton’s description
of Davenport’s illness; concluded it was typhus fever, very
prevalent in that neighbourhood; and proceeded to make up
a bottle of medicine, sweet spirits of nitre, or some such in-
nocent potion, very good for slight colds, but utterly power-
less to stop, for an instant, the raging fever of the poor man
it was intended to relieve. He recommended the same course
they had previously determined to adopt, applying the next
morning for an Infirmary order; and Barton left the sho
with comfortable faith in the physic given him; for men of his
class, if they believe in physic at all, believe that every de-
scription is equally efficacious.

eanwhile, Wilson had done what he could at Davenport’s
home. He had soothed, and covered the man many a time ;
he had fed and hushed the little child, and spoken tenderly to
the woman, who lay still in her weakness and her weariness.
He had opened a door, but only for an instant; it led into a
back cellar, with a grating instead of a window, down which
dropped the moisture from pigstyes, and worse abominations.
It was not paved ; the floor was one mass of bad smelling mud.
It had never been used, for there was not an article of furniture
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« Han yo known this chap long?”’ asked Barton.

“Bettgr nor three year? He’s worked w1’ Carsons that
long, and were always a steady, civil-spoken f_'f.alln?;r , though,
as I said afore, somewhat of a Methodee. I wishI’d gettena
letter he’d sent his missis, a week or two agone, when he werc
on tramp for work. It did my heart good to read 1t; for, yo
see, I were a bit grumbling m‘ys-:_zl; it seemed hard to be
spunging on Jem, and taking a’ his flesh-meat money to buy
bread for me and them as I ought to be keeping. DBut, yo
know, though I can earn nought, I mun eat summit.. Well,
as I telled ye, I were grumbling, when she (indicating the
sleeping woman by anod) brought me Ben's letter, for she
could na’ read hersel. It were as good as Bible-words; ne’er
a word o’ repining; a’ about God being our father, and that
we mun bear patiently whate’er he sends.” !

“Don ye think he ’s th’ masters’ father, too? I'd be loth
to have ’em for brothers.”

“Eh, John! donna talk so; sure there’s many and many
a master as good or better nor us.” ) _

“If you think so, tell me this. How comes it they 're rich,
and we 're poor? I’ d like to know that. Han they done as
they ’d be done for by us?”

ut Wilson was no arguer; no speechifier, as he would
have called it. So Barton, seeing he was likely to have it his
own way, went on.

“You’ll say (at least many a one does), they'n* getten
capital an’ we 'n getten none. Isay, ourlabour’s our capital
and we ought to draw interest on that. They get interest on
their capital somehow a’ this time, while ourn is lying idle,
else how could they all live as they do? Besides, there’s many
on ’em has had nought to begin wi’; there’s Carsons, and
Duncombes, and Mengies, and many another, as comed into
Manchester with clothes to their back, and that were all, and
now they’re worth their tens of thousands, a’ getten out of
our labour; why the very land as fetched but sixty pound
twenty year agone is now worth six hundred, and that, too,
1S owing to our labour: but look at yo, and see me, and poor
Davenport yonder; whatten better are we? They'n screwed
us down to th’ lowest peg, in order to make their great big
fortunes, and build their great big houses, and we, why we 're

* “They'n,” contraction of *they han,” they have.
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he thought it would not be respectful. So he hastened on to
the kitchen door. The servants seemed very busy with pre-
parations for breakfast; but good-naturedly, though hastily,
told him to step in, and they could soon let Mr. Carsons know
he was there. So he was ushered into a kitchen hung round
with glittering tins, where a roaring fire burnt merrily, and
where numbers of utensils hung round, at whose nature and
use Wilson amused himself by guessing. Meanwhile, the ser-
vants bustled to and fro; an out-door man-servant came in for
orders, and sat down near Wilson. The cook broiled steaks,
and the kitchen-maid toasted bread, and boiled eggs.

The coffee steamed upon the fire, and altogether the
odours were so mixed and appetizing, that Wilson began to
yearn for food to break his fast, which had lasted since dinner
the day before. If the servants had known this, they would
have willingly given him meat and bread in abundance; but
they were like the rest of us, and not feeling hunger them-
selves, forgot it was possible another might. So Wilson’s
craving turned to sickness, while they chatted on, making
the kitchen’s free and keen remarks upon the parlour.

“How late you were last night, Thomas?’

“Yes, I was right weary of waiting; they told me to be at
E:e rooms by twelve; and therc I was. But it was two o’clock

efore they called me.”

“And did you wait all that time in the street?” asked the
hougsemaid, who had done her work for the present, and come
into the kitchen for a bit of gossip.

“My eye as like! you don’t think I 'm such a fool as to
catch my death of cold, and let the horses catch their death
too, as we should ha’ done if we 'd stopped there. No! I put
th’ horses up in th’ stables at th’ Spread Eagle, and went my-
sel’, and got a glass or two by th' fire. They 're driving a good
custom, them, wi’ coachmen, There were five on us, and
we d many a quart o’ ale, and gin wi’ it, to keep out cold.”

“Mercy on us, Thomas; you'll get a drunkard at last!”

. ,“If I do, I know whose blame it will be. It will be mis-
818's, and not mine. Flesh and blood can't sit to be starved
to death on a coach-box, waiting for folks as don’t know
their own mind.”

A servant, semi-upper-housemaid, semi-lady’s-maid, now
came down with orders from her mistress.

Mary Barton. 5
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newspaper away after a little pretended resistance, and would
not allow her brother Harry to go on with his review.

“] ’m the only lady this morning, papa, so you know you
must make a great deal of me.”

“My darling, I think you have your own way always,
whether you 're the only lady or not.”

“Yes, papa, you 're pretty good and obedient, I must say
that; but I 'm sorry to say Harry is very naughty, and does
not do what I tell him; do you, Harry?’

] 'm sure I don’t know what you mean to accuse me of,
Amy; I expected praise and not blame; for did not I get you
that eau de Portugal from town, that you could not meet with
at Hughes’, you little ungrateful puss?”

“I%id you? Oh, sweet Harry; you 're as sweet as eau de
Portugal yourself; you 're almost as good as gapa; but still
you know you did go and forget to ask Bigland for that rose,
that new rose they say he has got.”

“No, Amy, 1did not forget. I asked him, and he has got
the Rose, sans reproche; but do you know, little Miss Extra-
vagance, avery small one is half a guinea?”

“Oh, I don't mind. Papa will give it me, won’t you,
dear father? He knows his little daughter can’t live without
flowers and scents.”

Mr. Carsons tried to refuse his darling, but she coaxed
him into acquiescence, saying she must have it, it was one of
her necessaries. Life was not worth having without flowers.

“Then, Amy,” said her brother, “try and be content with
peonies and dandelions.”

“Oh you wretch! I don’t call them flowers. Besides,
you 're averi’_ bit as extravagant. Who gave half-a-crown for
a bunch of lilies of the valley at Yates’, a month ago, and
then would not let his Enur little sister have them, though
ﬁlﬂlwffnt on her knees to beg them? Answer me that, Master

al.,

. “Not on compulsion,” replied her brother, smiling with
his mouth, while his eyes had an irritated expression, and he
went first red, then E e, with vexed embarrassment.

“If you please, Sir,” said a servant, entering the room,

:'here’s one of the mill people wanting to see you: his nam
18 Wilson, he says.” } o ? h b z

H#*
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it fell when he opened the cellar-door, and saw Barton and the
wife both bending over the sick man’s couch with awe-struck,
saddened look.

«Come here,” said Barton. *There’s a change comed
over him sin’ yo left, is there not?”

Wilson looked. The flesh was sunk, the features pro-
minent, bony, and rigid. The fearful clay-colour of death
was over all. But the eyes were open and sensitive, though
the films of the grave were setting upon them.

 He wakened fra his sleep, as yo left him in, and began to
" mutter and moan; but he soon went off again, and we never
knew he were awake till he called his wife, but now she s here
he ’s gotten nought to say to her.”

Most probably, as they all felt, he could not speak, for
his strength was fast ebbing. They stood round him still and
gilent; even the wife checked her sobs, though her heart was
like to break. She held her child to her breast, to try and
keep him quiet. Their eyes were all fixed on the yet living
one, whose moments of life were passing so rapidly away. At
length he brought (with fjlarking convulsive effort) his two
hands into the attitude of prayer. They saw his lips move,
and bent to eatch the worde, which came in gasps, and not in
tones. :

“Oh Lord God! I thank thee, that the hard struggle of
living is over.”

“Oh, Ben! Ben!” wailed forth his wife, ‘“have you no
thought for me? Oh, Ben! Ben! do say one word to help
me through life.”

He could not speak again. The trump of the archangel
would set his tongue free; but not a word more would it utter
till then. Yet he heard, he understood, and though sight
failed, he moved his hand gropingly over the covering. They
knew what he meant, and guigad it to her head, bowed and
hidden in her hands, when she had sunk in her woe. It rested
there with a feeble pressure of endearment. The face grew
beautiful, as the soul neared God. A peace beyond under-
standing came overit. The hand was aﬂenv}r stiff weight on
the wife’s head. No more grief or sorrow for him. They
reverently laid out the EDT%?‘E — Wilson fetching his only

spare shirt to array it in. The wife still lay hidden in the
othes, in a stupor of agony.
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about in the street, and losing themselves, and being taken

to the police-office miles away from home.

- Stiﬁ want had never yet come in at the door to make love,
for these innocents fly out of the window. Nor was this the

case even now, when Jem Wilson’s earnings, and his

mother's occasional charrings were barely sufficient to give

all the family their fill of food.

But when the twins, after ailing many days, and caring
little for their meat, fell sick on the same afternoon, with the
same heavy stupor of suffering, the three hearts that loved
them so, each felt, though none acknowledged to the other,
that they had little chance for life. It was nearly a week be-
fore the tale of their illness spread as far as the court where
the Wilsons had once dwelt, and the Bartons yet lived.

Alice had heard of the sickness of her little nephews
several days before, and had locked her cellar door, amfgﬂne
off straight to her brother’s house, in Ancoats; but she was
often absent for days, sent for, as her neighbours knew, to
help in some sudden emergency of illness or distress, so that
occasioned no surprise.

Margaret met Jem Wilson several days after his brothers
were seriously ill, and heard from him the state of things at
his home. She told Mary of it as she entered the court late
that evening; and Mary listened with saddened heart to the
strange contrast which such woeful tidings presented to the
gay and loving words she had been hearing on her walk home.

he blamed herself for being so much taken up with visions
of the golden future, that she had lately gone but seldom on
Sunday afternoons, or other leisure time, to see Mrs. Wilson,
her mother’s friend; and with hasty purpose of amendment
she only stayed to leave a message for her father with the
next-door neighbour, and then went off at a brisk pace on her
way to the house of mourning.

She stupl;laerl with her hand on the latch of the Wilsons’
door, to st her beating heart, and listened to the hushed

ulet within, She opened the door goftly: there sat Mrs.
_1Isnn in the old rncking—chair, with one sick, death-like boy

- l}fm% on her knee, crying without let or pause, but softly,
ently, as fearing to disturb the troubled gasping child; whiﬁz
ehind her, old Alice let her fast-dropping tears fall down on
the dead body of the other twin, which she was laying out on
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bring mysel to let my two childer go in one day; I cannot
help longing to keep him, and yet he sha'n’t suffer longer
for me.”

She bent down, and fondly, oh! with what passionate
fondness, kissed her child, and then gave him up to Alice,
who took him with tender care. Nature's struggles were soon
exhausted, and he breathed his little life away in peace.

Then the mother lifted up her voice and wept. Her cries
brought her husband down to try with his aching heart to
comfort her’s. Again Alice laid out the dead, Mary helping
with reverent fear. The father and mother carried him up-
stairs to the bed, where his little brother lay in calm repose.

Mary and Alice drew near the fire, and stood in quiet
sorrow for some time. Then Alice broke the silence by
saying,

“lgt will be bad news for Jem, poor fellow, when he comes
home.”

“Where is he?”” asked Mary.

“Working over-hours at th’ shop. They’n getten a large
order fra’ forrin parts; and yo’ know, Jem mun work, though
his heart 's well-nigh breaking for these poor laddies.”

Again they were silent in thought, and again Alice spoke
first.

“I sometimes think the Lord is against planning. Whene’er
I plan over-much, He is sure to send and mar all my plans, as
if He would ha’ me put the future into His hands. Afore
Christmas-time I was as full as full could be, of going home
for good and all; yo’ han heard how I ve wished it this ter-
rible long time. And a young lass from behind Burton came
into place in Manchester last Martinmas; so after awhile, she
had a Sunday out, and she comes to me, and tells me some
cousins o’ mine bid her find me out, and say how glad they
should be to ha’ me to bide wi’ ’em, and look after th’ childer,
for they 'n getten a big farm, and she ’s a deal to do among th’
cows. So many a winter’s night did I lie awake and think,
that please God, come summer, I’d bid George and his wife

ood bye, and go home at last, Little did I think how God
lmighty would baulk me, for not leaving my days in His
hands, who had led me through the wiﬁierneas hitherto.
Here ’s George out of work, and more cast down than ever I
seed him; wanting every chip o’ comfort he can get, e'en
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Jem felt a strange leap of joy in his heart, and knew the
power she had of comforting him. He did not speak, as
though fearing to destroy by sound or motion the happiness
of that moment, when her soft hand’s touch thrilled through
his frame, and her silvery voice was whispering tenderness in
his ear. Yes! it might be very wrong; he eould almost hate
himself for it; with death and woe so surrounding him, it yet
was happiness, was bliss, to be so spoken to by Mary.

“Don’t, Jem, please don’t,” whispered she again, be-
lieving that his silence was only another form of grief.

He could not contain himself. He took her hand in his
firm yet trembling grasp, and said, in tones that instantly pro-
duced a revulsion in her mood,

““Mary, I almost loathe myself when I feel I would not give
up this minute, when my brothers lie dead, and father and
mother are in such trouble, for all my life that’s past and

one. And, Mary (as she tried to release her hand), you
now what makes me feel so blessed,”

She did know — he was right there. But as he turned to
catch a look at her sweet face, he saw that it expressed un-
feigned distress, almost amounting to vexation; a dread of
him, that he thought was almost repugnance.

He let her hand go, and she quickly went away te Alice's
side.

“Fool that I was — nay, wretch that I was — to let myself
take this time of trouble to tell her how I loved her; no won-
der that she turns away from such a selfish beast.”

Partly to relieve her from his presense, and partly from
natural desire, and partly, perhaps, from a penitent wish to
share to the utmost his parents’ sorrow, he soon went up-stairs
to the chamber of death.

Mary mechanically helped Alice in all the duties she per-
formed through the remainder of that long night, but she did
not see Jem again. He remained up-stairs until after the
early dawn showed Mary that she neeg have no fear of going
home through the deserted and quiet streets, to try and get a
little sleep before work-hour. 8o leaving kind messages to
George and Jane Wilson, and hesitating whether she might
dare to send a few kind words to Jem, and deciding that she
bad better not, she stepped out into the bright morning light,
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some young Mr. Carsons, who, unfettered by work-hours, let
scarcely a day pass without confriving a meeting with the
beautif{ll little milliner he had first seen while lounging 1n a
shop where his sisters were making some purchases, and after-
wards neverrested tillhe had freely, though respectfully, made
her acquaintance in her daily walks. He was, to use his own
expression to himself, quite infatuated by her, and was restless
each day till the time came when he had a chance, and, of late,
more than a chance of meeting her. There was something of
keen practical shrewdness about her, which contrasted very
bewitchingly with the simple, foolish, unworldly ideas she had

icked up from the romances which Miss Simmonds’ young
Fﬂ.diﬂﬂ were in the habit of recommending to each other.

Yes! Mary was ambitious, and did not favour Mr. Carsons
the less because he was rich and a gentleman. The old
leaven, infused, years ago by her aunt Esther, fermented in
her little bosom, and perhaps all the more for her father’s
aversion to the rich and the gentle. Such is the contrariness of
the human heart, from Eve downwards, that we all, in our old
Adam state, fancy things forbidden sweetest. So Mary dwelt
upon and enjoyed the 1dea of some day becoming a lady, and
doing all the elegant nothings appertaining to ladyhood. It
was a comfort to her, when scolded by Miss Simmonds, to
think of the day when she would drive up to the door in her
own carriage, to order her gowns from the hasty-tempered yet
kind dressmaker. It was a pleasure to her to hear the general
admiration of the two elder Eliss Carsons, acknowledged beau-
ties in ball-room and street, on horseback and on foot, and to
think of the time when she should ride and walk with them in
loving sisterhood. But the best of her plans, the holiest, that
which in some measure redeemed the vanity of the rest, were
those relating to her father; her dear father, now oppressed
with care, and always a disheartened, gloomy person. How
she would surround him with every comfort she could devise
(of course, he was to live with them); till he should acknow-
ledge riches to be very Eleasant things, and bless his lady-

daughter! Every one who had shown her kindness in her low
estate should then be repaid a hundred-fold.

Such were the castles in the air, the Alnaschar-visions in

which Mary indulged, and which she was doomed in after days
to expiate with many tears.
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the subject were forced to own themselves perplexed in the
endeavour to ascertain the real causes of the misery; the
whole matter was of so complicated a nature, that it became
next to impossible to understand it thoroughly. It need excite
no surprise then to learn that a bad feeling between working-
men and the upper classes became very strong in this season
of privation. Theindigence and sufferings of the operatives
induced a suspicion in the minds of many of them, that their
legislators, their magistrates, their employers, and even the
ministers of religion, were, in general, their oppressors
and enemies; and were, in league for their Emstra.tmn and
enthralment. The most deplorable and enduring evil that
aroge out of the period of commercial depression to which
I refer, was this feeling of alienation between the different
classes of society. It is so impossible to describe, or even
faintly to picture, the state of distress which prevailed in the
town at that time, thatI will not attempt it; and yet I think
again that surely, in a Christian land, it was not known even
so feebly as words could tell it, or the more happy and for-
tunate would have thronged with their sympathy and their
aid. In many instances the sufferers wept first, and then
they cursed. Their vindictive feelings exhibited themselves
in rabid politics. And when I hear, as I have heard, of the
sufferings and privations of the poor, of provision-shops
where ha’ porths of tea, sugar, butter, and even flour, were
sold to accommodate the indigent, — of parents sitting in
their clothes by the fire-side during the whole night for seven
weeks together, in order that their only bed and bedding
might be reserved for the use of their large family, — of others
sleeping upon the cold hearth-stone for weeks in succession,
without adequate means of providing themselves with food
or fuel (and this in the depth of winter), — of others heing
compelled to fast for days together, uncheered by any hope
of better fortune, living, moreover, or rather starving, in
a crowded garret, or damp cellar, and gradually ﬂitﬁiiﬂg
under the pressure of want and despair into a premature
grave; and when this has been confirmed by the evidence
of their care-worn looks, their excited feelings, and their
desolate homes, — can I wonder that many of them, in such
times of misery and destitution, spoke and acted with ferocious
prumpil:atiun?
G
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-

‘he had found a willing advocate. She would have been
willing to have embarked in a love-affair herself (especially a
clandestine one), for the mere excitement of the thmgi but
her willingness was strengthened by sundry half-sovereigns,
which from time to time Mr. Carsons bestowed upon her.

Sally Leadbitter was vulgar-minded to the last degree;
never easy unless her talk was of love and lovers; in her eyes
it was an honour to have had a long list of wooers. So con-
stituted, it was a pity that Sally herself was but a plam, red-
haired, freckled, girl; never likely, one would have thought,
to become a heroine on her own account. But what she
lacked in beauty she tried to make up for by a kind of witty
boldness, which gave her what her betters would have called
piquancy. Considerations of modesty or propriety never
checked her utterance of a good thing. She had just talent
enough to corrupt others. Her very good nature was an evil
influence. They could not hate one who was so kind; they
could not avoid one who was so willing to shield them from
scrapes by any exertion of her own; whose ready fingers
would at any time make up for their deficiencies, and whose
still more convenient tongue would at any time invent for
them. The Jews, or Mohammedans (I forget which), believe
that there is one little bone of our body, one of the vertebre,
if I remember rightly, which will never decay and turn to dust,
but will lie incorrupt and indestructible in the ground until
the Last Day: this is the Seed of the Soul. The most de-
praved have also their Seed of the Holiness that shall one day
overcome their evil. Their one good quality, lurking hidden,
but safe, among all the corrupt and bad.

