ROBERT OWEN AND SOCIALISM.

Hume? None of these things does this man,
calling himself a Christian, do. He fumes and
frots, blusters and bravadoes, damns and de.
nounces, with all the blind furious hate of the old
Adam, and eggs on the mercenary minions of the
law to bind, with thousandfold packthread, (hap-
pily only packthread,) the strong (or at least
imagined strong) limbs of his adversary. He
not only cannot forgive, but he takes vengeance
sevenfold, yea, and seventy times sevenfold. Be.
cauge Mr Haslam has an unchastened tongue,
not only shall that tongue be compelled to speak
more politely in future, but it shall be gagged
altogether; yea,and every other tongue that shall
dare to gainsay the infallibility of the apostolical
Bishop of Exeter. We entreat our readers to
consider this matter seriously. These are sad
times indeed for Christianity, if the Bible, to
please the old Adam of a bilious priest, must be
made to descend from the lofty position in which
it was placed by the blessed founder of Christian-
ity, and have its cause pled in the Central
Criminal Court, London, by some quibbling bar-
rister, quoting obsolete statutes of cold, green,
lichen-crusted bigotry from ' Blackstone, ¢ I
SPEAK AS UNTO WISE MEN ; JUDGE YB WHAT I 8AY,”
was the argument of St Paul. I seBAK A8 UNTO
SLAVMS ; BELIEVE OR BE PROSECUTED, i8 the argu-
ment of Henry Exeter !—But shall we tolerate
open blasphemy? Nay, fellow-citizen, if you
stumble on a man who is really a blasphemer, and
who, with brazen front, dares to look denial in the
face of him who alone IS, weep a tear over the
direful earthquake-desolation of a brain, where
the poles of crazy humanity have been turaed,
and lodge the victim kindly in some comfortable
asylam, not in a gaol. But truly, what men, or
intolerant bishops, call blasphemy, is not always,
perhaps never was, that thing. Blasphemy, as
it stande a crime in our statute-books, is an
offence against the presumptuous claim of infal-
libility, set up by an intolerant sect dominaat ;
not against the majesty of the God that reigns in
heaven, If it were an offence against Hixm, mad
indeed is that boy’s ambition, who boasts himself
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able to launch with wisdom the thunder of the
Omnipotent., And so monstrous a thing in fact
is the crime called blasphemy, that, according to
our law, (as, en looking into Blackstoue, you will
find,) if God were to send a prophet into the
world to-morrow to reconcile the jarring differ-
ences of Christian sects, that prophet, in the
present temper of churchmen, might reasonably
expect to be tried, fined, and imprisouned, not in,
despot Prussia only, but in free Britain. Mean-
while, the Britons, who in this Protestant ¢ Re-
vivar” of Dominican principles, may be called
upon to eit in judgment on fellow-gsinners accused
of writing or vending blasphemous libels, should
bear in mind before God, that not their own
feelings, however just and however strong, are .
the matter under trial, but the rights of their
brother-men. And the most transcendental here-
tic that, with the galliard spur of the seven-
league boots of German mysticism, ever kicked
asidesome ““ Marrow of Modern Divinity,” inherits
the right of free thought and free speech from
God, as much as John Knox. If the Puseyites
are not prosecuted for metamorphosing theinward
elastic vitality of the gospel of Christ into a mere
mechanical mould, in the hands of presumptuous
priests ; as little ought Robert Owen to be pro-
secuted, because he wants the bump of venera-
tion. Nonsense will be spoken in the world, if
men (like the Trappists) make not silence im-
perative by a vow. The human heart is a foun-
tain out of which, when you open the sluice, bitter
waters and sweet gush mingled. Prosecutions
for blasphemy, so called, stop up the flow of laic
thought altogether, while they give a free vent
to the bitterness of Episcopal denunciation. Let
us hope piouely that God, who makes his sun
to shine on the just and on the unjust, gives
license to certain errant spirits to speculate over-
boldly, .as wisely as he permits the souls of some
churchmen to ossify themselves into the skeleton
frame-work of an intolerant and persecuting
creed. If Ged preaches a gospel of salvation,
and the Bishop of Exeter a gospel of damnation,
what man will hesitate to select ?
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CHAPTER XII.