Sally’s seed of the future soul was her love for her mother,
an aged bed-ridden woman. For her she had self-denial;
for her, her good-nature rose into tenderness; to cheer her
lonely bed, her spirits, in the evenings, when her body was
often woefully tired, never flagged, but were ready to recount
the events of the day, to turn them into ridicule, and to mimic,
with admirable fidelity, any person gifted with an absurdity
who had fallen under her keen eye. But the mother was
lightly principled like Sally herseff : nor was there need to
conceal from her the reason why Mr. Carsons gave her so
much money. She chuckled wit pleasure, and only hoped
that the wooing would be long a-doing.
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as survives it s very hard. Poor George! he were such a
hearty looking man.” I

“Margaret,™ said Mary, who had been closely observing
her friend, ¢thou 'rt very blind to-night, artn’t thou? Is it
wi’ crying? Your eyes are so swollen and red.”

“XYes, dear! but not crying for sorrow. Han ye heard
where I was last night? 5

“No; where?’

“Look here.” She held up a bright golden sovereign.
Mary opened her large gray eyes with astonishment.

“I’ll tell you all and how about it. You see there’s a
gentleman lecturing on music at th’ Mechanics, and he wants
folks to sing his songs. Well, last night the counter got a sore
throat and couldn’t make a note. So they sent for me. Jacob
Butterworth had said a good word for me, and they asked
me would I sing? You may think I was frightened, but I
thought now or never, and said I’d do my best. So I tried
o’er the songs wi’ th’ lecturer, and then th’ managers told me
I were to make myself decent and be there by seven.”

“And what did you put on?* asked Mary. “Oh, why
didn’t you come in for my pretty pink gingham

“I did think on’t; but you had na come home then. No!
I put on my merino, as was turned last winter, and my white
shawl, and did my hair pretty tidy; it did well enough. Well,
but as I was saying, I went at seven. I couldn’t see to read
my music, but I took th’ paper in wi’ me, to ha’ something to
do wi’ my fingers. Th’ folks heads danced, asIstood as right
afore ’em all as if I’d been going to play at ball wi’ ’em. You
may guess I felt squeamish, but mine weren’t the first song,
and th’ music sounded like a friend’s vojce telling me to take
courage. So to make a long story short, when it were all
o'er th’ lecturer thanked me, and th’ managers said as how
there neverwas a new singer so applauded (for they’d clapped
and stamped after I ’d done, tillIE began to wonder how many
pair o’ shoes they 'd get through a week at that rate, let alone
their hands). 50 I'’'m to sing again o’ Thursday; and I got a
Sovereign last night, and am to have half-a-sovereign every
night th’ lecturer is at th’ Mechanjes.”

“Well, Mar garet, I’m right glad to hearit.”

“And I don’t think you 've heard the best bit yet. Now
that a way seemed opened to me, of not being a burden to

.
1
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given, for which such and such gowns would be wanted,
varied with a slight whispered interlude occasionally about
love and lovers, — had not heard the political news of the
day: that parliament had refused to listen to the working-
men, when they petitioned with all the force of their rough,
untutored words to be heard concerning the distress which
was riding, like the Conqueror on his Pale Horse, among
the people; which was crushing their lives out of them, and
stamping woemarks over the land.

bhen he had eaten and was refreshed, they sat in silence
for some time; for Mary wished him to tell her what oppressed
him so, yet durst not ask. In this she was wise; for when
we are heavy laden in our hearts it falls in better with our
humour to reveal our case in our own way, and our own
time.

Mary sat on a stool at her father’s feet in old childish
guise, and stole her hand into his, while his sadness infected
her, and she ‘caught the trick of grief, and sighed,” she
knew not why.

‘““Mary, we mun speak to our God to hear us, for man will
not hearken; no, not now, when we weep tears o’ blood.”

In an instant Mary understood the fact, if not the details,
that so weighed down her father’s heart. She pressed his
hand with silent sympathy. She did not know what to say,
and was so afraid of speaking wrongly, that she was silent.
But when his attitude had remained unchanged for more than
half-an-hour, his eyes gazing vacantly and fixedly at the fire,
no sound but now and then a deep drawn sigh to break the
wial;ry ixck}j[ng of t-liilsl tﬁlnck! andlthe drip-drop from the roof
without, Mary could bear it no longer. Any thin
her father. -E’?en bad news. r % e

“Father, do imu know George Wilson ’s dead?” (Her
hand was suddenly and almost violently compressed.) *He
dropped down dead in Oxford Road yester morning. It’s
very sad, isn’t it, father?”

er tears were ready to flow as she looked up in her

father’s face for sympathy. Still the same fixed look of
despair, not varied by grief for the dead.

*Best for him to die,” he said, in a low voice.
This was unbearable. Mary got up under pretence of

going to tell Margaret that she need not come to sleep with
Mary Barton. T
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et some woman to feed it; it comes natural to women to do
or babbies. So we asked th’ chamber-maid at the inn, and
she took quite kindly to it; and we got a good supper, and
- grew rare and sleepy, what wi’ th’ warmth, and wi’ our long
ride i’ the open air. Th’ chamber-maid said she would like t’
have it t’ sleep wi’ her, unly missis would scold so; but it
looked so quiet and smiling like, asitlay in her arms, that we
thought 't would be no trouble to have it wi’ us. Isays: ‘See,
Jennings, how women-folk do quieten babbies; it ‘sliust as L
said.’ %Ele looked grave; he were always thoughtful-looking,
though I never heard him say any thing very deep. At Iast
says he —

“‘Young woman ! have you gotten a spare night-cap?’

¢ ‘Missis always keeps night-caps for gentlemen as does
not like to unpack,’ says she, rather quick.

“¢‘Ay, but young woman, it ’s one of your night-caps
Iwant. Th’ babby seems to have taken a mind to yo; and
may be in th’ dark it might take me for yo if I’d getten your
night-cap on.’

“The chambermaid smirked and went for a cap, butl
laughed outright at th’ oud bearded chap thinking he 'd make
hissel like a woman just by putting onawoman’s cap. Howe’er
he ’d not be laughed out on’t, so I held th’ babby till he were
in bed. Such a night as we had on it! Babby began to scream
o’ tn’ oud fashion, and we took it in turn and turnabout to sit
up and rock it. My heart were very sore for the little one, as
1t groped about wi’' its mouth; but for a’ that I could scarce
keep fra’ smiling at th’ thought o’ us two oud chaps, th’ one
wi' a woman’s night-cap on, sitting on our hinder ends for half
the night, hushabying a babby as wouldn’t be hushabied. To-
ward morning, poor little wench! it fell asleep, fairly tired
out wi’ crying, but even in its sleep it gave such pitiful sobs,
quivering up fra’ the very bottom ufPita little heart, that once
or twice I almost wished it lay on its mother’s breast, at peace
for ever. Jennings fell asleep too; but I began for to reckon
up our money. It were little enough we had left, our dinner
the day afore had ta’en so much. I didn’t know what our
reckoning would be for that night lodging, and supper, and
breakfast. Doing a sum alway sent me asleep ever sin’ I were
a lad; so I fell sound, in a short time, and were only wakened
by chambermaid tapping at th’ door, to say she '-:{ dress the
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“Well! that put me up, and my heart got very full, and
but that I were carrying her babby, T think I should ha’ struck
him, At lastI could hold in no longer, and says]I,
~ “‘Better say at once it would ha’been better for Godnever
to ha’ made th” world, for then we’d never ha’ been in it, to
have had th’ heavy hearts we have now.’

“Well! he said that were rank blasphemy; butI thought
his way of casting up again th’events God had pleased tosend,
were worse blasphemy. Howe'er, Isaid nought more angry,
for th’ little babby’s sake, as were th’ child o’ his dead son,
as well as o’ my dead daughter.

“Th’ longest lane will have a turning, and that night came
to an end at last; and we were foot-sore and tired enough,
and to my mind th’ babby were getting weaker and weaker,
and it wrung my heart to hear its little wail; 1’d ha’ given my
right hand for one of yesterday’s hearty cries. We were
wanting our breakfasts, and so were it too, motherless babby !
We could see no public-house, so about six o’ clock (only we
thought it were later), we stopped at a cottage where a woman
were moving about near th’ open door. Says I, ‘Good wo-
man, may we rest us a bit?” ¢Come in,” says she, wiping a
chair, as looked bright enough afore, wi’ her apron. IE were
a cham-f, clean room; and we were glad to sit down again,
though I thought my legs would never bend at th’ knees. In
a minute she fell a noticing th’ babby, and took it in her arms,
and kissed it again and again. ‘Lﬁssia,’ says I, ‘we 're not
without money, and if yo 'd give us somewhat for breakfast,
we 'd pay yo honest, and if yo would wash and dress that poor
babby, and get some pobbies down its throat, for it’'s well-
nigh clemmed, I'd pray for yo’ till my dying day.” So she said
nought, but gived me th’ babby back, and afore yo’ could say
Jack Robinson, she’d a pan on th’ fire, and bread and cheese
on th’ table. When she turned round her face looked red,
and her lips were tight pressed together. Welll we were
right down glad on our breakfast, and God bless and reward
that woman for her kindness that day; she fed th’ poor babby
as gently and softly, and spoke to it as tenderly as its own
poor mother could ha’ done. It seemed as if that stranger and
it had known each other afore, maybe in Heaven, where folk’s
spirits come from they say; th’ hagby looked up so lovingly in
her eyes, and made little noises more like a dove than ought
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say ‘and for a’ your trouble with it,’ but my heart would na
let me say it, for I could read in her ways how it had been a
work o’ love). So says she, quite quick, and stealing a look
at her husband’s baei, as looked all ear, if ever a back did,
¢Oh, we could take nought for the little babby’s food, if it
had eaten twice as much, bless it.” Wi’ that he looked at
her; such a scowling look! She knew what he meant, and
stepped softly across the floor to him, and put her hand on
his arm. He seem’d as though he ’d shake it off by a jerk on
his elbow, but she said quite low, ‘For poor little Johnnie’s
sake, Richard.” He did not move or speak again, and af_’ter
looking in his face for a minute, she turned away, swallowing
deep in her throat. She kissed th’ sleeping babby as she
passed, whenI paid her. To quieten th’ gruff husband, and
stop him if he rated her, I could na help slipping another six-

ence under th’ loaf, and then we set off again. Last look I

ad o’ that woman she were quietly wiping her eyes wi’ the
corner of her apron, as she went about her husband’s break-
fast. But I shall know her in heaven.”

He stopped to think of that long-ago May morning, when
he had carried his grand-daughter under the distant hedge-
rows and beneath the flowering sycamores.

“There s nought more to say, wench,” said he to Mar-
ﬁtret, as she begged him to go on. “That night we reached

anchester, and I’d found out that Jennings would be glad
enough to give up babby to me, so I took her home at once,
and a blessing she ’s been to me.”

They were all silent for a few minutes; each following out
the current of their thoughts. Then, almost simultaneously,
their attention fell upon Mary. Sitting on her little stool,
her head resting on her father’s knee, and sleeping as soundly
as any infant, her breath (still like an infant’s) came and went
as softly as a bird steals to her leafy nest. Her half-open
mouth was as scarlet as the winter-berries, and contrasted
finely with the clear paleness of her complexion, where the
elﬂqluent blood flushed carnation at each motion. Her black
eye-lashes lay on the delicate cheek, which was still more
shaded by the masses of her golden hair, that seemed to form
a nest-like pillow for her as she lay. Her father in fond Prida
straightened one glossy curl, for an instant, as if to displa
1ts length and silkiness. The little action awoke her, and,
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But it were wrong, and I'll try never to lay hands on thee
again,”

5 So he held out his arms, and in many tears she told him
her repentance for her fault. He never struck her again.

Still, he often was angry. DBut that was almost better
than being silent. Then he sat near the fire-place (from
habit) , smoking, or chewing opium. Oh, how Mar{ loathed
that smell! And in the dusk, just before it merged into the
short summer night, she had learned to look with dread
towards the window, which now her father would have kept
uncurtained; for there were not seldom seen sights which
haunted her in her dreams. Strange faces of pale men, with
dark glaring eyes, peered into the inner darkness, and seemed
desirous to ascertain if her father was at home. Or, a hand
and arm (the body hidden) was put within the door, and
beckoned him away. He always went. And once or twice,
when Mary was in bed, she heard men’s voices below, in
earnest, whispered talk.

They were all desperate members of Trades’ Unions,
ready for any thing; made ready by want.

hile all this change for gloom yet struck fresh and heavy
on Mary’s heart, her father startled her out of a reverie one
evening, by asking her when she had been to see Jane Wilson.
From his manner of speaking, she was made aware that he
had been; but at the time of his visit he had never mentioned
any thing about it. Now, however, he gruffly told her to go
next day without fail, and added some abuse of her for not
having been before. The little outward impulse of her
father’s speech gave Mary the push, which she, in this in-
stance required; and accordingly, timing her visit so as to
avold Jem's hours at home, she went the following afternoon
to Ancoats.

The outside of the well-known house struck her as dif-
ferent; for the door was closed, instead of open, as it once
had always stood. The window-plants, George Wilson's

ride and especial care, looked withering and drooping.
hey had been without water for a long time, and now, when
!Jhe widow hﬂ‘._d reproached herself severely for neglect, in her
ignorant anxiety, she gave them too much. On opening the
door, Alice was seen, not stirring about in her habitual way,
but knitting by the fire-side. The room felt hot, although the
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her pretty household ways, were all to be reserved to gladden
another’s eyes and heart. And he must live onj that seemed
the strangest. That a long life (and he knew men did live
long, even with deep, biting sorrow corroding at their hearts)
must be spent without Mary; nay, with the consciousness she
was another’s! That hell of thought he would reserve for the

uiet of his own room, the dead stillness of night. He was on
the threshold of home now. ;

He entered. There were the usual faces, the usual sights.
He loathed them, and then he cursed himself because he
loathed them. His mother’s love had taken a cross turn,
because he had kept the tempting supper she had prepared
for him waiting until it was nearly spoilt. Alice, her ulled
senses deadening day by day, sat mutely near the fire; her
happiness bounded by the consciousness of the presence of
her foster child, knowing that his voice repeated what was
passing to her deafened ear, that his arm removed each little
obstacle to her tottering steps. And Will, out of the very
kindness of his heart, talkeg more and more merrily than
ever, He saw Jem was downcast, and fancied his rattlin
might cheer him; at any rate, it drowned his aunt’s muttere
grumblings, and in some measure concealed the blank of the
evening. At last, bed-time came; and Will withdrew to his
neighbouring lodging; and Jane and Alice Wilson had raked
the fire, and fastened doors and shutters, and pattered up
stairs, with their tottering foot-steps and shrill voices. Jem,
too, went to the closet termed his bedroom. There was no
bolt to the door; but by one strong efflort of his right arm,
a heavy chest was moved against it, and he could sit down on
the side of his bed, and think.

Mary loved another! That idea would rise uppermost
in his mind, and had to be combated in all its forms of pain.
It was, perhaps, no great wonder that she should prefer one,
so much above Jem in the external things of life. But the
gentleman; why did he, with his range of choice, among
the ladies of the land, why did he stoop down to carry off the
poor man’s darling? With all the glories of the garden at his
hand, why did he prefer to cull the wild-rose, — Jem’s own
fragrant wild-rose

His own! Oh! never now his own! — Gone for evermore !

Then uprose the guilty longing for blood! — The frenzy
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vehemently nppused to the dangerous precedent of yielding
one jot or one tittle to the outward force of a turn-out. It was
teaching the work-people how to become masters, said they.
Did they want the wildest thing hereafter, they would know
that the way to obtain their wishes would be to strike work.
Besides, one or two of those present had only just returned
from the New Baily, where one of the turn-outs had been tried
for a cruel assault on a poor north-country weaver, who had
attempted to work at the low price. They were indignant, and
justly so, at the merciless manner in which the poor fellow had
been treated; and their indignation at wrong, took (as it
oftendoes) the extreme form of revenge. They felt as if,
rather than yield to the body of men who were resorting fo
such cruel measures towards their fellow-workmen, they, the
masters, would sooner relinquish all the benefits to be derived
from the fulfilment of the commission, in order that the work-
men might suffer keenly. They forgot that the strike wasin
this instance the consequence of want and need, suffered un-
justly, as the endurers believed; for, however insane, and
without ground of reason, such was their belief, and such
was the cause of their violence. If is a great truth that you
cannot extinguish violence by violence. You may put it down
for a time; but while you are crowing over your imaginary
success, see if it does not return with seven devils worse than
its former gelf!

No one thought of treating the workmen as brethren and
friends, and openly, clearly, as appealing to reasonable men,
stating exactly and fully the circumstances which led the
masters to think it was the wise policy of the time to make
Egcriﬁcea themselves, and to hope for them from the opera-

ives. |

In going from group to group in the room, you caught such
a medley of sentences as the following: -

“Poor devils! they’re near enough to starving, I’'m afraid.
Mrs. Aldred makes two cows’ heads into sou every week, and
people come many miles to fetch it; and if tﬁeae times last we
must tr;y and do more. But we must not be bullied into any
thing |’

‘A rise of a shilling or so won’t make much difference, and
they will go away thinking they 've gained their point.”

“That ’s the very thing fnbjer:t to. They ’ll think so,
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tlemen threw away; I've a little lad at home as dearly loves a
picture; by your leave F’ll go up for it.” : 4

The waiter, good-natured and sympathetic, acgnmsamed
him up-stairs; saw the I1:::.t.!|,p'5¢1- picked up, and untwisted, and
then being convinced, by a hasty glance at'its contents, that
it was only what the man had called 1t, ‘“a bit of a picture,” he
allowed him to bear away his prize.

Towards seveno’clock that evening many operatives began
to assemble in a room in the Weavers’ Arms public-house, a
room appropriated for festive “occasions,” as the landlord, in
hig circular, on opening the premises, had described it. Bu_t,
alas! it was on no festive occasion that they met there on this
night. Starved, irritated, despairing men, they were as-
sembling tohear theanswer that morning given by the masters
to their delegates; after which, as was stated in the notice, a
gentleman from London would have the honour of addressing
the meeting on the present state of affairs between the em-
ployers and the emp oyed, or (as he chose to term them) the
idle and the industrious classes. The room was not large,
but its bareness of furniture made it appear so. Unshaded
gas flared down upon the lean and unwashed artisans as they
entered, their eyes blinking at the excess of light.

They took their seats on benches, and awaited the deputa-
tion. %he latter, gloomily and ferociously, delivered the
masters’ ultimatum, adding thereunto not one word of their
own; and it sank all the deeper into the sore hearts of the lis-
teners for their forbearance.

Then the “gentleman from London,” (who had been pre-
viously informed of the masters’ decision) entered. You would
have been puzzled to define his exact position, or what was
the state of higs mind as regarded education. He looked so
self-conscious, so far from earnest, among the group of
eager, fierce, absorbed men, among whom he now stood.
He might have been a disgraced medical student of the Bob
Sawyer class, or an unsuccessful actor, or a flashy shopman.
The impression he would have given you would have been un-
favourable, and yet there was much aybuut him that could only
be characterised as doubtful.

He smirked in acknowledgment of their uncouth greetings,
and sat down; then glancing round, he inquired whether it
would not be agreeable to the gentlemen present to have
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«If thou 'rt doing that for me, Mary, thou may’st spare thy
labour. I telled thee I were not for eating.”

« Just a little bit, father, before starting,” coaxed Mary,
perseveringly. ;

"At that instant who should come in but Job Legh. It was
not often he came, but when he did pay visits, Mary knew from
past experience they were any thing but short. Her father’s
countenance fell back into the deep gloom from which 1t Wwas
but just emerging at the sound of Mary’s sweet voice, and
pretty pleading. He became again restless and fidgety,
scarcely giving Job Legh the greeting necessary for a host 1n
his own house. Job, however, did not stand upon ceremony.
He had come to pay a visit, and was not o be daunted from
his purpose. He was :terested in John Barton’s mission to
Glasgow, and wanted to hear all about it; so he sat down, and
made himself comfortable, in a manner that Mary saw was
meant to be stationary.