Charles Herbert, having lost the Dover mail,
in an unsuccessful attempt to obtain another
parting interview with Violet, was posting after
the Earl of Tarbert, when the pole of his
chaise broke, a few miles beyond Feversham ;
and he walked forward to procure help for
the postboy, and, if possible, a fresh vehicle
for himself, as he was afraid that the Earl,
his daughter, and retinue would embark that
night. Pushing on up a slight ascent, a car-
ringe was heard behind rapidly approaching.
“ If here should be only a single gentleman,
I might, save for English reserve, tell my
plight and beg help; or even offer myself as

an agreeable companion in a post chaise, if
our road lie the same way.” He had not well
ended these ruminations, when, stopping to sur-
vey the vehicle, the screams of a female suddenly
jssued from it, while an outrider, who struck
Herbert as monstrously like Professor Cryppes’
celebrated valet Eustache, seized the reins and
urged on the horses.  Mr Herbert! Mr Her-
bert! save me ! save me |” was again screamed
forth, and then the voice was stifled as if by vio-
lence.

Herbert,surprised and excited, commanded the
postboy to stop, and leapt down from the high
footway where he stood, in order to seize the
horses ; but on they dashed, and he found himself,
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in five minutes, alone, ahd a full half mile behind
the vehicle, which he endeavoured to kesp in
sight. It took a ctuss toad near a farm-houbse,
whither Herbert immediately repsired to pre-
vail with the country people to joih him in the
pursiit § but so much tims was lost, before he
was mounted, himsglf ot one of the horses of his
own chaise, and the pust-boy on the other, that
the carrisge and the suspicidus party were fairly
out of sight.
That his own name had been called, Her-
bert was perfectly certdin. The Indy, whoevetr
she might bs, then kdew him and -clalifted
his protection, Fof a moment he thought of
Violet, but that ided was dismissed as utter-
ly absurd. Theé unknown was, however, a
woman, in distress, and in the powet of & per:
son whom he believed capsble of dny reguety;
if not of black villany.
On he rode, frequently obtaining cohtradictory
" tidings froth the country people, until, sevetal
thiles off the great toad, in & narrow lane, wheré
the trees met overhead; his postboy recognised,
hanging to a branch, a signal of distfess; a caribric
pocket handkerchief wet with tears, and havidg
in one corner; delicately marked in hair, Juntana
8rocks, No.18. The taeé was how ‘plain ; ahd
Herbett, on lesrning that the Rector, whoee snug
parsoniage, seen through embowering elms, was
basking in the warth beams of the setting sun,

- was a Justice of the Peace, at once demanded ah
audiente; and told his adventare, mentivhinig, at
the sime time, his 0wn name and the purposs
of his present journey. He obtained the most
ptomps and efficient assistince ; and the Rettor,
a8 sooh as lie heard that the abductors were fo-
reigtiers, anticipating violent resistance, made onie
of the constable’s followers take pistuls.

The precaution was wholly needless. Never
wis damsel sutrendered so inglurivusly as puok
Jilinha, Théy had rivt followed the track above a
mi)s; when the fotlorn gitl was fbund sitting oh
4 carpet-bag by the roadside, bittetly weeping.
The ardour with which Juliana fluitg her atma
round Herbert’s fieck, and clurg, sobbing to his
bosom ; the vehemence with which she afterwards,
laughing and crying by turns when attempting
to speak, clasped her united hands through his
arm lest he might escape and leave her again
alone, or in the puwer of the villains who had
fled, might, at another time, have brought a
smilé to his fae8. Deénpatchitig his attendants
in putsuit, he could ohly scuthe her with the
assurance of her safety; and beg to know how she
came here. Juliatia wds 4 comély, gbod.natured,
and pleasant girl; d4nd; mordbver, s person of
some comnseyjuence in sdciety; as the presumed
heiress of very great wealtli ; Harbert, besides,
femembered her as the admiiter of their Faér
Lily, when she thus begah,