«So thou’rt off to Glasgow, art thou?” he began his
catechism.

i \Jhan art starting?”’

¢ To-night.”

«That I knowed. But by what train?”

That was just what Mary wanted to know; but what ap-
parently her father was in no mood to tell. He got up without
speaking, and went up-stairs. Mary knew from his step, and
his way, how much he was put out, and feared Job would see
*t too. But nol Job seemed imperturbable. So much the
better, and perhaps she could cover her father’s rudeness by
her own civility to so kind a friend.

_ So half listening to her father’s movements u -stairs (pas-
sionate, violent, restless motions they were), ang half attend-
ing to Job Legh, she tried to pay him all due regard.

«When does your father start, Mary?”
That plaguing question again.

«Qh! very soon. I'm just getting him a bit of supper. I
Margaret very well?” S el PP 8

“Yes, she 's well enough. She ’s meaning to go and keep
Alice Wilson unmpa.n{\]f for an hour or so this evening; as soon
as she thinks her nephew will have started for Liverpool; for
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drag wi’ her leg, and presently a fall, and Mrs. Wilson came
rungning, and Eet u ﬂﬂl::h a cry! Istopped wi’ Alice, while she
fetched a doctor; but she could not speak, to answer me,

though she tried, I think.” ,

' “%Vhera was Jem? Why didn’t he go for the doctor?’

“He were out when I got there, and he never came home
while I stopped.” : : : on

«Thou 'st never left Mrs. Wilson alone wi’ poor Alice?
asked Job, haatil‘y. s

.%“No, no,” said Margaret. “But, oh! grandfather, 1t ’s
now I feel how hard it is to have lost my sight, Ishould have
so loved to nurse her; and I did try, until I found I did more
harm than good. Oh! grandfather; if I could but see!”

She sobbed a little; and they let her give that ease to her
heart. Then she went on — :

“No! I went round by Mrs. Davenport’s,and she were hard
at work; but, the minutel told my errand, she were ready
and willing to go to Jane Wilson, and stop up all night with
Alice.”

“ And what does the doctor say?” asked Mary.

“ (0! much what all doctors say: he ({Jl’ltﬂ a fence on this
side, and a fence on that, for fear he should be caught tripping
in his judgment. One moment he does not think there ’s much
hope — but while there is life there is hope; th’ next he 8ays
he should think she might recover partial, but her age is again
her. He s ordered her leeches to her head.”

Margaret having told her tale, leant back with weariness,
both of body and mind. Mary hastened to make her a cup of
tl?la; while Job, lately so talkative, sat quiet and mournfully
silent.

“1’ll go first thing to-morrow morning, and learn how she
185 and Il bring word back before I go to work,” said Mary.

“It’s a bad job Will ’s gone,” said Job.

“Jane does not think she knows any one,” replied Mar-
garet. ‘It ’s perhaps as well he shouldn’t see her now, for
they say her face is sadly drawn. He 'll remember her with
her own face better, if he does not see her again.”’

. With a few more sorrowful remarks they separated for the
night, and Mary was left alone in her house, to meditate on
the heavy day that had‘?{a:saed over her head. Every thing
seemed going wrong. ill gone; her father gone — and so
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had been at & dancing-party the night before, and were lis-g.-
less and sleepy in consequence. One tried to read “Emerson’s
Essavs,” and fell asleep in the attempt; the other was turning
over & parcel of new songs, in order to seleet what she liked.
Amy, the youngest, was cOp ing some manuseript Mmusic.
The &ir was heavy with the fragrance of strongly-scented
flowers, which sent out their night odours from an adjoining
congervatory. ! ; ]

The clock on the chimney-piece chimed eight. Sophy,
(thesleeping sister) started up at the sound.

«What o’clock 18 that?”’ she asked.

“EKight,” said Amy.

“«(Oh, dear! how tired Iam! Is Harry come in? Tea will
rouse one up a little. Are yon not worn out, Helen?”

“Yes; 1 am tired enough. Une is good for nothing the day
after a dance. Yet I don't feel weary at the time; 1 suppose
it is the lateness of the hours.”

“And yet, how could it be managed otherwise? So many
don’t dine till five or six, that one cannot begin before eight
or nine; and then it takes a long time to get nto the spirit of
E‘hﬂ evening. It is always move pleasant after supper than be-

ore.’’ ' |

“«Well, I’'m too tired to-night to reform the world in the
matter of dances or balls. What are you copying; Amy?"”

«QOnly that little Spanish air you sing — ‘Quien quiera.””

“ What are you copying it fﬂrg” asked Helen.

“Harry asked me to do it for him, this morning at break-
fast-time, — for Miss Richardson, he said.”

“For Jane Richardsonl” said Sophy, s if & new idea
were receiving strength in her mind.

“Do you think Harry means any thing by his attention to
her?” asked Helen.

“Nay, I do not know any thing more than you do; I can
only observe and conjecture. What do you think, Helen?”

“Harry always likes to be of consequence to the belle of
the room. If one girl is more admired than another, he likes
to flutter about her, and seem to be on intimate terms with

her. This is his way, and I have not noticed any thing beyond
that in his manner to Jane Richardson.”

“But I don’t think she knows it’s only his way. Just watch
her the next time we meet her when Harry is there, and see
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found Job sitting alone, looking sad enough. She told hun
what she came for. A . >

“Margaret, wench! why she ’s been gome to Wilson’s these
two hours. Ay! sure, you did say last night you would go; but
she could na rest in her bed, so was off betimes this morning.

Mary could do nothing but feel guilty of her long morning
nap, and hasten to follow Margaret’s steps ; for late as it was,
she felt she eould not settle well to her work, unless she learnt
how kind good Alice Wilson was going on. _

So, eating her crust-of-bread breakfast, she passed rapidly
along the streets. Sheremembered afterwards thelittle groups
of people she had seen, eagerly hearing, and imparting news;
but at the time her only care was to hasten onher way, in dread
of a reprimand from Nﬁss Simmonds.

She went into the house at Jane Wilson’s, her heart at the
instant giving a strange knock, and sending the rosy flush into
her face, at the thought that Jem might possibly be inside the
door. But I do assure you, she had not thought of it before.
Impatient and loving as she was, her solicitude about Alice on
that hurried morning had not been mingled with any thought
of him.

Her heart need not have leaped, her colour need not have
rushed so painfully to her cheeks, for he was not there. There
was the round table, with a cup and saucer, which had evidently
been used, and there wasJane Wilson sitting on the otherside,
crying quietly, while she ate her breakfast with a sort of uncon-
scious appetite. And there was Mrs. Davenport washing away
at a night-cap or so, which, by their simple, old-world make,
Mary knew ataglance were Alice’s. Butnothing—noone else.

lice was much the same, or rather better of the two, they
told her; atany rateshe could speak, thoughit was sad rambling
talk. Would lala.ry like to see her?

_ Of course she would. Many are interested by seeing their
friends under the new aspeet of illness: and among the poor
there is no wholesome fear of injury or excitement to restrain
this wish.

So Mary went up-stairs, accompanied by Mrs. Davenport,
wringing the suds off herhands, and speakingin aloud whisper
far more audible than her usual voice.

*  “Imun be hastening home, but I’ll come again to-night,
time enough to iron her cap; 't would be a sin and a shame if
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he was dead (and dead in such a manner) her feeling was that
of oppressive sorrow for him.

he room went round and round, and she felt as though
she should faint; but Miss Simmonds came in, bringing a
waft of fresher air as she opened the door, to refresh the body,
and the certainty of a scolding for inattention to brace the
sinking mind. She, too, was full of the morning’s news.

« Have you heard any more of this horrid affair, Miss Bar-
ton?” asked she, msshe settled to her work.

Mary tried to speak; at first she could not, and when she
suceeeded in uttering a sentence, it seemed as though it were
not her own voice that spoke.

“No, Ma’am, I never heard of it till this minute.”

«Dear! that’s strange, for every one is up about it. Lhope
the murderer will be found out, that I do. Sucha handsome
young man to be killed as he was., I hope the wretch that did
it may be hanged as high as Haman.”

One of the girls reminded them that the assizes came On
next week.

«“Ay,’, replied Miss Simmonds, “and the milk-man told
me they will catch the wretch, and have him tried and hung in
less than a week. Serve him right, whoever he is. Such a
handsome young man as he was.”

Then each began to communicate to Miss Simmonds the
various reports they had heard.

Suddenly she burst out —

«Miss Barton! as 1 live, dropping tears on that new silk
gown of Mrs. Hawkes'! Don’t you know they will stain, and
make it shabby for ever? Crying like a baby, because a hand-
some young man meets with an untimely end. For shame of
yourself, Miss. Mind your character and your work if you
please. Or, if you must cry,” (seeing her scolding rather in-
creased the flow of Mary’s tears, than otherwise), “take this
print to cry over. That won’t be marked like this beautiful
silk,”” rubbing it, as if she loved it, with a clean pocket-
I&andkarchmf , in order to soften the edges of the hard round

rops.

Mary took the print, and naturally enough, having had
Eave given her to cry overit, rather checked the inclination

weep.

Everybody was full of the one subject. The girl sent out to
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That copy had been given to her father for whom it was
made, and she had occasionally seen him reading it over, not
a fortnight ago she was sure. gut she resolved to ascertain if
the other part still remained in his possession. He might, it
was just possible he might, have given it away to some friend;
and 1f so, that person was the guilty one, for she could swear
to the paper anywhere.

First of all she pulled out every article from the little old
chest of drawers. Amongst them were some things which
had belonged to her mother, but she had no time now to
examine and try and remember them. All the reverence she
could pay them was to carry them and lay them on the bed
carefully, while the other things were tossed impatiently out
upon the floor.

The copy of Bamford’s lines was not there. Oh! perhaps
he might have given it away; but then must it not have been
toJem? It was his gun.

And she set to with redoubled vigour to examine the deal-
box which served as chair, and which had once contained her
father’s Sunday clothes, in the days when he could afford to
have Sunday c{uthea.

He had redeemed his better coat from the pawn-shop
before he left, that she had noticed. Here was his old one.
What rustled under her hand in the pocket?

The paper! “Oh! Father!”

Yes, it fitted; jagged end to jagged end, letter to letter;
and even the part which Esther had considered blank had its
tallying mark with the larger piece, its tails of ys and gs.
And then, as if that were not damning evidence enuugh, she
felt again, and found some little bullets or shot (I don’t know
which Jlmu would call them) in that same pocket, along with
a small paper l[(mrcel of gunpowder. As she was going to
replace the jacket, having abstracted the paper, and buﬁeta,
&c., she saw a woollen gun-case, made of that sort of striped
horse-cloth you must haveseen a thousand times app ropriated
to such a purpose. The sight of it made her examine still
further, but there was nothing else that could afford any
evidence, so she locked the box, and sat down on the floor
to contemplate the articles; now with a sickening despair,
now with a kind of wondering curiosity, how her father had
managed to evade observation. After all it was easy enough.
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She sat up in bed to recollect, and when she did remember,
she sank down again with all the helplessness of despair. But
it was only the weakness of an instant; for were not the very
minutes precious, for deliberation if not for action?

Before she had finished the necessary morning business of
dressing, and setting her house in some kind of order, she had
disentangled her ravelled ideas, and arranged some kind of a
plan for action. IfJem was innocent (and now, of his guilt,
even his slightest participation in, or knowledge of the
murder, she acquitted him with all her heart and soul), he
must have been somewhere else when the crime was com-
mitted ; probably with some others, who might bear witness
to the fact, if she only knew where to find them. Every thing
rested on her. She had heard of an alibi, and believed it
might mean the deliverance she wished to accomplish; but
she was not quite sure, and determined to apply to Job, as
one of the few among her acquaintance gifted with the know-
ledge of hard words, for to her, all terms of law, or natural
history, were alike many-syllabled mysteries.

No time was to be lost. She went straight to Job Legh's
house, and found the old man and his granddaughter sitting
at breakfast; as she opened the door she heard their voices
speaking in a grave, hushed, subdued tone, as if something
grieved their hearts. They stopped talking on her entrance,
and then she knew they had geen conversing about the
murder; about Jem’s probable guilt; and (it flashed upon
her for the first time) on the new light they would have ob-
tained regarding herself: for until now they had never heard
of her giddy flirting with Mr. Carsons; not in all her confiden-
tial talk with Margaret had she ever spoken of him. And now,
Margaret would hear her conduct talied of by all, as that of
a bold, baq girl; and even if she did not believe every thing
that was said, she could hardly help feeling wounded, and
disappointed in Mary. '

So it was in a timid voice that Mary wished her usual good-
morrow, and her heart sank within her a little, when Job, with
a form of civility, bade her welcome in that dwelling, where,

unfil now, she had been too well assured to require to be
asked to sit down

She took a chair. Margaret continued silent,
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her light conduct which had led to such fatal consequences,
she was now most anxious to save her old playfellow, her early
friend, from the doom awaiting the shedder of blood.

¢ [f Jem 's not done it, I don’t see as any on us can tell who
did it. We might find out something if we ’d time; but they
say he 's to be tried on Tuesday. It ’s no use hidingit, Mary ;
things looks strong against him.” '

‘] know they do! Iknow they do! But, oh! Job! isn’t
an alibi a proving where he really was at th’ time of the
murder; and how must I set about an alibi?”

“An alibi is that, sure enough.” He thought a little.
“You mun ask his mether his doings, and his whereabouts
that night; the knowledge of that will guide you a bit.”

For he was anxious that on another should fall the task of
enlightening Mary on the hopelessness of the case, and he felt
that her own sense would be more convinced by inquiry and
examination than any mere assertion of his.

Margaret had sat silent and grave all this time. To tell the
truth, she was surprised and disappointed by the disclosure
of Mary’s conduct, with regardp to Mr. ﬁenr}r Carsons.
(zentle, reserved, and prudent herself, never exposed to the
trial of being admired for her personal appearance, and un-
susceptible enough to be in doubt even yet, whether the flut-
tering, tender, infinitely-joyous feeling, she was for the first
time experiencing, at sight, or sound, or thought of Will
Wilson, was love or not, — Margaret had no sympathy with
the temptations to which loveliness, vanity, ambition, or the
desire of being admired, exposes so many; no sympathy with
flirting girls, in short. Then, she had no idea of the strength
of the conflict between will and principle in some who were
differently constituted from herself. With her, to be con-
vinced that an action was wrong, was tantamount to a deter-
mination not to do so again; and she had little or no difficulty
in carrying out her determination. So she could not under-
stand how it was that Mary had acted wrongly, and had felt
too much ashamed, in spite of internal sophistry, to speak of
her actions. Margaret considered herself deceived; felt
aggrieved; and, at the time of which I am now telling you,
was gtmngl}r inclined to give Mary up altogether, as a girl
devoid of the modest proprieties of her sex, and capable of
EToss dupllmty, n ﬂpaaking of one lover as she had done of
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Then she bent down and reverently kissed Alice’s cheek; and
drawing Jane Wilson away from the bed, asif the ﬁ_ir-it of her
who lay there were yet cognizant of present realities, she
whispered a few words of hope to the poor mother, and kissing
her over and over again in a warm, loving manner, she bade
her good-bye, went a few steps, and then once more came
back to bid her keep up her heart.

And when she had Fﬂ.il‘l}’ left the house, Jane Wilson felt
as if a sun-beam had ceased shining into the room.

Yet oh! how sorely Mary’s heart ached; for more and
more the fell certainty came on her that her father was the
murderer! She struggled hard not to dwell on this conviction ;
to think alone on the means of proving Jem’s innocence; that
was her first duty, and that should be done.

CHAPTER XXIII.

*And must it then depend on this poor eye

And this unsteady hand, whether the bark,

That bears my all of treasured hope and love,

Shall find a passage through these frowning rocks

To some fair port where peace and safety smile, —

Or whether it shall blindly dash against them,

And miserably sink? Heaven be my help:

And clear my eye, and nerve my trembling hand 1™

‘Tax CoNsTANT Woman,'

HER heart beating, her head full of ideas, which required
time and solitude tobereduced into order, Mary hurried home.
She was like one who finds a jewel of which he cannot all at
once ascertain the value, but who hides his treasure untilsome
quiet hour when he may ponder over the capabilities its pos-
session unfolds. She was like one who discovers the siﬂmn
- clue which guides to some bower of bliss, and secure of the
power within his grasp, has to wait for a time before he may
tread the labyrinth.

. But no jewel, no bower of bliss was ever so precious to
miser or lover as was the belief which now pervaded Mary’s
mind, that Jem’s innocence might be proved, without invol-
ving any suspicion of that other — that dear one — so dear,
although so criminal — on whose part in this eruel business
she dared not dwell even in thought. For if she did, there
arose the awful question, — if all went against Jem the inno-
cent, if judge and jury gave the verdict forth which had the

Mary Barton. 17
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any steps which might tend to proving himself innocent. At
any rate, she could not consult him. He was removed to Kirk-
“dale, and time pressed. Already it wasSaturdayatnoon. And
_even if she could have gone to him, T believe she would not.
'She longed to do all herself, to be his liberator, his deliverer;
to win him life, though she might never regain his lost love by
her own exertions. And oh!how could she see him to discuss
a subject in which both knew who was the blood-stained man ;
and yet whose name might not be breathed by either, so dearly
_with all his faults, his sins, was he loved by both.

All at once, when she had ceased to try and remember, the
name of Will’s ship flashed acrosshermind. The Jokn Cropper.

He had named it, she had been sure, all along. He had
named it in his conversation with herthatlast, that fatal Thurs-
_day evening. She repeated it over and over again, through a

nervous dread of again forgetting it. The John Cropper.

And then, as if she were rousing herselfout of some strange
stupor, she bethought her of Margaret. Who so likely as Mar-
garet to treasure every little particular respecting Will, now
~Alice was dead to all the stirring purposes of life?

She had gone thus far in her process of thought, when a
neighbour stepped in; she with whom they had usually depo-
sited the house-key, when both Mary and her father were ab-
sent from home, and who consequently took upon herself to
. answer all inquiries, and receiveallmessages whichany friends
. might make, or leave, on finding the house shut up.

“Here ’s somewhat for ynu,%daryl A policeman left it.”
A bit of parchment.
Many people have a dread of those mysterious pieces of
Rarchnient. I am one. Mary was another. Her heart misgave
- her as she took it, and looked at the unusual appearance ofthe
writing, which, though legible enough, conveyed no idea to
_her, or rather her mind shut itself up against receiving any
~ idea, which after all was rather a prnuiP she had some suspicion
of the meaning that awaited her.

“What is it?” asked she, in a voice from which all the pith
and marrow seemed extracted.

“Nay! how should I know? Policeman said he ’d call again
towards evening, and see if you 'd gotten it. He were loth to
: ._'_le;we_it, though I telled him who I was, and all about my keep-
_Ing th’ key, and taking messages.”

17+
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for the murder of Henry Carsons; that’s the long and short of
it, only more elegantly put, for the benefit of them who knows
how to value the gift of language. I’ve been at witness before-
time myself; there ’s nothing much to be afeared on; if the
are im;)udent, why, just you be impudent, and give 'em tit
for tat.” 3

“Nothing much to be afeared onl” echoed Mary, but in
such a different tone. e ve' @

““Ay, poor wench, I see howitis. It’ll go hard with thee
a bit, I dare say; but keep up thy heart. Yo cannot have
much to tell 'em, that can go either one way or th’ other.
Nay! may be thou may do him a bit o’ good, for when they
set eyes on thee, they ’ll see fast enough how he came to be so
led away by jealousy; for thou'rt a pretty creature, Mary, and
one look at thy face will let 'em into th’ secret of a young
man’s madness, and make 'em more ready to pass it over.”’

“Oh! Job, and won’t you ever believe me when I tell you
he ’s innocent? Indeed, and indeed I can prove it; he was
with Will all that night; he was, indeed, Job!”

" M{ wench! whose word hast thou for that?” said Job,
Plt}’ll{% Y. ]

“Why! his mother told me, and I'll get Will to bear wit-
ness to it. But, oh! Job” (bursting into tears), ‘it is hard
if you won’t believe me. How ahall% clear him to strangers,
when those who know him, and ought to love him, are so set
against his being innocent ?

“ God knows, I ’m not against his being innocent,” said
Job, solemnly. “I’d give half my remaining days on earth, —
I’d give them all, Mary (and but for the love I bear to my

oor blind girl, they’d be no great gift), if I could save him.

ou 've thought me hard, Mary, butI’m not hard at bottom,
and I 'l help you if I can; that I will, right or wrong,” he
added; butim alow voice, and coughed the uncertain words
away the moment afterwards.
., “Oh,Job! if you will help me,” exclaimed Mary, brighten-
ing up (though it was but a wintry gleam after all), *tell me
what to say, when they question me; I shall be so gloppened,*
I sha’n’t know what to answer.”

“Thon canst do nought better than tell the truth., Truth’s
best at all times, they say; and for sure it is when folk have

* “Gloppened,” terrified.
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speak, and after one or two attempts they had subsided mto
silence. .

When the meal was ended Job began again on the subject
they all had at heart. _

“Yon poor lad at Kirkdale will want a lawyer to see they
don’t put on him, but do him justice. Hast thought of that?

Mary had not, and felt sure his mother had not.

Margaret confirmed this last supposition.

«] 've but just been there, and poor Jane is like one date-
less; so many griefs come on her at once. One time she seems
to make sure he 'll be hung; and if I took her in that way, she
flew out (poor body!) and said, that in spite of what folks
said, there were them as could, and would prove him guiltless.
So I never knew where to have her. The only thing she was
constant in, was declaring him innocent.”

“Mother-like!"” said Job,

¢ She meant Will, when she spoke of them that could prove
him innocent. He was with Will on Thursday night; walking
a part of the way with him to Liverpool; now the thing is to
lay hold on Will, and get him to prove this.” So spoke Mary,
calm, from the earnestness of her purpose.

“Don’t build too much on it, my dear,” said Job.

“I do build onit,” replied Mary, ‘“because I know it ’s the
truth, and I mean to try and prove it, come what may. No-
thing you can say will daunt'me, Job, so don’t you go and try.
You may help, but you cannot hinder me doing what I 'm re-
solved on.”

They respected her firmness of determination, and Job
almost gave into her belief, when he saw how steadfastly she
was acting upon it. Oh! surest way of conversion to our
faith, whatever it may be, — regarding either small things, or
great, — when it is beheld as the actuating principle, from
which we never swerve! When it is seen that, instead of
over-much profession, it is worked into the life, and moves
every action|

a_.ri gained courage as she instinctively felt she had made
way with one at least of her companions,

“Now I’m clear about this much,” she continued, “he
a8 with Will when the — shot was fired (she could not bring
herself to say, when the murder was committed, when she
remembered who it was that, she had every reason to believe,
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bound. Still wench! what think yo of a lawyer? 1know one,
Mr. Cheshire, who ’s rather given to th’ insect line — and a
good kind o’chap. He and I have swopped specimens many’s
the time, when either of us had a duplicate. He’ll do mea
kind turn, I’m sure. I’ll just take my hat, and pay him a
visit.”

No sooner said, than done.

Margaret and Mary were left alone. And this seemed to
bring back the feeling of awkwardness, not to say cstrange-
ment,

But Mary, excited to an unusual pitch of courage, was the
first to break silence.

«Qh, Margaret!” said she, “I see — I feel how wron
you think I have acted; you cannot think me worse than
think myself, now my eyes are opened.” Here her sobs came
choking up her voice.

“Nay,’' Margaret began, “I have no right to —"

“Yes, Margaret you have a right to judge; you cannot
help it; only in your judgment remember mercy, as the Bible
says. You, who have been always good, cannot tell how
easy it 18 at first to %n a little wrong, and then how hard it is
to go back, Oh! I little thought when I was first pleased
with Mr. Carsons’ speeches, how it would all end; perhaps in
the death of him I love better than life.”

She burst into a passion of tears. The feelings pent up
through the day would have vent. But checking herself with
a strong effort, and looking up at Margaret as piteously as if
those calm, stony eyes could see her imploring face, she
added,

“I must not cry; I must not give way; there will be time
enough for that, hereafter, if — I only wanted you to speak
kindly to me, Margaret, for I am very, very wretched; more
wretched than any one can ever know; more wretched, I
sometimes fancy, than I have deserved, — but that s wrong,
isn’t 1t, Margaret? Oh! I have done wrong, and I am
punished; you cannot tell how much.”

Who could resist her voice, her tones of misery, of humili-
ty? Who would refuse the kindness for which she begged so
gemtentl ? Not Margaret. The old friendly manner came

ack. ith it, may be, more of tenderness.

“QOh! Margaret, do you think he can be saved, do you
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accustomed place in the cupboard. “Your grandfather will
pay the lawyer, I’ll have nought to do with him,” shuddering
as she remembered Job’s words, about lawyer’s skill in always
discovering the truth, sooner or later; and knowing what
was the secret she had to hide.

¢Bless you! don’t make such ado about it,” said Marga.ret.,
cutting short Mary’s thanks. I sometimes think there 's two
sides to the commandment; and that we may say, ‘Let others
do unto you, as you would do unto them,’ for pride often

revents our giving others a great deal of pleasure, in not

etting them be kind, when their hearts are longing to help;
and when we ourselves should wish to do just the same, if we
were in their place. Oh! how often I 've been hurt, by being
coldly told by persons not to trouble myself about their care,
or sorrow, when I saw them in great grief, and wanted to be of
comfort. Our Lord Jesus was not above letting folk minister
to Him, for he knew how happy it makes one to do ought for
another. It’s the happiest work on earth.”

Mary had been too much engrossed by watching what was
passing 1n the street to attend very closely to that which Mar-
garet was sayin%. From her seat she could see out of the
window pretty p ain}_y, and she caught sight of a gentleman
walking alongside of Job, evidently in earnest conversation
with him, and looking keen and penetrating enough to be
a lawyer. Job was laying down something to be attended
to she could see, by his up-lifted fore-finger, and his whole
gesture; then he pointed and nodded across the street to his
own house, as if inducing his companion to come in. Mary
dreaded lest he should; and she be subjected to a closer
cross-examination than she had hitherto undergone, as to why
she was so certain that Jem was innocent. She feared he was
coming; he stepped a little towards the spot. No! it was
only to make way for a child, tottering along, whom Mary had
overlooked. Now Job took him by the button, so earnestly
familiar had he grown. The gentleman looked “fidging fain ™
to be gone, but submitted in a manner that made Mary like him
n spite of his profession. Then came a volley of last words,
answered by briefest nods, and monosyllables; and then the
stranger went off with redoubled quickness of pace, and Job

crossed the street with a little satisfied air of importance on
his kindly face.






evidence. You 're sure, girls, you 're under no mistake
about Will?” - _

“] 'm sure,”’ said Mary, “he went straight from here,

urposing to go to see his uncle at the Isle o Man,“and be
Eacﬁ Sunday night, ready for the sailing on Tuesday.

“So am I,” said Margaret. ‘“And the ship’s name was
the Jokn Cropper, and he lodged where I told Mary before.
Have you got it down, Mary?’™ Mary wrote it on the back of
Mr. Bridgenorth’s card. :

» He was not over willing to go,” said she, asshe wrote,
“ for he knew little about his uncle, and said he didn’t care if
he never know 'd more. But he said kinsfolk was kinsfolk,
and promises was promises, so he’d go for a day or so, and
then it would be over.”

Margaret had to go and practise some singing in town; so,
though glnth to depart and be alone, Mary bade her friends
good-bye.

CHAPTER XXIV.

(0 sad and solemn is the trembling watch
Of those who sit and count the heavy hours,
Beside the fevered sleep of one they love!
O awful is it in the hushed mid night,
While gazing on the pallid, moveless form,
To start and ask, *Is it now sleep — or death?'™

ANoONYMOUS.

Mary could not be patient in her loneliness; so much
painful thought weighed on her mind; the very house was
haunted with memories, and foreshadowings.

Having performed all duties to Jem, as far as her weak
powers, yet loving heart could act; and a black veil being
drawn over her father’s past, present, and future life, beyond
which she could not penetrate to judge of any filial service she
ought to render; her mind unconsciously sought after some
course of action in which she might engage. Any thing, any
thinf, rather than leisure for reflection.

nd then came up the old feeling which first bound Ruth
to Naomi; the love they both held towards one object; and
Mary felt that her cares would be most lightened by being of
nse, or of comfort to his mother. So she once more lncﬁed
up the house, and set off towards Ancoats; rushing along
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in some explanation addressed to her. But when both were
silent, though their eyes, without speech or language, told
their heart’s pity, she spoke again in the same unaltered gentle
voice (so different from the irritable impatience she had been
ever apt to show to every one except her husband — he who
had wedded her, broken-down and injured) in a voice so
different, I say, from the old, hasty manner, she spoke now
the same anxious words.

“What is this? Will you tell me?”

“Yo'd better give it me at once, Mrs. Wilson, and let me

ut it out of your sight. Speak to her, Mary, wench, and ask

or a sight on it; I 've tried and better-tried to get it from her,
and she takes no heed of words, and I’'m loth to pull it by force
out of her hands.”

Mary drew the little ““cricket” * out from underthe dresser,
and sat down at Mrs, Wilson’s knee, and, coaxing one of her
tremulous ever moving hands into hers, began to rub it
soothingly ; there was a little resistance — a very little, but
that was all; and presently, in the nervous movement of the
imprisoned hand, the parchment fell to the ground.

Mary calmly and openly picked it up, without any attempt
at concealment, and quietly placing it in sight of the anxious
eyes that followed it with a iind of spell-bound dread, went on
with her soothing caresses.

“She has had no sleep for many nights,” said the girl to
Mrs. Davenport, “and all this woe and sorrow, — it’s no
wonder.”

“No, indeed!” Mrs. Davenport answered.

“We must get her fairly to bed ; wemust get herundressed,
mlad all 3 ‘a.nd trust to God in His mercy, to sent her to sleep, or
else, — -

For, you see, they spoke before her asifshewerenotthere ;
her heart was so far away.

Accordmgl{ they almost lifted her from the chair, in which
she sat motionless, and taking her up as gently as a mother
carries her sleeping baby, they undressed her poor, worn form,
and laifi her in the liftle bed up-stairs. They Ead oncethought
of placing her in Jem’s bed, to be out of sight or sound of any
disturbance of Alice’s, but then again they remembered the
shock she might receive in awakening in so unusual a place,

- % % Cricket,” a stool,
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powered herself by the want of rest, she fell offinto short slum-
‘Eers in which the night wore imperceptibly away. To be sure
Alice spoke, and sang during her waking moments, like the
child she deemed herself; but so happily with the dearly-loved
ones around her, with the scent of the heather, and the song
of the wild bird hovering about her in imagination — with old
scraps of ballads, or old snatches of primitive versions of the
Psalms (such as are sung in country churches half draperied
over with ivy, and where the running brook, or the murmuring
wind among the trees makes fit accompaniment to the chorus
of human voices uttering praise and thanksgiving to their
(God) — that the speech and the song gave comfort and good
cheer to the listener’s heart, and the gray dawn began to dim
the light of the rush-candle, before Mary thought 1t possible
that day was already trembling in the horizon.

Then she got up from the chair where shehad been dozing,
and went, half-asleep, tothe window to assure herself that
morning was at hand. The streets were unusually quiet with
a Sabbath stillness. No factory bells that morning; no early
workmen gﬂiﬂ? to their labours; no slip-shod girls cleaning
the windows of the little shops which broke the monotony of
the street; instead, you might see here and there some opera-
tive sallying forth for a breath of country air, or some father
leading out his wee toddling bairns for the unwonted pleasure
of a walk with “Daddy,” in the clear frosty morning, Men
with more leisure on week days would perhaps have walked
quicker than they did through the fresh sharp air of this Sun-
day morning; but to them there was a pleasure, an abso-
lute refreshment in the dawdling gait they, one and all of
them had.

To be sure, there were one or two passengers on that
morning whose objects were less innocent and less praise-
worthy than those of the people I have already mentioned,
and whose animal state of mind and body clashed jarringly on
the peacefulness of the day, but upon them I will not dwell ;
as you and I, and almost every one, I think, may send up our
individual cry of self-reproach that we have not done all that
we could for the stray and wandering ones of our brethren.

When Mary turned from the window, she went to the bed
of each sleeper, to look and listen. Alice looked erfectly

quiet and happy in her slumber, and her face seemed to have
Mary Burton. 18
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that her outward show of misery was not Ereater; as if aniy]'

cries, or tears, or loud-spoken words could have told of suc

pnpgalat. the heart as that look, and that thin, piping, altered
voice

- But think of Mary and what she was enduring! Picture to
yourself (for I cannot tell you) the armies of thoughts thatmet
and clashed in her brain; and then imagine the effort 1t cost
ber to be calm, and quiet, and evenin a faint way, cheerful
and smiling at times. :

After a while she began to stir about in her own mind for
some means of sparing the poor mother the trial of appearing
as a witness in the matter of the gun. She had made no allu-
sion to her summons this morning, and Mary almost thought
she must have forgotten it; and surely some means might be
found to prevent that additional sorrow. She must see Job
about it; nay, if necessary, she must see Mr. Bridgenorth,
with all his truth-compelling powers; for, indeed, she had so
struggled and triumphed (though a sadly-bleeding victor at
heart) over herself these two last days, had so concealed
agony, and hidden her inward woe and bewilderment, that
she began to take confidence, and to have faith in her own
powers of meeting any one with a passably fair show, what-
ever might be rending her life beneath the cloak of her de-
ception.

Accordingly, as soon as Mrs. Davenport came 1n after
- morning church, to ask after the two lone women, and she had
heard the report Mary had to give (so much betterasregarded
Mrs. Wilson than what they had feared the night before it
“would have been) — as soon as this kind-hearted, grateful
woman came in, Mary, telling her her purpose, went off to
fetch the doctor who attended Alice.

He was shaking himself after his morning’s round, ana
happy in the anticipation of his Sunday’s dinner; but he was
a good-tempered man, who found it difficult to keep down his
Jovial easiness eveu by the bed of sickness or death. He had
mischosen his profession; for it was his delight to see every

- one around him in full enjoyment of life.

- However, he subdued his face to the proper expression of
sympathy, befitting a doctor listening to a patient, or a pa-
tient’s friend (and Mary’s sad, pale, anxious face, might be
taken for either the one, or the other).

18%
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- #To Liverpool — yes,” replied he. ‘A short journey like
that couldn’t fatigue, and might distract her thoughts. Let
her go by all means, — it would be the very thing for her.”

“(Oh, Sir!” burst out Mary, almost sobbing ; I did so hope
you would say she was too ill to go.” . :

“Whew—""said he, with a prolonged whistle, trying to
understand the case, but, being, as he said, no reader of
newspapers, utterly unaware of the peculiar reasons there
might be for so apparently unfeeling a wish, — “Why did you
not tell me so sooner? It might certainly do her harm in her
weak state! there is always some risk attending journeys —
draughts, and what not. To her, they might prove very in-
jurious, — very. I disapprove of journeys, or excitement,
in all cases where the patient is in the low, fluttered state in
which Mrs. Wilson is. If you take my advice, you will certainly

ut a stop to all thoughts of going to Liverpool.” He really
Ead completely changed his opinion, though quite unconscious-
ly; so desirous was he to comply with the wishes of others.

“Oh, Sir, thank you! And will you give me a certificate
of her being unable to go,if the lawyer says we must have one ?
The lawyer, you know,” continued she, seeing him look

pzzleﬁ, “who is to defend Jem, — it was as a witness against

im —

“My dear girl?” said he, almost angrily, “why did you
- not state the case fully at first? one minute would have done
it, —and my dinner waiting all this time. To be sure she can’t
go,— it would be madness to think of it; if her evidence could
have done good, it would have been a different thing. Come
to me for the certificate any time; that is to say, if the lawyer
advises you. I second the lawyer; take counsel with both the
learned professions — ha, ha, ha, —”

And laughing at his own joke, he departed, leaving Mary,
accusing herself of stupidityin having imagined that everyone
wasaswellacquainted with the facts concerning the trial as she
was herself; forindeed she had never doubted that the doctor
would have been aware of the purpose of poor Mrs. Wilson's
Journey to Liverpool.

_ Presently she went to Job (the ever ready Mrs. Davenport
keepm% watch over the two old women), and told him her
fears, her plans, and her proceedings.

- To her surprise he shook his head, doubtfully.
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always keep that hair of hers so long; and her hands twitching
continually about, —” .

Such particulars would make Sally into a Gazette Extra-
ordinary the next morning at the work-room, and were worth
coming for, even if little else could be extracted from Mary.

“Why, Mary!” she began. *Where have you hidden

ourself? You never showed your face all yesterday at Miss-
gimmnnds‘. You don’t fancy we think any the worse of you
for what ’s come and gone. Some on us, indeed, were a bit
sorry for the poor young man, as lies stiff and cold for your
sake, Mary; Eut we shall ne’er cast it up against you. 53
Simmonds, too, will be mighty put out if you don’t come,
for there 's a deal of mourning, agait.”

“I can’t,” Mary said, ina low voice. “I don’t mean ever
to come again,”

“Why, Mary!” said Sally, in unfeigned surprise. “To
be sure you ’ll have to be in Liverpool, Tuesday, and may be
Wednesday ; but after that you ’ll surely come, and tell us all
about it. Miss Simmonds knows you ’ll have to be off
those two days. But between you and me, she 'sa bit of a
gossip, and wili like hearing all how and about the trial, well
enough to let you off very easy for your being absent a day or
two. Besides, Betsy Morgan was saying yesterday, she
shouldn’t wonder but you’d prove quite an attraction to custo-
mers. Many a one would come and have their gowns made by
Miss Simmonds just to catch a glimpse at you, at after the trial
'sover. Really, Mary, you ’ll turn out quite a heroine.”

The little fingers twitched worse than ever; the large soft
eyes looked up pleadinglyinto Sally’s face; but she went on in
the same strain, not from any unkind or cruel feeling towards
Mary, but solely because she was incapable of comprehending
her suffering.

She had been shocked, of course, at Mr. Carsons’ death,
though at the same time the excitement was rather pleasant
than otherwise; and dearly now would she have enjoyed the
conspicuous notice which Mary was sure to receive.

“How shall you like being cross-examined, Mary?”

“Not at all,” answered Mary, when she found she must
answer,

“Lal what impudent fellows those lawyers are! And their
clerks, too, not a bit better. I shouldn’t wonder” (in a com-
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None but his mother; and there the heart loved more than
the head reasoned, and her yearning affection had never for
an instant entertained the idea that her Jem was a murderer.
But Mary disliked the whole conversation; the uub&ect, the
manner in which it was treated, were all painful, and she had
a repugnance to the person with whom she spoke. _

he was thankfuf, therefore, when Job Legh’s voice was
heard at the door, as he stood with the latch in his hand,
talking to & neighbour, and when Sally jumped ug in
vexation and said, *“There’s that old fogey coming in here
asI’'m alive! Did your father set him to look after you while
he was away? or what brings the old chap here? How-
ever, I’'m off; I never could abide either him or his prim
grand-daughter. Good-bye, Mary.”

So far in a whisper, then louder.

“If you think better of my offer about the scarf, Mary,
just step in to-morrow before nine, and you 're quite welcome
to it.”

She and Job passed each other at the door, with mutual
looks of dislike, which neither took any pains to conceal.

“Yon's a bold, bad girl,” said Job to Mary.

“She’s very good-natured,” replied Mary, too honourable
to abuse a visitor who had only that instant crossed her
threshold, and gladly dwelling on the good quality most ap-
parent in Sally’s character.

“Ay, ay! good-natured, generous, jolly, full of fun; there
are a number of other names for the good qualities the devil
leaves his childer, as baits to catch gudgeons with. D’ye
think folk could be led astray by one who was every way bad?
Howe’er, that’s not what 1 came to talk about. I’ve seen
Mr. Bridgenorth, and he isin a manner of the same mind as
we; he thinks it would have an awkward look, and might tell
against the poor lad on his trial; still if she ’s ill she’s ill, and
it can’t be helped.”

“T don’t know if she’s so bad as all that,” said Mary, who
began to dread her part in doing any thing which might tell
against her poor lover,

“Will you come and see her Job ? the doctor seemed to say
as I liked, not as he thought.”