0, Mt Herbert, had Miss Vivlet eume to be
my governess, this never would have happened.
Mammia brought mé lass thonth to a grand school,
a very grand and a very st¥ict school, at Black-
heath ; quite a fihe place—high walls, gardens,
green-houses; ehrrisges, aid evérything-—whers
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the young ladies werd so witched that we called
it The Converit, and the thistress dur Lady Ab-
bess ; but it wai no joke to mé.

« That Mrs Barker; that witked; detestable
Polly Cripps—they say shé is married; but I
don't believe any one would marry so bdld and
wicked a créature—came, the day before yesters
day, I suppose—for it looks like an age—in a
chaise and fouk; in violént haste, saying my papa,
my dear papa! was taken suddenly ill, anid was
dying, and that F must instantly go with her te
see him. Mrs Benson--she is properly the
Honourable Mis Benson, mamima says, but the
Honourable is sunk for family teasons—hesitated,
and would not let mbé go home ; but I eried and
screamed so to’go to my father ; and Polly Crippss
produced mamma’s letter : but it was all forgery
and lies; Mr Hotbert. And when I got away at
last; and into the chaise, there was Neddy Cripps,;
my father’s tlerk-boy; who was dying in love with
me, forsvoth! as Polly said ; and we thust be mar=
ried! It was all a joke; she owhed; aBout papa’s
ilinpss ;3 but Edmund was dying in love with mé,
and would shoot himself through the templesif ¥
wete cruel to him. Ithought 1 should have gdne
mad, and I screamed so: And, when we came to
a large inn, where wa¢ thitt odious Jack Cripps;
whom [ remember before he went te Loondon ;
and an ugly fersigner, with four stais on him ;
and that other foreign fellow with the hodk nose;
‘you saw on horsebdtk ; I was afraid of my life:
but when they left me with Edmund; td pay His
addresses to me, 1 think I seon frightehed Ned:
d ;” .

yAm‘l Juliana, nowr eafe, laughed héartily at the
recollection of her spitrit and prowees.

1 told him I was arl heitess ; and that;if any
one dared to marry me, whom I did net like, papd
would have him hung. Ho is a poor sneak, Ed:
mund! Polly then tried to frighten me; and to
coax me ; but I would neither He frightened nor
toazed ; and, when Ned came near me, I kickéd
and acreained till he got afraid, I fancy; for I
overheatd Polly say td Jack; ¢ Nothing can bé
done with that spooney ;' and, after somd tirne;
she said, if I would ouly be quiet, and not scream
80, she would take me back to Mrs Benson’s,
and tell that we had met an express on the road,
saying papa was much better, and that I need not
proceed home., What & fool I was to trust her;
for, Oh, dear Mr Herbert! the worst was not
come yet. Oh, you are my guardian angel! in.
deed you are ; and I would rathér have had you
to sdve me thian any one élse id she whole world.
Well, it was tuo laté to teturn te Blackheath
that night, and so we had d gdy dupper at tHe
int, with that foreignetr who; DPolly said, wias a
man of High rank; and a Count—thé same hoble:
man my friends had entertainetl at W—— ; aeid
who knew mné, fot he had fallen in 10ve with iy
picture in marhma’s drdwing-room ; that thing
in craydns, you remember, Mr Hérbert. I wms
not in love with him; any wiy: O, the wugly
fellow! But I tried to be chhning with tielk
all ; and at night bolted myself well in my ;oo
Nezxt morning we were to be off fer Blaskhball;
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af five in the motning. ¢ Are you awake, iny
love, the chaise waits to convey you,’ said Polly
Crippp  They called her Mrs B. B. 1 was
quite ready ; for, indeed, I had never undreised.
1 have never undressed yet ; ahd such a figure I
am! and my eyes are so dim, I daresay, with
erying ! .