~ “That’s because he had no great thought on the subject,
either one way or t’ other,” replied Job, w%naa contempt for
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could ha’ been unsettled in his mind at th’ first. Choose how
it goes wi’ poor Jem, she cannot go. One way or another

it will soon be over, the best to leave her in the state she is
till then,” _ !
- ] was sure you would think so,” said Mary.

But they were reckoning without their host. They
esteemed her senses gone, while in fact, they were only
inert, and could not convey impressions rapidly to the over-
burdened, troubled brain. They had not noticed that her
eyes had followed them (mechanically it seemed at first) as
they had moved away to the corner of the room; that her face
hitherto so changeless, had begun to work with one or two of
the old symptoms of impatience.

But when they were silent she stood ulg , and startled them
almost as if a dead person had spoken, by saying clearly and
decidedly — “I go to Liverpool. I hear you and your plans;
and I tell you I shall go to Liverpool. If my words are to kill
my son, they have already gone forth out of my mouth, and
nought can bring them back. But I will have faith. Alice
(up above) has often telled me I wanted faith, and now I will
have it. They cannot — they will not kill my child, only
child. I will not be afeared. Yet oh! I am so sick with
terror. But if he is to die, think ye not that I will see him
again; ay! see him at his trial. When all are hating him, he
shall have his poor mother near him, to give him all the
comfort, eyes, and looks, and tears, and a heart that is dead
to all but him, ean give; his poor old mother, who knows
how free he is from sin — in the sight of man at least. They ’Il
let me go to him, maybe, the very minute it’s over; and I
know many Secripture texts (though you would not think it),
that may keep up his heart. I missed seeing him ere he went
to yon prison, but nought shall keep me away again one
minute when I can see his face; for maybe the minutes are
numbered, and the count but small. Iknow I can be a com-
fort to him, poorlad. You would not think it now, but he 'd
always speak as kind and soft to me as if he were courting me,
like. He loved me above a bit; and I am to leave him now to
dree all the cruel slander they 'll put upon him? I can pra
for him at each hard word they say against him, if I can do
nought else; and he’ll know what his mother is doing for
him, poor lad, by the look on my face.”
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' reason Job adduced for his Elan; and, of course, thus op- .
posed, by what appeared to him wilfulness, he became more
resolute, and angry words were exchanged, and a fEEh:IE of
estrangement rose up between them for a time, as they walked
homewards. 1

But then came in Margaret with her gentleness, like an
angel of peace,so calm and reasonable, that both felt ashamed
of their irritation, and tacitly left the decision to her (only, by
the way, I think Mary could never have submitted if it had
gone against her, penitent and tearful as was her manner now
to Job, the good old man who was helping her to work for
Jem, although they differed as to the manner).

¢ Mary had better go,” said Margaret to her grandfather,
in a low tone, “I know what she 's feeling, and it will be a
comfort to her soon, may be, to think she did all she could
herself. She would Eerhapﬂ fancy it might have been dif-
ferent; do, grandfather, let her.’

Margaret had still, you see, little or no belief in Jem’s in-
nocence; and besides she thought if Mary saw Will, and heard
herself from him that Jem had not been with him that Thurs-
day night, it would in a measure break the force of the blow
which was impending.

“Let me lock up house, grandfather, for a couple of days,
and go and stay with Alice. It’s but little one like me ean do,
[ know” (she added softly); “but, by the blessing o’ God,
I'’ll do it and welcome; and here comes one kindly use o’
money, I can hire them as will do for her what I eannot.
Mrs. Davenport is a willing body, and one who knows sorrow
and sickness, and I can pay her for her time, and keep her
theriaireiﬂ' near altogether. So let that be settled. And
you take Mrs. Wilson, dear grandad, and let Mar go find
Will, and you can all meet together at after, and I 'm sure I
wish you luck.”

Job consented with only a few dissenting grunts; but on
the whole, with a very good grace for an old man who had
been 8o positive only a few minutes before.

Mary was thankful for Margaret’s interference. She did
not speak, but threw her arms round Margaret’s neck, and
put up her rosy-red mouth to be kissed, and even Job was at-
tracted by the pretty, child-like gesture; and when she drew
near him, afterwards, like a little creature sidling up to some
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at them earnestly as they glided past; but she neither saw nor
heard.

She neither saw nor heard till some well-known names fell
npon her ear. ¥ -

" Two lawyers’ clerks were discussing the cases to come on
that Assizes; of course, ‘“the murder caaa,"‘as it had come
to be termed, held a conspicuous place in their conversation.

They had no doubt of the result. i :

“Juries are always very unwilling to convict on cir-
cumstantial evidence, it is true,” said one, “but here there
can hardly be any doubt.” !

«Ifit had not been so clear a case,” mphed tha_ other, “I
should have said they were injudicious in hurrying on the
trial so much. Still, more evidence might have been col-
lected.”

“They tell me,” said the first speaker, *the people in
Gardener’s office I mean, that it was really feared the old
gentleman would have gone out of his mind, if the trial had
been delayed. He was with Mr. Gardener as many as seven
times on Saturday, and called him up at night to suggest that
some letter shuufd be written, or something done to secure
the verdict.”

“Poor old man,” answered his companion, ‘“who can
wonder? — an only son, — such a death, — the disagreeable
circumstances attending it; I had not time to read the Guar-
dian on Saturday, butI understand it was some dispute about
a factory girl?” :

“Yes, some such person. Of course she ’ll be examined,
and Williams will do it in style. I shall slip out from our court
to hear him if I can hit the nick of time.”

“And if ﬁuu can get a place you mean, for depend upon it
the court will be crowded.”’

“Ay, ay, the ladies (sweet souls) will come in shoals to
hear a trial for murder, and see the murderer, and watch the
judge put on his black cap.”

*And then go home, and groan over the Spanish ladies
:vhu t,ta;lfe delight in bull-fights — ¢such unfememinine crea-

ures]’”

Then they went on to other subjects.

. 1t was but another drop to Mary’s cup; but she was nearly
in that state which Crabbe describes,

?
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“Pray what do you want young woman?” coldly asked
Mrs. Jones at last.

] want — Oh! is Will Wilson here?”

“No, heisnot,” replied Mrs. Jones, inclining to shut the
door in her face.

¢Js he not come back from the Isle of Man?” asked Mary,
sickening.

“He never went; he stayed in Manchester too long; as
perhaps you know, already.”

And again the door seemed closing. _

But Mary bent forwards with suppliant action (as some
voung tree bends, when blown by the rough, autumnal wind),
and gasped out,

“Tell me — tell me — where is he?”’

Mrs. Jones suspected some love affair, and, perhaps, one
of not the most creditable kind; but the distress of the pale
young creature before her was so obvious, and go pitiable, that
were she ever so sinful, Mrs. Jones could no longer uphold
her short, reserved manner,

‘““He ’s gone this very morning, my poor girl. Step in, and
I'll tell you about it.”

“Gonel” cried Mary. “How gone? I must see him,—
it 's 4 matter of life and death: he can save the innocent from
being hanged, — he cannot be gone, — how gone?”

“Bailed, my dear! sailed in the Jokn Cropper this very
blessed morning.”

“Sailed!"”

CHAPTER XXVII.

‘“Yon is your quay!
Hark to the clamour in that miry road,
Bounded and narrowed by yon vessel's load ;
The lumbering wealth she empties round the place,
Package and parcel, hogshead, chest. and case:
While the loud seaman and the angry hind,
Mingling in business, bellow to the wind." CrannE,

MAryY staggered into the house. Mrs. Jones placed her
tenderly in a chair, and there stood bewildered by her side.
“Oh, father! father!” muttered she, “what have you
done? — What must I do? must the innocent die? — or he —
whom I fear — I fear—oh! what am I saying ?” said she, look-
ing round affrighted, and seemingly reassured by Mrs. Jones’s
Mury Barton. %9
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«Yes — oh, yes — can we not cross now?”"

“No, wait a minute; it’s the teagle hoisting above your
head I *m afraid of; — and who is it that 's to be tried?"’

«Jem; oh, lad! can’t we get past?” A

They rushed under the great bales quivering in the air
above their heads, and pressed onwards for a few minutes,
till Master Charley again saw fit to walk a little slower, and
ask a few more questions.

“Mary, is Jem your brother, or your sweetheart, that
you 're 8o set upon saving him?” . Y

“No —mno,” replied she, but with something of hesitation,
that made the shrewd boy yet more anxious to clear up the
mystery.

“Perhaps he’s your cousin then? Many a girl has a cousin
who has not a sweetheart.”

“No, he's neither kith nor kin to me. What's the mat-
ter? What are you stopping for?"” said she, with nervous
terror, as Charley turne«F Eﬂﬂk a few steps, and peered up a
side street.

“Oh, nothing to flurry you o, Mary. Iheard you say to
mother you had never been m Liverpool before, and if you Il
only look up this street you may see the back windows of our
Exchange. Such a building as yon is! with 'natomy hiding
under a blanket, and Lord Admiral Nelson, and a few more
people in the middle of the court! No! come here,” as Mary,
in her eagerness, was looking at any window that caught her
?ve first, to satisfy the boy. ‘‘Here then, now you can see it.

ou can say now, you ’'ve seen Liverpool Exchange.”

“Yes, to be sure — it 's a beautiful window, I’m sure.
But are we near the boats? I'll stop as I come back, you
know; only I think we 'd better get on now.”

e Qh! if the wind s in your favour you’ll be down the river
in no time, and catch “j'ill, I’ll be bound; and if it ’s not, why,
ou know, the minute it took you to look at the Exchange will
e neither here nor there.”
Another rush onwards, till one of the long crossings near

the docks caused a stoppage, and gave Mary time for breathing,
and Charley leisure to ask another quaaﬁni : »

“You 've never said where you come from?"’
“ Manchester,” replied she.

“Eh, then! you’ve a pewer of things to see. Liverpool
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Jess as Charley seemed now to be about her overtaking Will;
but in truth her heart was sinking within her, and sheno longer
felt the energy which had hitherto upheld her. Her bodily
strength was giving way, and she stood cold and shivering,
although the noon-day sun beat down with considerable power
on the shadeless spot where she was standing. ;

“Here’s Tom Bournel” said Charley; and altering his
manner from the patronising key in which he had spoken to
Mary, he addressed a weather-beaten old sailor who came
rolling along the pathway where they stood, his hands in his
pockets, and his quid in his mouth, with very much the air of
one who had nothing to do but look about him, and spit right
and left; addressing this old tar, Charley made known to him
his wish in slang, which to Mary was almost inaudible, and
quite unintelligible, and whichI am too much of a land-lubber
to rﬂ)eat correctly.

ary watched looks and actions with a renovated keenness
of perception.

She saw the old man listen attentively to Charley; she saw
him eye her over from head to foot, and wind up hisinspection
with a little nod of approbation (for her very shabbiness and
poverty of dress were creditable signs to the experienced old
sailor), and then she watched him leisurely swing himself on
to a ship in the basin, and borrowing a glass run up the mast
with the speed of a monkey,

“He’ll fallI”" said she, in affright, clutching at Charley’s
arm, and judging the sailor, from his storm-marked face and
unsteady walk on land, to be much older than he really was.

“Not he!” said Charley. “He’s at the mast-head, now.
See! he’s looking through his glass, and using his arms as
steady as if he were on dry land. Why I 've been up the mast,
many and many a time; only don’t tell mother. She thinks
I'm to be a shoemaker, but I’ve made up my mind to be a
sallor; only there 's no good arguing with a woman. You ’ll
not tell her, Mary?”

“#0Oh, see!” exclaimed she (his secret was very safe with
her, for, in fact, she had not heard it), “See! he’s coming
down; he 's down. Speak to him, Charley.”

Eut unable to wait another instant she called out herself,

“Can you see the John Cropper? Is she there yet?”

. “Ay, ay,” heanswered, and coming quickly up to them,
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must indeed have had hard hearts who could refuse such

agonised entreaty.
They took her on board. ; 1
And in less than five minutes she was rocking and tossing
in a boat for the first time in her life, alone with two rough

hard-looking men.

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

A wet sheet and a lowing sea,

A wind that follows fast

And fills the white and rustling sall,
And bends the gallant mast |

Aud bends the gallant mast, my boys,
While, like the eagle free,

Away the good ship flies, and leaves
0Old England on the lee.” ALLaN CUNNINGHAM,

MARrY had not understood that Charley was not coming
with her. In fact, she had not thought about it, till she per-
ceived his absence, as they pushed off from the landing-place,
and remembered that she had never thanked him for all his
kind interest in her behalf, and now his absence made her feel
most lonely— even his, the little mushroom friend ofan hour’s
growth,

The boat threaded her way through the maze of larger
vessels which surrounded the shore, bumping against one,
kept off by the oars from going right against another, over-
shadowed by a third, until at length they were fairly out on
the broad river, away from eithershore; the sights, and sounds
of land being lost in the distance.

And then came a sort of pause.

Both wind and tide were against the two men, and labour
as they would they made but little way. Once Mary in her im-
patience had risen up to obtain a better view of the progress
they had made, but the men had roughly told her to sit down
immediately, and she had dropped on her seat like a chidden
child, although the impatience was still at her heart.

But now she grew sure they were turning off from the
straight course which they had hitherto kept on the Cheshire
side of the river, whither they had gone to avoid the foree of
the current, and after a short time she could not help naming
her conviction, as a kind of nightmare dread and belief came
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other, as the faint musical cry of the sailors came floating over
the waters that still separated them. _

Full of the spirit of the chase, though as yet ignorant of
Mary’s motives, the men sprung to hoist another sail. It was
fully as much as the boat could bear, in the keen, gusty east
wind which was now blowing, and she bent and laboured, and
ploughed, and creaked upbraidingly asif tasked beyond her
strength; but she sped along with a gallant swiftness.

They drew nearer, and they heard the distant “ahoy” more
clearly, It ceased. The anchor was up, and the ship was
away.

L}f.rfary stood up, steadyingherselfby the mast, and stretched
out her arms, imploring the flying vessel to stay its course, by
that mute action, while the tears streamed down her cheeks.
The men caught up their oars, and hoisted them in the air, and
shquted to arrest attention.

They were seen by the men aboard the larger craft; but
they were too busy with all the confusion prevalent in an out-
wardbound vessel to pay much attention. There were coils
of ropes and seamen’s chests to be stumbled over at every
turn; there were animals, not properly secured, roaming be-
wildered about the deck, adding their pitiful lowings and
bleatin%s to the aggregate of noises. There were carcases not
cut up, looking like corpses of sheep and pigs rather than like
mutton and pork; there were sailors running here and there
and everywhere, having had no time to fall into method, and
with their minds divided between thoughts of the land and the
people they had left, and the present duties on board ship;
while the captain strove hard to procure some kind of order
by hasty commands given in a loud, impatient voice, to right
and left, starboard, and larboard, cabin and steerage.

As he paced the deck with a chafed step, vexed at one or
two little mistakes on the part of the mate, and suffering him-
self from the pain of separation from wife and children, but
showing his suffering only by his outward irritation, he heard
a hail from the shabby little river boat that was striving to
overtake his winged ship. For the men fearing that, as the
ship was now fairly over the bar, they should only increase
the distance between them, and being now within shouting
range, had asked of Mary her more particular desire.

er throat was dry, all musical sound had gone out of her
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They repeated his speech, all three sFealcing at once, with
many comments; while Mary looked at them and then at the
vessel far away. : .

“] don’t rrglhtly know about it,” said she, sorrowfully.
“What is the pilot-boat?” :

They told her, and she gathered the meaning out of the
sailors’ slang which enveloped it. There was a hope still,
although so slight and faint.

“How far does the pilot go with the ship?”

To different distances they said. Some pilots would go
as far as Holyhead for the chance of the homeward-bound
vessels; others only took the ships over the Banks. Some
captains were more cautious than others, and the pilots had
different ways. The wind was against the homeward-bound
vessels, so perhaps the pilot aboard the Jokn Cropper would
not care to go far out.

“How soon would he come back?”

There were three boatmen, and three opinions, varying
from twelve hours to two days. Nay, the man who gave
his vote for the longest time, on having his judgment
disputed, grew stubborn, and doubled the time, and thought
;t might be the end of the week before the pilot-boat came

ome.

They began disputing, and urging reasons; and Mary
tried to understand them; but independently of their nautical
language, a veil seemed drawn over her mind, and she had
no clear perception of any thing that passed. Her ver
words seemed not her own, and beyond her power of control,
for she found herself speaking quite differently to what she
meant.

One by one her hopes had fallen away, and left her
desolate; and though a chance yet remained, she could no
longer hope. She felt certain it, too, would fade and vanish.
She sank into a kind of stupor. All outward objects har-
monised with her despair, — the gloomy leaden sky, — the
deep, dark waters below, of a still heavier shade of colour, —
the cold, flat, yellow shore in the distance, which no ray
lightened up , — the nipping cutting wind,

She shivered with her depression of mind and bo dy.

. The sails were taken down, of course, on the return to
Liverpool, and the progress they made, rowing, and tacking
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“But you mun find out, then,” said he, sharply, ‘“pier-

head ’s no place for a young woman to be standing on, gape-
saying.”
}'“ F’?e a card somewhere as will tell me,” she answered,
and the man partly relieved, jumped into the boat, which
was now pushing off to make way for the arrivals from some
steamer. ;

Mary felt in her pocket for the card, on which was written
the name of the street where she was to have met Mr. Bridge-
north at two o’clock; where Job and Mrs. Wilson were to
have been, and where she was to have learnt from the former
the particulars of some respectable lodging. It was not to be
found.

She tried to brighten her perceptions, and felt again, and
took out the little articles her pocket contained, her empty
purse, her pocket-handkerchief, and such little things, but it
was not there.

In fact she had dropped it when, so eager to embark, she
had pulled out her purse to reckon up her money.

She did not know this, of course. She only knew it was

one.
i It added but little to the despair that was creeping over
her. But she tried a little more to help herself, though every
minute her mind became more cloudy. She strove to re-
member where Will had lodged, but she could not; name,
street, every thing had passed away, and it did not signify;
better she were lost than found.

She sat down quietly on the top step of the landing, and
gazed down into the dark, dank water below. Once or twice
a spectral thought loomed among the shadows of her brain;
a wonder whether beneath that cold dismal surface there
would not be rest from the troubles of earth. But she could
not hold an idea before her for two eonsecutive moments;
and s!1ta forgot what she thought about before she could act
upon it.

So aha_cnnginued sitting motionless, without looking up,
or :e&t;a.rdmg In any way the insults to which she was sub-
jected.

Through the darkening light the old boatman had
watched her: interested in her in spite of himself, and his
scoldings of himself. | :
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very impractieable — very. Itold him, of eourse, that he
must be'perfectly open with me, or elseIcould not beprepared
for the weak points. Inamed your name with the view of un-
locking his confidence, but— "’

P did he say?”’ asked Job, breathlessly.

“Why, very little. He barely answered me. Indeed, he
refused to answer some questions— positively refused. Idon’t
know what I can do for him.” .

“Then you think him guilty, Sir,” said Job, despondingly.

“Noj; I'don’t,” replied Mr. Bridgenorth, quickly and de-
cisively, “Much less than I did before I saw him. The im-
pression (mind, 't is only impression; 1 rely upon your cau-
tion, not to take it for fact) — the impression,” with an em-
phasis on the word, “he gave me is, that he knows something
about the affair, but what, he will not say; and so, the chances
are, if he persists in his obstinacy, he ’ll be hung. That s all.”

He began to write again, for he had no time to lose.

“But he must not be hung,” said Job, with vehemence.

I[*rlir. Bridgenorth looked up, smiled a little, but shook his
head.

« What 'did he say, Sir, if I may be so bold a8 to ask?”
continued Job.

“His words were few enough, and he was so reserved
and short, that as I said before, I can only give you the
impression they conveyed to me. I told him, of course,
who I was, and for what I was sent. He looked pleased,
I thought, -— at least his face (sad enough when I went in, I
assuré ye) brightened a little; but he said he had nothing to
sy, no defencetomake. Iasked him if he was guilty, then;
and by way of opening his heart I said I understood he had had
provocation enough, inasmuch as I heard that the girl was
very lovely, and had jilted him to fall desperately in love with
that handsomve young Carsons (poor fellow!). But James
Wilson did not ngeak one way or another. I then went to par-
ticulars. I asked him if the gun was his, as his mother had
-deelared.  Hehad wot heard of her admission; it was evident,
from his q[:nuk way of looking up, and the glance of his eye;
but when he saw I was observing him, he hung down his head
again, and merely said she was right; it was his gun.”