I went down stairs at ohce, and into the chaise §
and in after me jumps the abominable Count and
the ether ugly fellow ; and off they drove as bnee
vithout Polly o any of the Crippd, while I
screamed like mad, and deshed iny hands through
the glass, and eut them.”

“ Horrible !” said Herbert, compassivnately; |

pressing the fair hands, affectionately and eon-
fdiogly clasped on his arm.

“You are sorry for me, dear Mr Herbert?
0, how vory kind ahd good you aré! You are
my gusrdian angel ; and I sball bless you and
pray for you while I live. I fell into fits from
terror and passion. They stopped at & house to

get wome water for me, and then I shouted so’

vildly for help, that the people really believed
I was mad; and a foreigner, as the wretehes
aid. Mrs Benson had sll her pupils dressed
like French girls, too, which tonfirmed it. Then
the ugliest fellow—but theéy are both so ugly—
went outside, ahd the other tried tb quiet and
eax me: but always ¢ame on the other fit ; and
I hesrd them eonsulting—fo¢ I understand
Fronoh pretty well—abous how they wers to got
e across the Channel, if I sereamed so. They
yreed to go to some village on the voass, where
French smugglers came. I thought I was for
ever lost | and my dear father and mother! But
just then, dear Mr Herbert, you appeared !
Heaven dent you to deliver me! Was it not odd
that it was you I met; and neither of us ever in
tis pattof Kent before? But Hesvenotdainedit.”

“[ shall ever rejoice at the. accident whick
Meks down my thaive and delsyed my journey,
Nim Julians.”

“ And yot; though in such haste, would not
thindon the,” said the grateful and tearful Ju.
lisna; *and came sv fa? out of your way for
he! «Q, dear Mr Hetbert! I am sure you
¥ill take me, yourself; to papa ; I ean never part
vith you again, till I ath as home ; I shall die or
f0 mad, if you leave mé; ahd I am such a
fright ; and my eyes ahd fave so spoiled ; and
Ry huir all so disorderéd. I shall be ashamed
1 be seer by the youfy ladies ut the rectory.”

The young lsdies ad the rectory did theit
best to comfort and svothe the rescusd damsel,
ind even attended persvnally to Her dress and
her hait ; oo that the poot girl was able to ap-
bear with more propriety before his Reverencs,
*ho lost tie time in issuing wartants for the ap.
prehension of the persons thut Herbert described
1Count Rodolphu Zanderschloss and his emissary
Bustsehe Latude, regretting exceedingly that his
Jower, a3 a mmagistrate, did not extend to Bussex
ind Middlesex ; though he thought it his duty to
ltquaidt $he proper authotities in London with
he abduction of Miea Btocks, and the share which
e Cripps family kad hud in the conspirasy,

Herbert immediately wrote a particular ao-
count of the adventure to Mr Somers Btucks,
and also to Mrd Benson ; and, to bsth epistles,
Juliana added a» postseript, expréssive of her
life-long obligations to her dear deliveter, to Mt
Herbert, * her guardian angel, who had come to
her aid in extremity, just like 4 hero it a storys
book.” It was not until Julisha had takeh his
promise for the foutth time, that he would et
leave her till shd whs with Her parents; that
poor Juliana, whosd head was halfzturned with
what she had sufféred, dreaded, and escaped,.
donsented to go te bed. .