“Welll"” said Job,impatiently, as Mr. Bridgenorth paused.

“Nay! Ihave little more to tell you,” continued that gen-

Mary Barton. 20 :
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Mary (tossing about in the little boat on the broad river)
did not come, nor did Will.

Job grew very restless. He longed to go and watch for
them out of the window,but feared to interrupt Mr.Brigenorth.
At length his desire to look out was irresistible, and he got up
and walked carefully and gently across the room, his boots
creaking at every cautious step. The gloom which had over-
spread the sky, and the influence of which had been felt by
Mary on the open water, was yet more perceptible in the dark,
dull street. Job grew more and more fidgety. He was obliged
to walk about the room, for he could not keep still; and he
did so, regardless of Mr. Bridgenorth’s impatient little mo-
tions and noises, as the slow, stealthy, creaking movements
were heard, backwards and forwards, behind his chair.

He really liked Job, and was interested for Jem, else his
nervousness would have overcome his sympathy long before it
did. But he could hold out no longer against the monotonous,
grating sound; so at last he threw down his pen, locked his
portfolio, and taking up his hat and gloves, told Job he must
go to the courts.

“But Will Wilson is not come,” said Job, in dismay.
¢ Just wait while I run to his lodgings. I would have done it
before, but I thought they'd be here every minute, and I were
afraid of missing them. f’ll be back in no time.”

“No, my good fellow, Ireally must go. Besides, I begin
to think Johnson must have made a mistake, and have fixed
with this William Wilson to meet me at the courts. If you like
to wait for him here, pray make use of my room; but I 've a
notion I shall find him there: in which case, I’'ll send him to
-your lodgings; shall I? You know where to find me. 1 shall
be here again by eight o’clock, and with the evidence of this
witness that ’s to prove the alibi, 1’1l have the brief drawn out,
and in the hands of counsel to-night.”

So saying, he shook hands with Job, and went his way.
The old man considered for a minute as he lingered at the
door, and then bent his steps towards Mrs. Jones’s, where he
knew (from reference to queer, odd, heterogeneous memo-
randa, in an ancient black-leather pocket-book) that Will

lodged, and where he doubted not he should hear both of him
- and of Mary.

20%
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af

Mrs. Wilson, who would be wondering what had become of
him.

«“ How can I best find her? Who did she go with, lad?”’

But Charley was sullen at his mother’s exercise of authority
before a stranger, and at that stranger’s grave looks when he
meant to have made him laugh. 4

“They were river boatmen ; — that ’s all I know,” said he.

“ But what was the name of their boat?” persevered Job.

“] never took no notice — the Anne, or William, — or
gome of them common names, I’ll be bound.” ;

“ What pier did she start from?"” asked Job, despair-
ingly.

g‘?ﬂh , a8 for that matter, it were the stairs on the Prince’s
Pier she started from; but she 'll not come back to the
same, for the American steamer came up with the tide, and
anchored close to it, blocking up the way for all the smaller
craft. It’s arough evening too, to be out on,” he maliciously
added.

“Well, God’s will be done! I did hope we could have
saved the lad,” said Job, sorrowfully; “butI 'm gettin very
doubtful again. I'm uneasy about Mary, too,— very. She’s
a stranger in Liverpool.”

““Se she told me,” said Charley. “There’s traps about
for young women at every corner. It’s a pity she 's no one to
meet her when she lands.”

“As for that,” replied Job, “I don’t see how any one
could meet her when we can’t tell where she would come to.
I must trust to her coming right. She’s getten spirit and
sense. She 'll most likely be for coming here again., Indeed,
I don’t know what else she can do, for she knows no other
place in Liverpool. Missus, if she comes, will you give your
son leave to bring her to No. 8, Back Garden Court, where
there's friends waiting for her? I’ll give him sixpence for
his trouble."”

. Mrs. Jones, pleased with the reference to her, gladly pro-
mised. And even Charley, indignant as he was at first at the
idea of his motions being under the control of his mother, was
mollified at the prospect of the sixpence, and at the probabi-
lity of getting nearer to the heart of the mystery.

But Mary never came.
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a blessed land, and I long to go to it, and yet I fret because
Jem is hastening there. I would not fretif he and I could lie
down to-night to sleep our last sleep; not a bit would I fret if
folk would but know him to be innocent — as L do.”

“They 'll know it sooner or later, and repent sore if they
've hanged him for what he never did,” replied Job.

“ Ay, that they will. Poor souls! May God have mercy
¢n them when they find out their mistake.”

Presently Job grew tired of sitting waiting, and got up,
and hung about the door and window, like some animal
wanting to go out. It was pitech dark, for the moon had not
yet risen.

“You just go to bed,” said he, to the widow, “You 'll
want your strength for to-morrow. Jem will be sadly off, if
he sees you so cut up as you look to-night. 1I’ll step down
again and find Mary. She’ll be back by this time. I’ll come
sla;m:{ll tell you every thing, never fear. But, now, you go to

ed.

“Thou 'rt a kind friend, Job Legh, and I’ll go, ag thou
wishest me. But, oh! mind thou com’st stmight off to me,
and bring Mary as soon as thou st lit on her.”” She spoke
low, but very calmly. :

“Ay, ayl” replied Job, slipping out of the house.

He went first to Mr. Bridgenorth’s, where it had struck
him that Will and Mary might be all this time waiting for him.

They were not there, however. Mr. Bridgenorth had just
come in, and Job went breathlessly up-stairs to consult with
him as to the state of the case.

‘It ’s a bad job,” said the lawyer, looking very grave,
while he arranged his papers. “Johnson told me how it was
the woman that Wilson lodged with told him. I doubt it’s
but a wild goose-chase of the girl Barton. Our case must
rest on the uncertainty of circumstantial evidence, and the
goodness of the prisoner’s previous character. A very vague
and weak defence. However, I’ve engaged Mr. Clinton,
as counsel, and he ’ll make the best of it. And now my
good fellow, I must wish you good-night, and turn you out
of doors. As it is, I shall have to sit up into the small
hours. - Did you see my clerk, as you came upstairs? You

did, Then may I trouble you to ask him to step up imme-
diately.”
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He went very gentlyinto the house-place where the sleepy,
landlady awaited his coming, and his bringing the. gl.rl. who,
she had been told, was to share the old woman's bed.

But in her sleepy blindness she knoc¢ked things so about
in lighting the eandle (she could see to have a nap by fire-
light, she said), that the voice of Mrs. Wilson was hearsl
from the little back-room, where she was to pass the night,

“Who ’s there?” !

Job gave no answer, and kﬁp& down his breath, that she
might think herself mistaken. The landlady, having no such
care, dropped the snuffers with a sharp metallic sound, and
then, by her endless apologies, convinced the listening woman
that Job had reburnad?

“Job! Job Legh!” she cried out, nervously.

“Eh, dear!” gaid Job, to himself, going reluctantly to her
bed-room door. “I wonder if one little lie would he a
sin as things stand. It would happen give her sleep, and she
won’t have sleep for many and a many a night (not to call
sleep),if things goeswrongto-morrow. I'll chanceit,any way.”

“Job! art thouthere?” asked she again, with a trembling
impatience that told in every tone of her voice.

“Ay! sure! I thought thou ’d ha’ been asleep by this time.”
: “{Jii?s!ﬂapl How could I sleep till I knowed if Will wera

ound?”

“ Now for it,” muttered Job, to himself, Then in a louder
voice, “Never fear! he’s found, and safe, ready for to-morrow.”

“And he’ll prove that thing for my poor lad, will he?
He’ll bear witness that Jem were with him? Oh, Job, speak!
tell me alll”

“In for a penny, in for a pound,” thought Job. “Happen
one prayer will do for the sum total. Any rate, I must go
on now.—Ay, ay,” shouted he, through the door. ¢He can
prove all; and Jem will come off as clear as a new-born babe.”

He could hear Mrs. Wilson’s rustling movements, and in
an instant guessed she was on her knees, for he heard her
trembling voice uplifted in thanksgiving, and praise to God,
atu};{:ad at times by sobs of gladness and relief.

nd when he heard this, his heart misgave him; for the
thought of the awful enlightening, the terrible revulsion of
feeling that awaited her in the morning. He saw the short-
sightedness of falsehood ; but what could he do now?
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cares if he could have seen her: for he was 1n a miserable state
of anxiety about her; and many and many a time through that
long night, he scolded her and himself; her for her obstinacy,
and himself for his weakness in yielding to her obstinacy, when
she insisted on being the one to follow and find out Will.

She did not pass that ni%ht in bed, any more thanJob; but
she was under a respectable roof, and among kind, though
rough people.

ghe had offered no resistance to the old boatman, when he
had clutched her arm, in order to insure her following him, as
he threaded the ecrowded dock-ways, and dived up strange
by-streets. She came on meekly after him, scarcely thinking
in her stupor where she was going, and glad (in a dead, heavy
wa}'&that some one was deciding things for her,

e led her to an old-fashioned house, almost as small as
house could be, which had been built long ago, before all the
other part of the street, and had a country-town look about it
in the middle of that bustling back street. He pulled her into
the house-place; and relieved to a certain degree of his fear
of losing her on the way, he exclaimed,

“There!” giving a great slap of one hand on her back.

The room was light and bright, and roused Mary (perhaps
the slap on her back might help a little, too), and she felt the
awkwardness of accounting for her presenceto alittle bustling
old woman who had been moving about the fire-place on her
entrance. The boatman took it very quietly, never deigning
to give any explanation, but sitting down in his own particular
chair, and chewing tobacco, while he looked at Mary with the
most satisfied air imaginable, half triumphantly, as if she were
the captive of his bow and spear, and half defying, as if daring
her to escape.

The old woman, his wife, stood still, pokerin hand, waiting
to be told who it was that her husband had brought home so
unceremoniously; but, asshe looked in amazement the girl’s
cheek flushed, and then blanched to a dead whiteness; a film
came over her eyes, and catching at the dresser for support in
that hot whirling room, she fell in a heap on the floor.

Both man and wife came quickly to her assistance. They
raised her up, still insensible, undyhe gupported her on one
knee, while his wife pattered away for some cold fresh water.
Bhe threw it straight over Mary; but though it caused a great
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“Yes, Sir, and thank you. I’ sure, Sir, I don’t know
rightly how to thank you,” faltered M‘m*y, softly forth. :

“Be hanged to you and your thanks.” And he shook him-
gelf, took Iﬁb ipe, and went out without deigning amother
word; leaving Eiﬂ wife, sorely puzzled as to the character and
history of the stranger within her doors.

Mary watched the boatman leave the house, and then,
turning her sorrowful eyes to the face of her hostess, she
attempted feebly to rise, with the intention of going away.—
where gshe knew not.

“Nay! nay! whoe’ er thou be’st, thou 'rt not fit to go out
into the street. Perhaps” (sinking her voice a little) “thou ‘rt
a bad one; I almost misdoubt thee, thou 'rt so pretty. Well-a-
welll it’s the bad ones as have the broken hearts, sure
enough; good folk never get utterly cast down, they 've
always getten hope in the Lord; it’s the sinful as bear the
bitter, bitter grief in their crushed hearts, poor souls; it ’s
them we ought, most of all, to pity and to help. She shanna
Jeave the house to-night, choose who she is, — worst woman
in Liverpool, she shanna. I wished I knew where th’ old man
picked her up, that I do.”

Mary had listened feebly to this soliloquy, and now tried
to satisfy her hostess, in weak, broken sentences.

“I’m not a bad one, missis, indeed. Your master took me
out to sea after a ship as had sailed. There wds & man in it
as might save a life at the trial to-morrow. The captain would
not let him come, but he says he'll come back in the pilot-
boat.” She fell to sobbing at the thnu%ht of her waning hopes,
and the old woman tried to comfort her, beginning with her
accustomed,

“Well-a-well!l and he 'll come back, I 'm sure. I know he
will; so keep up your heart. Don’t fret about it. He 's sure to
be back.”

“Oh! I’mafraid! I’m soreé afraid he won’t,” cried Mary,
consoled, nevertheless, by the woman’s assertions, all ground-
less as she knew them to be.

Still talking half to herself, and half to Mary, the old wo-
wan prepared tea, and urged her visitor to eat and refresh
herself. But Mary shook her head at the proffered food, and
nnHr drank a cup of tea with thirsty eagerness. For the spirits
had thrown her into a burning hest, and rendered each im-~
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little room redolent of the sea, and foreign lands. There
was a small bed for one son, bound for China; and a hammock
slung above for another, who was now tossing in the Baltic.
The sheets looked made out of sail-cloth, but were fresh and
clean in spite of their brownness. 4

Against the wall were wafered two rough drawings of
vessels with their names written underneath, on which the
mother’s eyes caught, and gazed until they filled with tears.
But she brushed the drops away with the back of her hand;
and in a cheerful tone, went on to assure Mary the bed was
well aired.

“I cannot sleep, thank you. I will sit here, if you please,”
said Mary, sinking down on the window-seat.

“Come, now,’ said Mrs. Sturgis, ‘“my master told me to
see you to bed, and I mun. What ’s the use of watching? A
watched pot never boils, and I see you are after watching that
weather-cock. Why now, I try never to look at it, else I could
do nought else. My heart many a time goes sick when the
wind rises, but I turn away and work away, and try never to
think on the wind, but on what I ha’ getten to do.”

“Let me stay up a little,” pleaded Mary, as her hostess
seemed so resolute about seeing her to bed. Her looks won
her suit.

“Well, I suppose I mun. I shall catch it down stairs, 1
know. He’ll be in a fidget till you 're getten to bed,l know ; so
you mun be quiet if you are so bent upon staying up.”

And quietly, noiselessly, Mary watched the unchanging
weather-cock through the night. She sat on the little window-
seat, her hand holding back the curtain which shaded the room
from the bright moonlight without; her head resting its weari-
ness against the corner of the window-frame; her eyes burn-
ing, and stiff with the intensity of her gaze.

The ruddy morning stole up the horizon, casting a crimson
glow into the watcher’s room.

It was the morning of the day of trial |
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neither Mrs, Wilson nor Mary having seen him as he had stood
at the witness-room door. '

As soon as he could bring his distracted thoughts to bear
upon the present scene, he perceived that the trial of James

ilson for the murder of Henry Carsons was just commencing.
The clerk was gabbling over the indictment, and in a minute
or two there was the accustomed question, “How say you,
Guilty, or Not Guilty?”

Aii';hnugh but one answer was expected, — was customary
in all cases, — there was a pause of dead silence, an interval
of solemnity even in this hackneyed part of the pru_ceedmi;
while the prisoner at the bar stood with cumpyesﬂed lips, loo
ing at the judge with his outward eyes, but with far other and
different scenes presented to his mental vision; a sort of rapid
recapitulation of his life, —remembrances of his childhood, —
his father (so proud of him, his first-born child), — his sweet
little playfellow, Mary, — his hopes, his love, — his despair,

et still, yet ever and ever, his love, — the blank, wide world
it had been without her love, — his mother, — his childless
mother, — but not long to be so, — not long to be away from
all she loved, —nor during that time to %e oppressed with
doubt as to his innocence, sure and secure of her darling’s
heart; — he started from his instant’s pause, and said in.a low
firm voice,

“Not guilty, my lord.”

The circumstances of the murder, the discovery of the
body, the causes of suspicion against Jem, were as well
known to most of the audience as they are to you, so there
was some little buzz of conversation going on among the
people while the leading counsel for the prosecution made his
very effective speech.

*“That’s Mr, Carsons, the father, sitting behind Serjeant
Wilkinson1”’

. “What a noble-looking old man he is! so stern and
inflexible, with such classical features! Does he not remind
you of some of the busts of Jupiter?

“Iam more interested by watching the prisoner. Criminals
always interest me, I try fo trace in the fgaturﬂﬂ common to
humanity some expression of the crimes by which they have
distinguished themselves from their kind. I have seen a good
number of murderers in my day, but I have seldom seen one

21 %
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his report in the first instance had occasioned the subpeena
to Mary. -

Anti' now she was to be called on to bear witness. The
court was by this time almost as full as it could hold; but
fresh attempts were being made to squeeze in at all the
entrances, for many were anxious to see and hear this part
of the trial. )

0Old Mr. Carsons felt an additional beat at his heart at the
thought of seeing the fatal Helen, the cause of all — a kind
of interest and yet repugnance, for was not she beloved by
the dead; nay, perhaps in her way, loving and mourning
for the same being that he himself was so bitterly grieving
over? And yet he felt as if he abhorred her and her rumoured
loveliness, as if she were the curse against him; and he grew
jealous of the love with which she had inspired his son, and
would fain have deprived her of even her natural right of
gorrowing over her lover’s untimely end: for you see 1t was
a fixed idea in the minds of all, that the handsome, bright,
gay, rich, young gentleman must have been beloved in pre-
ference to the serious, almost stern-looking smith, who had
to toil for his daily bread.

Hitherto the effect of the trial had equalled Mr. Carsons’
most sanguine hopes, and a severe look of satisfaction came
over the tgace of the avenger, — over that countenance whence
the smile had departed, never more to return.

All eyes were directed to the door through which the wit-
nesses entered. Even Jem looked up to catch one glimpse,
before he hid his face from her look ufpu.varsiun. The officer
had gone to fetch her.

She was in exactly the same attitude as when Job Legh had
seen her two hours before through the half-open door. Nota
finger had moved. The officer summoned her, but she did
not stir. She was so still he thought she had fallen asleep, and
he stepped forward and touched her. She started up in an
instant, and followed him with a kind of rushing rapid motion
into the court, into the witness-box.

And amid all that sea of faces, misty and swimming before
her eyes, she saw but two clear bright spots, distinct and fixed:
the judge, who might have to condemn; and the prisoner,
who might have to die.

The mellow sun-light streamed down that high window
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You say you knew both these young men. Which was the
favoured lover? Which did you pre er?”

And who was he, the questioner, that he ghould dare so
lightly to ask of her heart’s secrets? That he should dare to
:u.sgk her to tell, before that multitude assembled there, what
woman usually whispers with blushes and tears, and many
hesitations, to one ear alone?

So, for an instant, a look of indignation contracted Mary’s
brow, as she steadily met the eyes of the impertinent coun-
gellor. But, in that instant, she saw the hands removed
from a face beyond, behind; and a countenance revealed
of such intense love and woe, — such a deprecating dread of
her answer; and suddenly her resolution was taken. The
present was every thing; the future, that vast shround, it was
maddening to think upon; but now she might own her fault,
but now she might even own her love. Now, when the
beloved stood thus, abhorred of men, there would be no
feminine shame to stand between her and her avowal. So
she also turned towards the judge, partly to mark that her
answer was not given to the monkeyfied man who questioned
her, and likewise that her face might be averted from, and
her eyes not gaze upon, the form that contracted with the
dread of the words he anticipated. »

“ He asks me which of them two I liked the best. Perhaps
I liked Mr. Harry Carsons once — I don’t know — I've for-
gotten; butIloved James Wilson, that’s now on trial, above
what tongue can tell — above all else on earth put together;
and I love him now better than ever, though he has never
known a word of it till this minute. For, you see, Sir, mother
died before I was thirteen, before I cuuid know right from
wrong about some things; and I was giddy and vain, and
ready to listen to an%r raise of my good looks; and this poor
young Mr. Carsons fell in with me, and told me he loved me;
and I was foolish enough to think he meant me marriage: a
mother is a pitiful loss to a girl, Sir; and so I used to fancy I
could like to be a lady, andrich, and never know want any
more. I never found out how dearly I loved another till one
day, when James Wilson asked me to marry him, and I was
very hard and sharp in my answer (for, indeed, Sir, I'da
deal to bear just then), and he took me at my word and left
me; and from that day to this I’ve never spoken aword to him,
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e ——————

«Were you aware that he knew of Mr. Henry Carsons’
regard for you? Remember you are of your oath!”

«“Never; Sir. Iwasnotaware until T heard of the quarrel
between them, and what Jem had said to the policeman, and
that was after the murder. To this day 1 can’t make out who
told Jem. Oh, Sir, maynotIgo down?”’ f

For she felt the sense, the composure, the very bodily
strength which she had compelled to her aid for a time, sud-
denly giving way, and was conscious that she was losing all
command over herself. There was no occasion to detain her
longer; she had done her part. She might go down. The
evidence was still stronger against the prisoner; but now he
stood erect and firm, with self-respect in his attitude, and a
look of determination on his face,which almost made it appear
noble. Yet he seemed lost in thought.

Job Legh had all this time been trying to soothe and com-
fort Mrs. Wilson, who would first be in the court, in order to
see her darling, and then, when her sobs became irrepressible,
lad to be led out into the open air, and sat there weeping, on
the steps of the court-house. Who would have taken charge
of Mary, on her release from the witness-box I do not know,
if Mrs. Sturgis, the boatman’s wife, had not been there,
brought by her interest in Mary, towards whom she now
pressed, in order to urge her toleave the scene of the trial.

“No! no!” said Mary, to this proposition. “Imust be
here, I must watch that they don’t hang him, you know I must.”

«(QOh! they 'll not hang him! never fear! Besides the wind
has changed, and that ’s in his favour.  Come away. You're
5o hot, and first white and then red; I’m sure you 're ill.
Just come away.”

“Oh! Tdon’t know about any thing but that I must stay,”
replied Mary, in a strange hurried manner, catching hold of
some rails as if she feared some bodily force would be em-

loyed to remove her, So Mrs. Sturgis just waited patiently

y her, every now and then peeping among the congregation
of heads in the body of the court, to see if her husband were
still there. And there he always was to be seen, looking and
listening with all his might. ﬁis wife felt easy that he would
not be wanting her at home until the trial was ended.

Mary never let go her clutched hold on the rails. She
wanted them to steady her, in that heaving, whirling court.
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Job Legh looked about for Mary, now he had gamed, and
given, some idea of the position of things. At last he saw her,
standing by a decent-looking woman, looking flushed and
anxious, and moving her lips incessantly, as if eagerly talking;
her eyes never resting on any object, but wandering about as
if in search of something. Job thought it was for him she was
seeking, and he struggled to get round to her. When he had
succeeded, she took no notice of him, although he spoke to
her, but still kept looking round and round in the same wild,
restless manner. He tried to hear the low quick mutterings
of her voice; he caught the repetition of the same words over
and over again.

“I must not gomad. I mustnot,indeed. They say people
tell the truth when they 're mad; but I don’t. I wasalways a
liar, Iwas, indeed; butI’'mnot mad. I must not go mad.
I must not, indeed.”

Suddenly she seemed to become aware how earnestly Job
was listening (with mournful attention) to her words, and
turning sharp round upon him, with upbraiding, for his eaves-
dropping, on her lips, she caught sight of something, — or
some one, — who, even in that state, had power to arrest her
attention, and throwing up her arms with wild energy, she
shrieked aloud,

“0Oh, Jem! Jem! you’re saved; and I am mad —”’ and
was instantly seized with convulsions. With much commisera-
tion she was taken out of court, while the attention of many
was diverted from her, by the fierce energy with which a
sailor forced his way over rails and seats, against turnkeys and
policemen. The officers of the court opposed this forcible
manner of entrance, but they could hardly induce the of-
fender to adopt any quieter way of attaining his object, and
telling his tale in the witness-box, the legitimate place. For
Will had dwelt so impatiently on the danger in which his
absence would place his cousin, that even yet, he seemed to
fear that he might see the prisoner carried off, and hung,
before he could gﬂur out the narrative which would exculpate
him. As for Job Legh, his feelings were all but uncontroll-
able; as you may judge, by the indifference with which he
saw Mary borne, stiff and convulsed, out of the court, in the

charge of the kind Mrs. Sturgis, who, you will remember, was
-an utter stranger to him,
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certain expectation of a conviction. Now it needed not re-
petition, for it forced itself upon his consciousness, and he
seemed to know, even before the jury retired to consult, that
by some trick, some negligence, some miserable hocus-
pocus, the murderer of his child, his darling, his Absalom,
who had never rebelled, — the slayer of his unburied boy
would slip through the fangs of justice, and walk free and
unscathed over that earth where his son would never more be
seen.

It was even so. The prisoner hid his face once more to
ghield the expression of an emotion he could not control,
from the notice of the over-curious; Job Legh ceased his
eager talking to Mr. Bridgenorth; Charley looked grave and
earnest; for the jury filed one by one back into their box, and
the question was asked to which such an awful answer might
be given.

The verdict they had come to was unsatisfactory to them-
selves at last; neither being convinced of his innocence, nor

et quite willing to believe him guilty in the teeth of the alibi.
{iut the punishment that awaited him, if guilty, was so ter-
rible, and so unnatural a sentence for man to pronounce on
man, that the knowledge of it had weighed down the scale on
the side of innocence, and “Not Guilty” was the verdict that
thrilled through the breathless court.

One moment of silence, and then the murmurs rose, as
the verdict was discussed by all with lowered voice. Jem
stood motionless, his head bowed; poor fellow, he was stunned
with the rapid career of events during the last few hours.

He had assumed his place at the bar with little or no ex-
Fecta_tmn of an acquittal; and with scarcely any desire for

ife, in the complication of occurrences tending to strengthen
the idea of Mary’s more than indifference to him: she had
loved another, and in her mind Jem believed that he himself
must be regarded as the murderer of him she loved. And
suddenly, athwart this gloom which made Life seem such a
blank expanse of desolation, there flashed the exquisite de-
llghi&r of hearing M&rfs avowal of love, making the future all
glorious, if a future in this world he might hope to have. He
could not dwell on any thing but her words, telling of her

passionate love; all else was indistinct, nor could he strive to
make it otherwise. She loved him.

Mary Barton, 99
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ful its results proved) heard a gentle subdued knock at the
house door; it was no business of his, to be sure to open it, but
as Ben slept on, he thought he would see who the early visitor
might be, and ascertain if there was any occasion for disturbing
either host or hostess., It was Job Legh who stood there,
distinct against the outer light of the street.

“How is she? Eh! poorsoul! is that her! no need to ask!
How strange her voice sounds! Screech! screech! and she so
low, sweet-spoken, when she’s well! Thoumust keep up heart,
old boy, and not look so dismal, thysel.”

“I can’t help it, Job; it ’s past a man’s bearing to hear such
a one as she is, going on as she is doing ; even if I did not care
for her, it would cut me sore to see one so young, and —Ican’t
speak of it, Job, as a man should do,” said Jem, his sobs cho-
king him.

“Liet me in, will you?”” said Job, pushing past him, for all
this time Jem had stood holding the door, unwilling to admit
Job where he might hear so much that would be suggestive to
one acquainted with the parties that Mary named.

“I’d more than one reason for coming betimes. I wanted
to hear how yon poor wench was; — that stood first. Late last
night I got a letter from Margaret, very anxious-like. The
doctor says the old lady yonder can’t last many days longer,
and 1t seems so Jonesome for her to die with no one but Mar-
garet and Mrs. Davenport about her. So I thought I°d just
come and stay with Mary Barton, and see as she ’s well done
to, and you and your mother and Will go and take leave of
old Alice.”

Jem’s countenance, sad at best just now, fell lower and
lower. But Job went on with his speech.

“She still wanders, Margaret says, and thinks she ’s with
her mother at home; but for all that, she should have some
kith and kin near her to close her eyes, to my thinking.”

“Could not you and Will take mother home? 1°d follow
when —"’ Jem faltered out thus far, when Job interrupted,

“Lad! if thou knew what thy mother has suffered for thee,
thou d not speak of leaving her just when she ’s got thee from
the grave as 1t were. Why, this very night she roused me up,
and ‘Job,’ says she, ‘I ask your pardon for wakening you, but
tell me, am I awake or dreaming. Is Jem proved innocent ?
Oh, Job Legh! God send I've not been only dreaming it!’
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terror-distracted as she was now; and no oné able to com-
fort her! ) :

“Jem!” said Job, partly guessing the other’s feelings by
his own. “Jem!” repeated he, arresting his attention before
he spoke. Jem turned round, the little motion causing the
tears to overflow and trickle down his cheeks. “Thou must
trust in God, and leave her in His hands.” He spoke hushed,
and low; but the words sunk all the more into Jem’s heart,
and gave him strength to tear himself away.

He found his mother (notwithstanding that she had but
just regained her child through Mary’s instrumentality) half
inclined to resent his having passed the night in anxious de-
votion to the poor invalid, ghe dwelt on the duties of chil-
dren to their parents (above all others), till Jem could hardly
believe the relative positions they had held only yesterday,
when she was atruggﬁng with and controlling every instinct of
her nature, only because ke wished it. However, the recollec-
tion of that yesterday, with its hair’s breadth between him and
a felon’s death, and the love that had lightened the dark sha-
dow, made him bear with the meekness and patience of a true-
hearted man all the worrying little acerbities ofto-day; and he
had no small merit in so doing; for in him, as in his mother,
the re-action after intense excitement had produced its usual
effect in increased irritability of the nervous system.

They found Alice alive, and without pain. And that was
all. A child of a few weeks old would have had more bodily
strength; a child of a very few months old, more conseiousness
of what was passing before her. But even in this state she
diffused an atmosphere of peace around her. True, Will, at
first, wept passionate tears at the sight of her, who had been
as a mother to him, so standing on the confines of life. But
even now, as always, loud passionate feeling could not long
endure in the calm of her presence. The firm faith which her
mind had no longer power to grasp, had left its trail of glory;
for by no other word canI call the bright happy look which
illumined the old earthworn face. Her talk, it is true, bore no
more that constant earnest reference to God and hisholy word
which it had donein health, and there were no death-bed words
of exhortation from the lips of one so habitually pious. Forstill
she imagined herself once again in the happy, happy realms of
childhood; and again dwelling in the lovely nnrtﬁern haunts
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own, and a golden thread was interwoven even now with the
darkness of his sorrow. Yet it was on his arm that Jane Wil-
son leant on her return homewards. Jem took charge of
Margaret. \

“Margaret, I’'m bound for Liverpool by the first train to-
morrow; [ must set your grandfather at liberty.”

«] 'm sure he likes nothing better than watching over poor
Mary ; he loves her nearly as well as me. But let me go! Ihave
been so full of poor Alice, I’ve never thought of it before; I
can’t do so much as many a one, but Mary will like to have a
woman about her that she knows. I’'m sorry I waited to be
reminded, Jem!” replied Margaret, with some little self-
reproach. ) ] Y

But Margaret’s proposition did not at all agree with her
companion’s wishes. He found he had better speak out, and
put his intention at once to the right motive; the subterfuge
about setting Job Legh at liberty had done him harm instead
of good.

“To tell truth, Margaret, it 's I that must go, and that for
my own sake, not your grandfather’s. I can rest neither by
night nor day for thinking on Mary. Whether she lives or dies
Ilook on her as my wife before God, as surely and solemnly
as if we were married. So being, I have the greatest right to
look after her, and I cannot yield it even to —"’

“Her father,” said Margaret, finishing his interrupted sen-
tence. “It seems strange that a girl like her should be thrown
on the bare world to struggle through so bad an illness. No
one seems to know where John Barton is, else I thought of
Fetting Morris to write him a letter telling him about Mary.

wish he was home, thatI do!”

Jem could not echo this wish.

“Mary ’s not bad off for friends where she is," said he. “I
call them friends, though a week ago we none of us knew there
were such folks in the world. But being anxious and sorrowful
about the same thing makes people friends quicker than any
thing, I think. She ’s like a mother to Mary in her ways; and
he bears a good character, as farasI could learn just in that
hurry. We ’re drawing near home, and I ’ve not said my say,
Margaret. I want you to look after mother a bit. She ‘Il not
like my going, and I ’ve got to break it to her yet. Ifshe takes
it very badly, I’ll come back to-morrow night; butifshe’s
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So she hardened her heart against entertaining any feeling of

sympathy; and turned away from the face, which recalled the

earnest i’nak of his childhood, when he had come to her in
“some trouble, sure of help and comfort.

And coldly she spoke, in those which tones Jem knew and
dreaded, even before the meaning they expressed was fully
shaped, “Thou ’rt old enough to please thysel. Old mothers
are cast aside, and what they 've borne forgotten as soon as a
pretty face comes across. I might have thought of that last
luesday, when I felt as if thou wert all my own, and the judge
were some wild animal trying to rend thee from me. Ispoke
up for thee then; butit’s all forgotten now, I suppose.”

“Mother! you know all this while, you know I can never
forget any kindness you 've ever done for me; and they 've
been many. Why should you think I’ve only room for one
love in my heart? I canlove you as dearly as ever, and Mary
too, as much as man ever loved woman.”

He awaited a reply. None was vouchsafed.

“ Mother, answer me!” said he, at last.

‘“ What mun I answer? You asked me no question.”

“Welll Iask you this now. To-morrow morning I go to
Liverpool to see her, who is as my wife. Dear mother! will
you bless me on my errand? If it please God she recovers,will
you take her to you as you would a daughter?”

She could neither refuse, nor assent.

“Why need you go?” said she gquerulously, at length.
“Youll be getting in some mischief or another again. Can’t
you stop at home quiet with me? "

Jem got up, and walked about the room in despairing im-
patience. She would not understand his feelings. At last he
stopped right before the place where she was sitting, with an
air of injured meekness on her face.,

‘““Mother! I often think what a good man father was! I 've
often heard you tell of your courting days; and of the accident
that befell you, and how ill you were. How long is it ago ? "

“Near upon five-and-twenty years,” said she; with a sigh,

“You little thought when you were so ill you should live to
have such a fine strapping son as [ am, did you now?”

She smiled a little, and looked up at him, which was just
what he wanted.

“Thou 'rt not so fine a man as thy father was, by a deall”
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a thief by dead of night into his own dwelling? Depressed
as Jem had often and long seen him, this night there was
something different about him still; beaten down by some
inward storm, he seemed to grovel along, all self-respect
lost and gone.

Must he be told of Mary’s state? Jem felt he must not;
and this for many reasons. He could not be informed of her
illness without many other particulars being communicated
at the same time, of which it were better he should be kept
in ignorance; indeed, of which Mary herself could alone give
the full explanation. No suspicion that he was the criminal
seemed hitherto to have been excited in the mind of any one.
Added to these reasons was Jem’s extreme unwillingness to
face him, with the belief in his breast that he and none other,
had done the fearful deed.

It was true that he was Mary’s father, and as such had
every right to be told of all concerning her; but supposing he
were, and that he followed the impulse so natural to a father,
and wished to go to her, what might be the consequences?
Among the mingled feelings she had revealed in her delirium,
aye, mingled even with the most tender expressions of love
for her father, was a sort of horror of him; a dread of him as
a blood-shedder, which seemed to separate him into two
persons,— one, the father who had dandled her on his knee,
and loved her all her life long; the other, the assassin, the
cause of all her trouble and woe.

If he presented himself before her while this idea of his
character was uppermost, who might tell the consequence ?

Jem could not, and would not, expose her to any such
fearful chance: and to tell the truth, I believe he looked
upon her as more his own, to guard from all shadow of
injury with most loving care, than as belonging to any one
else in this world, though girt with the reverend name of
Father, and guiltless of aught that might have lessened such
reverence.

If you think this account of mine confused, of the half-
feelings, half-reasons, which passed through Jem’s mind,
as he stood gazing on the empty space, where that crushed
form had so lately been seen, — if you are perplexed to
disentangle the real motives, I do assure you it was from just
such an involved set of thoughts that Jem drew the resolution
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That 's my maxim.” So saying, he replaced the bottle in the
cupboard. X .

It was he, who in a firm commanding voice at last told Jem
and Mary to be off, or they would be too late. Mrs. Sturgis
had kept up till then; but as they left her house, she could no
longer restrain her tears, and cried aloud in spite of her hus-
band’s upbraiding. . _

““Perhaps they’ll be too late for the train!” exclaimed she,
with a degree of hope, asthe clock struck two.

“What! and come back again! No!l no! that would never
do. We ’'ve done our part, and cried our cry; it’s no use
going over the same ground again. I should ha’ to give 'em
more out of yon bottle when next parting time came, and
" them three glasses they had made a hole 1n the stuff, I can
tell yon. Time Jack was back from Hamburgh with some
more.”

When they reached Manchester, Mary looked very white,
and the expression of her face was almost stern. She was in
fact summoning up her resolution to meet her father if he
were at home. Jem had never named his midnight glimpse
of John Barton to human being; but Mary had a sort of
presentiment, that wander where he would, he would seek
his home at last. But in what mood she dreaded to think,
For the knowledge of her father’s capability of guilt seemed
to have opened a dark gulf in her character, into the depths
of which she trembled to look. At one moment she would fain
have claimed protection against the life she must lead, for
some time at least, alone with a murderer! She thought of
his gloom, before his mind was haunted by the memory of so
terrible a crime; his moody irritable ways. She imagined the
evenings as of old: she, toiling at some work, long after
houses were shut, and folks abed; he, more savage than he
had ever been before with the inward gnawing of his remorse.
At such times she could have cried aloud with terror, at the
scenes her fancy conjured up.

But her filial duty, nay, her love and gratitude for many
deeds of kindness done to her as a little child, conquered all
fear. She would endure all imaginable terrors, although of
daily occurrence. And she would patiently bear all wayward
violence of temper; more than patiently would she bear it —
pitifully, as one who knew of some awful curse awaiting the
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it if he sees strangers. Please don’t come. I’ll come and tell

ou every day how he goes on. Imust be offnow to see after
{;im. Dear Job! kind Job! don’t be angry with me. If you
knew all you 'd pity me.” _

~ For Job was muttering away in high dudgeon, and even
Margaret’s tone was altered as she wished Mary good night.
Just then she could ill brook coldness from any one, and least
of all bear the idea of being considered ungrateful by sa kind
and zealous a friend as Job had been; so she turned round
suddenly, even when her hand was on the latch of the door,
and ran back, and threw her arms about his neck, and kissed
him first, and then Margaret. And then, the tearsifast-ﬁtﬂmg
down her cheeks, but no word spoken, she hastily left the
house, and went back to her home. i o

There was no change in her father’s position, or in his
spectral look. He had answered her questions (but few in
number, for so many subjects were unapproachable) bﬁmunu—
syllables, and in a weak, high, childish voice; but he had not
lifted his eyes; he could not meet his daughter’s look. And
she, when she spoke, or as she moved about, avoided letting
her eyes rest upon him. She wished to be her usual self; but
while every thing was done with a consciousness of purpose,
she felt it was impossible.

In this manner things went on for some days. At night he
feebly clambered up stairs do bed ; and during thoselong dark
hours Mary heard those groans of agony, which never escaped
his lips by day; when they were compressed in silence overhis
iward woe.

Many a time she sat up listening, and wondering if it would
ease his miserable heart if she went to him, and told him she
knew all, and loved and pitied him more than words could tell.

By day the monotonous hours wore on in the same heavy,
hushed manner as on that first dreary afternoon. He ate, —
but without that relish; and food seemed no longer to nourish
him, for each morning his face had caught more of the ghastly
fore-shadowing of Death.

The neighbours kept strangely aloof. Of late years John
Barton had had a repellant powerabout him, felt by all, except
to the few who had either known him in his better and happier
days, or those to whqm he had given his sympathy and his
confidence. People did not care to enter the doors of one,
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there with the latch in her hand, barring up all entrance, and
as much as possible obstructing all curious glances into the
interior.

“Well, Mary Barton! You 're home at last! I heard you’d
getten home; so I thought I'd just step over and hear the
news.”

She was bent on coming in, and saw Mary's preventive
design. So she stood on tip-toe, looking over Mary’s shoul-
ders into the room where she suspected a lover to be lurking;
but instead, she saw only the figure of the stern gloomy father
she had always been in tie habit of avoiding; and she dropped
down again, content to carry on the conversation where Mary
chose, and as Mary chose, in whispers.

“So the old governor is back again, eh? And what does
he say to all your fine doings at Liverpool, and before? — you
and I know where. You can’t hide it now, Mary, for it’s all
in print.”’