The three laughing daughtefs of the Rectory,
Careline, Helen, dnd Isabel, then held & chaptef
on the marvellous adventure, hot forgetting the
handsome person, and delightful and elégant
manners of the knight-deliverer, who, the eldest
ventured to foretell, had found an heitdss as
surely as the Count Rodulpho had loss one. Bix
weeks later, and the dressing-cases of thuss youhg
ladies sparkled with brightér gems than had ever
before been seen in the Rectory of Bwanstoun:
and the simall side-board thetre shons and groansd
beneath the set of rich salvers cothmemorative vf -
the rescue of the heiress of the wealthy provineial
banker; and of the kindnéss of thé fumily whé
had so hospitably recelved her and her deliverer.

‘Nay, as ohe good deed is often parent to anvther,

next year, the three young ladies; lost in that
sweet but isoldted parsonage, huving gons on a
long visit to Mrs Btocks, the elder whs, next
season, married to Miss Crippes’ tf-dsvunt ad-
mirer, M¥ Benjamin, with the entire apprdbation
of his wealthy parents, and to the grest content-
ment of her own family, who offered 13 objéction .
to her younger and prettier sister marrying into
the same mahufdoturing connexion, and, in the
meanwhile, being the well-salaried governess of
Juliana Stocks,

« 8o gdd;” Mis Bomers Stovks tematked, “ 4
baronet’s gtahdchild my daughter's guverness,
and all ewing to the Hungarian Count, sad, wicked
man, fulling in love with my Julisha’s picture
in orayons, and bribing Poully Cripps with two
thousand sovereigns and the brillidnts of hix
otder of the Golden Fleece, to let hith tun off with
her.” Four Mrs Somers Btocks persisted it be.
lieving the Count, whom she had entertained,
and who had run away with her daughter; 4 true
and genuine Count, in spite of whatever svidence
could be produced to his being a very ditferent
character. She, however, did nod say a8 much
when her husband was in company ; for the
prejudices of Mr Stocks against the Count wets
quite as ifivincible as the dislilse of his dsughter
to that noble person.

Very different, indeed, wets the feelings 6f
Mr Somets Stocks, who—in the first heat of his
resentment at the audacious and wicked conspirs
ators, aggravated probably by a pécuniary luss té
which he had previously been subjected by his
owh vanity and the address of the Germat Count
~—would, withous temorse, have seen each and all’
Of them punished with the utmost saverity which
the law visits on that black and dangerous, and;
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in Eogland, rare, crime, the abduction of an
heiress.

Before Mr Charles Herbert had returned to
Blackheath, to place his charge under the protec-
tion of her governess, the officers of justice had
arrested Edmund Cripps; were hot on the track
of his brother, Jack, and looking sharply after
the foreigners ; though it was not until Juliana
had again been examined by a magistrate,
on coming to London, that a warrant was
issued against Mrs Burke Barker, the lady of
« the celebrated and talented theatrical critic
and political writer,” and also against himself,
though nothing had transpired, directly or indi-
rectly, to implicate Barker. He was, in reality,
perfectly ignorant of the daring scheme, which
he knew the world much too well to sanc-
tion openly, whatever might have been his private
opinion of its moral quality if successful. The
surprize and indignation of Barker—a proud,
ambitious, and sensitive, if an unprincipled man
—at finding his newly-made wife involved in an
abortive attempt of this sort, may, therefore, be
imagined. In vain did Polly deprecate his wrath,
and protest that ardent affection for her brother,
who idolized the banker’s heiress, who returned
his love, had alone induced her to lend her assist-
ance to promote the union upon which the hap-
piness, nay, the very existence of the lovers de-
pended. Mr Barker, though but a six weeks’
husband, was not to be so duped. In vain did
she protest that, to the subsequent adventures
of Juliana 8tocks with Count Rodolpho, she was
a total stranger. Even on this point Mr Barker
was incredulous ; but shame and pride here aided
the weeping wife, and, having established his
own innocence to the satisfaction of the magis-
trate, recognisances were accepted for the future
appearance of his lady.