Mary gave a low moan, — and then implored Sally to
change the subject; for unpleasant as it always was, 1t was
doubly unpleasant in the manner in which she was treating it.
If they had been alone, Mary would have borne it patiently, —
or she thought, — but now she felt almost certain her father
was listening ; there was a subdued breathing, aslight bracing-
up of the listless attitude. But there was no arresting Sally’s
curiosity to hear all she could respecting the adventures Mary
had experieneed. She, in common with the rest of Miss Sim-
monds’ young ladies, was almost jealous of the fame that Mary
had obtained; to herself, such miserable notoriety.

“Nay! there ’s no use shunning talking it over. Why! it
was in the Guardian, — and the Courier, — and some one told
Jane Hodson it was even copied into a London paper. “You’ve
set up heroine on your own account, Mary Barton. How did
you like standing witness? Ar’'n’t them lawyers impudent
things? staring at oneso. I’ll be bound you wished you’d
taken my offer, and borrowed my black watered scarf! Now
didn’t you, Mary? Speak truth!’

“Lo tell truth, I never thought about it, then, Sally. How
could I?” asked she, reproachfully.

“Oh —1I forgot. You were a.lfrf'ﬂr that stupid James Wil-
son. Welllif I’ve ever the luck to go witness on a trial, see if
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She looked up at her lover’s grave face; and then the
message her father had sent flashed across her memory.

“Oh, Jem, didI tell you? — Father sent word he wished
to speak with you. Iwas to bid you come to him at eight to-
night. What can he want, Jem?”

~ %I cannot tell,” replied he. *“AtanyrateI’llgo. It’sno
use troubling ourselves to guess,’” he continued, after a pause
for a few minutes, during which they slowly and silently paced
up and down the by-street, into which he had led her when
their conversation began. “Come and see mother, and then
I ’ll take thee home, ilary. Thou wert all in a tremble when
first [ came up to thee; thou ’rt not fit to be trusted home by
thyself,” said he, with fond exaggeration of her helpnessness.

Yet a little more lover’s loitering; a few more words, in
themselves nnthingl'—— to you nothing — but to those two, what
tender passionate language can I use to express the feelings
which thrilled through that young man and maiden, as they
listened to the syllables made dear and lovely through life by
that hour’s low-whispered talk.

It struck the half hour past seven.

“Come and speak to mother; she knows you re to be her
daughtm-, Mary, darling.”

o they went in. Jane Wilson was rather chafed at her
son’s delay in returning home, for as yet, he had managed to
keep her in ignorance of his dismissal from the foundry: and
1t was her way to prepare some little pleasure, some little
comfort for those she loved ; and if they, unwittingly, did not
appear at the proper time to enjoy her preparation, she worked
herself up into a state of fretfulness which found vent in up-
braidings as soon as ever the objects of her care appeared,
thereby marring the peace which should ever be the atmo-
s]fhera of a home, however humble; and causing a feeling
almost amounting to loathing to arise at the sight of the
“stalled ox,” which, though an effect and proof of careful love,
has been the cause of so much disturbance.

Mrs. Wilson had first sighed, and then grumbled to herself,
over the increasing toughness of the potatoe-cakes she had
made for her son’s tea.

. The door opened, and he came in; his face brightening
into proud smiles, Mary Barton hanging on his arm. blashing
and dimpling, with eye-lids veiling the happy Light of her






























977

« All along it came natural to love folk, though now I am
what T am. I think one time I could e’en have loved the
masters if they 'd ha’ letten me; that was in my Gospel-days,
afore my child died o’ hunger. I wastorein two often-times,
between my sorrow for poor suffering folk, and my trying to
love them as caused their sufferings (to my mind).

«At last I gave it up in despair, trying to make folks’
actions square wi’ th’ Bible; and I thought 1°’d no longer
labour at following th’ Bible mysel. I’ve said all this afore,
may be. But from that time I ’ve dropped down, down, —
down.”

After that he only spoke in broken sentences.

“] did not think he 'd been such an old man, — Oh! that
he had but forgiven me,” —and then came earnest, passionate,
broken words of prayer.

Job Legh had gone home like one struck down with the
unexpected shock. Mary and Jem together waited the ap-

roach of death; but as the final stru?;gle drew on, and morn-
ing dawned, Jem suggested some alleviation to the gasping
breath, to purchase which he left the house in search of a
druggist’s shop, which should be open at that early hour.
uring his absence, Barton grew worse; he had fallen
across the bed, and his breathing seemed almost stopped; in
vain did Mary strive to raise him, her sorrow and exhaustion
had rendered her too weak.

So, on hearing some one enter the house-place below, she
cried out for Jem to come to her assistance.

A step, which was not Jem’s, came up the stairs.

Mr. Carsons stood in the door-way. In one instant he com-
prehended the case.

He raised up the powerless frame; and the departing soul
looked out of the eyes with gratitude. He held the dying man
propped in his arms. John Barton folded his hands, as if in
prayer.

“Pray for us,” said Mary, sinking on her knees, and for-
ﬁattmg in that solemn hour all that had divided her father and

r. Carsons.

No other words would suggest themselves than some of
those he had read only a few hours before.

“God be merciful to us sinners. — Forgive us our trespas-
ses as we forgive them that trespass against us.”
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but perhaps the length of quiet time thus afforded was really
good, although its duration weighed upon her; for by this
means she contemplated her situation in every light, and fully
understood that the morning’s event had left her an orphan;
and thus she was spared the pangs caused to us by the oc-
currence of death in the evening, just before we should na-
turally, in the usual course of events, lie down to slumber.
For in such case, worn out by anxiety, and it may be by much
watching, our very excess of grief rocks itself to sleep, before
we have had time to realise its cause; and we waken, with a
start of agony like a fresh stab, to the consciousness of the
one awful vacancy, which shall never, while the world en-
dures, be filled again.

The day brought its burden of duty to Mrs, Wilson. She
felt bound by regard, as well as by etiquette, to go and see
her future daughter-in-law. And by an old association of
ideas (perhaps of death with church-yards, and churches with
Sunday), she thought it necessary to put on her best, and
latterly unused clothes, the airing of which on a little clothes-
horse before the fire seemed to give her a not unpleasing oc-
cupation.

When Jem returned home late in the evening succeeding
John Barton’s death, weary and oppressed with the occur-
rences and excitements of the day, he found his mother bus
about her mourning, and much inclined to talk. Althﬂugﬁ
he longed for quiet, he could not avoid sitting down and
answering her questions.

“Well, Jem! he’s gone at last, is he?”

“Yes. How did you hear, mother?”

“Oh, Job came over here, and telled me, on his way to
the undertaker’s. Did he make a fine end ?”

It struck Jem that she had not heard of the confession
which had been made by John Barton on his death-bed ; he re-
membered Job Legh’s discretion, and he determined that if
it could be avoided his mother should never hear of it. Many
of the difficulties to be anticipated in reserving the secret
would be obviated, if he could induce his mother to fall into
the plan he had named to Mary of emigrating to Canada. The
reasons which rendered this secrecy desirable related to the
domestic happiness he hoped for. With his mother’s irritable
temper he could hardly expect that all allusion to the crime
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many years his days had been spent; where for so long a time
his thoughts had been thought, his hopes and fears ex-
perienced. It was not a cheering feeling to remember that
henceforward he was to be severed from all these familiar
places; nor were his spirits enlivened by the evident feelings
of the majority of those who had been his fellow-workmen.
As he stood in the entrance to the foundry, awaiting Mr.
Duncombe’s leisure, many of those employed in the works
passed him on their return from breakfast; and, with one or
two exceptions, without any acknowledgment of former ac-
quaintance beyond a distant nod at the utmost.

“Tt is hard,” said Jem to himself, with a bitter and in-
dignant feeling rising in his throat, ‘“that let a man’s life have
been what it may, folk are so ready to credit the first word
against him. I couldlive it down if I stayed in England; but
then what would not Mary have to bear? Sooner or later
the truth would ,out; and then she would be a show to
folk for many a day as John Barton’s daughter. Well! God
does !nnt judge as hardly as man, that’s one comfort for all
of us!” -

Mr, Duncombe did not believe in Jem’s guilt, in spite of
the silence in which he again this day heard the imputation of
it; but he agreed that under the circumstances it was better
he should leave the country.

“We have been written to by government, as I think I
told you before, to recommend an intelligent man, well ac-
quainted with mechanics, as instrument maker to the Agri-
cultural College they are establishing at Toronto, in Canada.
It is a comfortable appointment, — house, — land, — and a
good per-centage on the instruments made. I will show you
the particulars if I can lay my hand on the letter, which I
believe I must have left at home.”

““Thank you, Sir. No need for seeing the letter to sa
I'll acceptit. Imustleave Manchester; and I’d as lief quit
England at once when 1 ’'m about it.”

:‘Of course government give you your passage; indeed I
believe an allowance would be made for a family if you had
one; but you are not a married man, I believe?”

“No, Sir, but —” Jem hung back from a confession with
the awkwardness of a girl.

“But —" said Mr. Duncombe, smiling, “you would like






“] 'm not afeard!” said Jem; “I’ve done nought wrong,
and know nought wrong, about yon poor dead lad; though
I’ll own I had evil thoughts once on a time. Folk can’t mis-
take long if once they 'll search into the truth. I’ll go and
give the old gentleman all the satisfaction in my power, now
1t can injure no one. I’d my reasons for wanting to see him
besides, and it all falls in right enough for me.”

Job was a little re-assured by Jem’s boldness; bat still,
if the truth must be told, he wished the young man would
follow his advice, and leave him to sound Mr. Carsons’ in-
tentions.

Meanwhile Jane Wilson had donned her Sunday suit of
black, and set off on her errand of condolence. She felt ner-
vous and uneasy at the idea of the moral sayings and texts
which she fancied were expected from visitors on occasions
like the present; and prepared many a good set speech as she
walked towards the house of mourning.

As she gently opened the door, Mary sitting idly by the
fire, caught a glimpse of her,~— of Jem’s mother, — of the
early friend of her dead parents, — of the kind minister
to many a little want in days of childhood, — and rose and
came and fell about her neck, with many a sob and moan,
saying,

“QOh, he’s gone — he 's dead — all gone — all dead, and
I am left alone!™

“Poor wench! poor, poor wench!” said Jane Wilson,
tenderly kissing her. “Thou ’rt not alone, so donnot take
onso. I’ll say nought of Him who ’s above, for thou knowest
He is ever the orphan’s friend; but’think on Jem! nay, Mary,
dear, think on me! I’'m but a frabbit woman at times, but
I'’ve a heart within me through all my temper, and thou shalt
be as a daughter henceforward, — as mine own ewe-lamb.
Jem shall not love thee better in his way, than I will in mine;
and thou’lt bear with my turns, Mary, knowing that in my
soul God sees the love that shall ever be thine, if thou 'lt take
me for thy mother, and speak no more of being alone.”

Mrs. Wilson was weeping herself long before she had
ended this speech, which was so different to all she had

lanned to say, and from all the formal piety she had laid
in store for the visit; for this was heart’s-piety, and needed
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upbraid her for extravagance, or stinginess, or over-dressing,
or under-dressing, or too much mirth, or too much gloom, but
never, never in her most uncontrolled moments, did she allude
to any one of the circumstances relating to Mary’s flirtation
with Harry Carsons, or his murderer; and always when she
spoke of .]{ahu Barton, named him with the res}glect due to his
conduct before the last, miserable, guilty month of his life.

Therefore it came like a blow to Jem, when, after years
had passed away, he gathered his mother’s knowledge of the
whole affair. From the day when he learnt (not without re-
morse) what hidden depths of self-restraint she had in her
soul, his manner to her, always tender and respectful, became
reverential; and it was more than ever a loving strife between
him and Mary, which should most contribute towards the hap-
piness of the declining years of their mother.

But I am speaking of the events which have occurred only
lately, while ]I)have yet many things to tell you that happened
gIX Or seven years ago.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

“The rich man dines, while the poor man plnes,
And cats his heart away;
‘They teach us lies,” he sternly eries,
Would brothers do as they?*" ‘TEE DREAM.'

 Mg. Carsons stood at one of the breathing-moments of
life. The object of the toils, the fears, and the wishes of his
ast years, was suddenly hidden from his sight, — vanished
into the deep mystery which circumscribes existence. Nay,
even the vengeance which he had taken away from before his
eyes, as by the hand of God.
_ Events like these would have startled the most thoughtless
into reflection, much more such a man as Mr. Carsons, whose
mind, if not enlarged, was energetic; indeed, whose very
energy, having been hitherto the cause of the employment of
his powers in only one direction, had prevented him from be-
coming largely and philosophically comprehensivein his views.
But now the foundations of his past life were razed to the
ground, and the place they had once occupied was sown with
salt, to be rebuilt no more for ever. It was Eka the change from
this Life to that other hidden one; when so many of the mo-
tives which have actuated all our earthly existence, will have
Mary Barton, 25
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to talking as John Barton would have done, but that’s clear
to me at any rate.” ] s E

«“ My good man, justlisten to me. Two men liveina soli-
tude: one produces loaves of bread, the other coats, — or
what you wiﬂ. Now, would it not be hard if the bread-pro-
ducer were forced to give bread for the coats, whether he
wanted them or not, in order to furnish employment to the
other: that is the simple form of the case; you 've only to
multiply the numbers. There will come times of great changes
in the occupation of thousands, when improvements in manu-
factures and machinery are made. — It ’s all nonsense talk-
ing, — it must be so!”

Job Legh pondered a few moments.

“It 's true it was a sore time for the hand-loom weavers
when power-looms came in: them new-fangled things make a
man’s life like a lottery; and yet I ’ll never misdoubt that

ower-looms, and railways, and all such-like inventions, are
the gifts of God. Ihave lived long enough, too, to see that
it is a part of His plan to send suffering to bring out a higher

ood; but surely it 's also part of His plan that so much of the

urden of the suffering as can be,should be lightened by those
whom it is His pleasure to make happy, and content in their
own circumstances. Of course it would take a deal more
thought and wisdom than me, or any other man has, to settle
out of hand how this should be done. But I’'m clear about
this, when God gives a blessing to be enjoyed, He gives it
with a duty to be done; and the duty of the happy is to help
the suffering to bear their woe.”

¢ Still facts have proved, and are daily proving, how much
better it is for every man to be independent of help, and self-
reliant,” said Mr.réarﬂnna, thoughtfully.

‘““You can never work facts as you would fixed quantities,
and say, given two facts, and the productis so and so. God
has given men feelings and passions which cannot be worked
into the problem, because they are for ever changing and un-
certain. God has also made some weak; not in any one way,
but in all. One is weak in body, another in mind, another in
steadiness of purpose, a fourth can’t tell right from wrong,
and so on; orif he can tell the right,he wants strength to hold
byit. Now to my thinking, them that is strong in any of God’s
gifts, is meant to help the weak, — be hanged to the facts! I
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we 'd bear up like men through bad times. No one knows till
they have tried, what power of bearing lies in them, if once
they believe that men are caring for their sorrows and will help
if they can. If fellowcreatures can give nought but tears, and
brave words, we take our trials straight from God, and we
know enough of His love to put ourselves blind into his hands.
You say, our talk has done no good. Isayit has. I see the
view you take of things from the place where you stand. I can
remember that, when the time comes for judging you, I sha’n’t
think any longer, does he act right on my views of a thing, but
does he act right on his own. It has done me good in that way.
I'm an old man, and may never see you again; but I’ll pray
for you, and think on you and your trials, both of your great
wealth, and of your son’s cruel death, many and many a day
to come; and I’ll ask God to bless both to you now and for
evermore, Amen. Farewelll”

Jem had maintained a manly and dignified reserve ever
since he had made his open statement of all he knew. Now
both the men rose, and bowed low, looking at Mr. Carsons
with the deep human interest they could not fail to take in one
who had endured and forgiven a deep injury; and who
struggled hard, as it was evident he did, to bear up like a man
under his affliction,

He bowed low in return to them. Then he suddenly came
forward and shook them by the hand; and thus, without a
word more, they parted.

There are stages in the contemplation and endurance of
great sorrow, which endow men with the same earnestness and
clearness of thought that in some of old took the form of Pro-
phecy. To those who have large capability of loving and
suffering, united with great power of firm endurance, there
comes a time In their woe, when they are lifted out of the con-
templation of their individual case into a searching inquiry
into the nature of their calamity, and the remedy (if remedy
there be) which may preventits recurrence to others aswell as
to themselves.

_ Hence the beautiful, noble efforts which are from time to
time brought to light, as being continuously made by those
who have once hung on the cross of agony,in order that others
may not suffer as they have done; one of the grandest ends
which sorrow can accomplish; the sufferer wrestling with
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immediately: yet much remained to be done; many domestic
preparations were to be made; and one great obstacle, an-
ticipated by both Jem and Mary, to be removed. This was
the opposition they expected from Mrs. Wilson, to whom the
plan Ead never yet been named, 4 :

They were most anxious that their home should continue
ever to be hers, yet they feared that her dislike to a new
country might be an insuperable objection to this. At last
Jem took advantage of an evening of unusual placidity, as
he sat alone with his mother just before going to bed, to
broach the subject; and to his surprise she acceded will-
ingly to his proposition of her accompanying himself and his
wife.

«“To be sure 'Merrica is a long way to flit to; beyond Lon-
don a good bit I reckon; and quite in foreign parts; but I've
never had no opinion of England, ever since they could be
such fools as to take up a quiet chap like thee, and clap thee
in prison. Where you go, I'll go. Perhaps in them Indian
countries they 'll know a well-behaved lad when they see him
ne'er speak a word more lad, I’ll go.”

Their path became daily more smooth, and easy; the
present was clear and practicable, the future was hopeful;
they had leisure of mind enough to turn to the past.

“Jem!” said Mary to him, one evening as they sat in the
twilight, ta]kinfé together in low happy voices till Margaret
should come to keep Mary company tEruugh the night, “Jem!
you 've never yet told me how you came to know about my
naughty ways with poor young Mr. Carsons.” She blushed
for shame at the remembrance of her folly, and hid her head
on his shoulder while he made answer.

““Darling, I'm almost loth to tell you; your aunt Esther
told me.”

‘“Ah, I remember! but how did she know? I was so put
about that night I did not think of asking her. Where did you
see her? I ’ve forgotten where she lives.”

Mary said all this in s0 open and innocent a manner, that
Jem felt sure she knew not the truth respecting Esther, and
he half hesitated to tell her. At length he replied,

“Where did you see Esther lately? hen? Tell me,

lm;e,,‘ for you've never named it before, and I can’t make 1t
out.
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but never met Esther. The next day he applied to the police;
and at last they recognised under his description of her, a
woman known to them under the name of the “Butterfly,"”
from the gaiety of her dress a year or two ago. By their help
he traced out one of their haunts, a low lodging-house behind
Peter Street. He and his companion, a kind-hearted police-
man, were admitted, suspiciously enough, by the landlady,
who ushered them into a large garret where twenty or thirty
people of all ages and both sexes lay and dozed away the day,
choosing the evening and night for their trades of beggary,
thieving, or prostitution.

“] know I:Ee butterfly was here,” said she, looking round.
#She came in, the night before last, and said she had not a
penny to get a place for shelter; and that if she was far away
i the country she could steal aside and die in a copse, or a
clough, like the wild animals; but here the police would let
no one alone in the streets, and she wanted a spot to die in,
in peace. It’s a queer sort of peace we have here, but that
night the room was uncommon empty, and I’'m not a hard-
hearted woman (I wish I were, I could ha’ made a good thing
out of it afore this if I were harder), so I sent her up,— but
ghe ’s not here now, I think,”

‘““Was she very bad?” asked Jem.

_ :AJLI nought but skin and bone, with a cough to tear her
in two.

They made some inquiries, and found that in the restless-
ness of approaching death, she had longed to be once more in
the open air, and had gone forth, — where, no one seemed to
be able to tell.

Leaving many messages for her, and directions that he was
to be sent for if either the policeman or the landlady obtained
any clue to her whereabouts, Jem bent his steps towards
Mary’s house; for he had not seen her all that long day of
search. He told her of his proceedings and want of success;

and both were saddened at the recital, and sat silent for
some time,

After a while they began talking over their plans. In a da
or two, Mary was to give up house, and go and live for a weeﬁ
or so with Job Legh, until the time of her marriage, which
would take place immediately before sailing; they talked
themselves back into silence and delicious reverie. ary sat
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