At this pinch, Mrs Barker had not scrupled
to make a scapegoat of her brother Jack, which
she did with the less remorse, that she believed
he had been warned by the arrest of Edmund,
and was safe from the pursuit of justice; and
she was the less apprehensive, on her own ac-
count, as Jack was not likely to confront her,
or contradict her specions tale. That tale
which, if delivered by a poor, old, ill-dressed
woman, might have totally failed to impress the
worshipful Bench, when gracefully narrated by
the handsome, insinuating Mrs Burke Barker,
whose pathetic tones and melting tears spoke
the tender and sympathizing friend of the
young] lovers, ignorant of the legal conse-
quences of her conduct, and only alive to their
distress, produced a very marked effect ; and,
save for the admonitory whispers of a cross-
looking, legal assistant of the magistrate, pro-
bably much less susceptible to the softening in-
fluence of beauty’s tears, Polly would have been
triumphantly dismissed without farther trouble.
Yet, at the moment when the recognisances of
8ir George Lees, the family friend, summoned in
haste in this emergency, and her husband, were
accepted, she knew not whether being sent off
to Bridewell, or ascending the hackney-coach
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waiting to convey herself and her gloomy-browed
lord to their home, were the direst sentence, It
was a respite when Sir George accepted her sar-
nestly-pressed set-down at a certain specified
corner, not in sight of the windows of the club.
In the meanwhile, our heroine, ignorant of
these transactions, was beginning to feel retur-
ing tranquillity under the roof of Mrs Herbert.
This lady, though prudently resolving to wean
the thought of her protegée, as far as possible,
from her lover, had, somehow, from the hour of
his departure, talked of nothing else than the
subject that filled her heart. Anecdotes of the
boyhood and youth of Charles ; traits of his
spirit and generosity, his frankness and cor-
diality, intermingled with fond conjectures as
to how far the traveller might, from time to

_time, be advanced on his journey ; or how the

wind stood for the little voyage acroes the
Channel ; matters « fond and trivial,” yet fall
of kindly interest to the speaker and the lis-
tener, occupied and beguiled their social hours.

Those trunks, belonging to Violet, about
which Mike Twig had shewn such sympathetic
concern, and which had helped to bring her into
suspicion with her hostess, had not yet beea un-
packed ; and while Mrs Herbert indulged her
customary hour of quiet, or « beauty-sleep,” as
her maid Jenkine called it, after her coffee, Miss
Hamilton, with the assistance of her friend, Mis-
treas Marion, who timed her visits most judi-
ciously, set about arranging the wardrobe and
other belongings in the drawers of the chamber
allotted to her,—or in  Mr Charles’ room,” asit
was familiarly named in the housebold.

Mistress Marion, upon her knees before s large
séa-chest, in which her arms were plunged up to
the elbows, remarked, in reply to Violet's obeer-
vation that she had not come to see her for two
long days—

« T mustna encroach on Mrs Herbert's rights,
hinny, now that you are her ain ; but, this day,
I just took a longing to see ye, though I had
trailed ower this muckle town on business, frae
the screech o day till noontide. I'm sure if I
have scraped two or three pennies thegither
amang the heathen Englishers, it’s not withest
doing service for it. 8o, after I had looh_d
ower my inve’tors, comparing them wi’ my bits
o’ jottings when I made the rounds o’ my houss
the day, and gotten the dish o’ bohea, and was
a wee thing refreshed—for I can do no good
without it, more shame to me ! for mnever at
ounce of it was in ower my father’s door—uays
I to pussie, What would ye think, mawkin, ifl
should step to the Regent's Park, and see hov
our young leddy is coming on ? and the eretsr
miaw-ed and waved her tail, ye'll no believe me,
as if she would have spoken out like a Chris
tian—¢ Even do sae, mistress mine.’”

« Your cat is, indeed, wonderfully eagacioss
and also very kind to me,” returned Visie
smiling.

« Ye think me a fool about pussie, Mis
Violet ; but I have an ill brow o’ them she st
up her back at. Noo, there is Jenkins she a2
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not thale, that’s endure, hinny ; for I must in-
terpret our gude Scots tongue even to you;
but as for Jack Cripps, when he came to my door
this day, I thought she would have torn the
house down, and flown at the hairy face o’ him.”

«Jack Cripps at your door again, Marion?”
returned Violet, reddening, as she remembered
his former impertinent visit. :

“ Ay, ye may wonder what the fallow wanted
vithme! I fancy pussie thought he was com-
ing to court us!—he! he! he! for it was snug
quarters he wanted in a strait.”

“ To lodge with you ?”

“Ye may say that! bus Maister Jack's im-
pudence is up to and beyont my garret story.
... But, hinny, this kist has been through hands
erenow: it's double bottomed, too; d'ye hear
bow it rings to my knock ? There’s been har-
riers here, Miss Violet. Have ye an inve’tor o’
the contents, hinny?”” And Marion, by main
force, raised the lid of the double bottom, and
pve to sight a confused mass of papers and
writings, tied up in lawyer style. ¢ Preserve
and guide us! but here is a sight. What if
there should be a Last Will and Testament
among these musty bundles and muckle broad
seals ; though I misdoubt if we have had the
first overhauling o’ this kist.”

“It was my dear father's, from the time he
evtered the army ; and, I bave heard his old
serrant tell, had been with him in every quarter
of the globe.”

“ To my brother, the Right Honourable John
Earl of Tarbert,” read Marion, on taking up an
empty envelope, to which a broken seal was still
aftachod. “ How could this deaf nut come here,
linny? and in & leddy’s handwriting ; but Il
take my Bible oath this chest has been spulyied.
When had ye it last open ?”

“Never, It was sent to me very lately from
Jersey ; and I mever felt sufficiently at home
vith Mr Cripps to unpack or even look into it.”

“Then some one has done that for you, my
dear; and, its no unlike, the very rogue that
plundered ye o’ the twenty-pound note.”

“It is indeed inexplicable ; perhaps the dis-
sppointed persons who looked here for my pro-
perty may have deposited these papers by acei-
dent, or merely to be rid of them.”

“Violet, my love—Miss Hamilton,” was said
in the sweet voice of Mrs Herbert, who softly
'{pped at the door, “leave your businessto Mrs
Linton, pray, and come to me—I have had so
:elgu.{ar an adventure just now in the shrub-

Violet hastily opened the door; and there
®ood the lady, the corner of her large India
shawl filled with written papers.

_“I'was making a survey of the shrubs that I
vished to have pruned to-morrow, when the gar-
de_!m' comes ; and, see! Hid they were in the
thickest of the wilderness, as we are pleased to
call my morsel of greenery. I do believe I have
found a whole manuscript romance, or a play
in five acts.”

“ The very papers Major Hamilton's chest has
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been plundered of!” exclaimed Marion. «1I
could swear it ; and I am far up to the tricks of
this wicked big toun.”

When the affair was explained, Mrs Herbert
allowed that the conjecture was probable; and
she at once gave up her spoils to Violet for more
leisurely private examination.

. “Can we not go over them together,” asked
Violet, simply.

“ Na, hinny, the Major's auld papers are not
our business, but your business,” said Marion,
quickly ; ¢ that is, if- anybody’s business. So
we’ll neither make nor meddle, till ye please to
report, or communicate your loss to the magis-
trates. For an auld wife like me to take an
advantage, and pry into the matters of an inno-
cent young lady whose heart is in her mouth,
would be far from right ; so ye must not affront
Mrs Herbert with any such proposal, Miss Violet.
See there, now, I have locked up your papers ;
and keep your key yoursel’, hinny. All is safe
under this honourable roof.”

Mrs Herbert looked rather blank when Ma-
rion, as 8 matter of course, disburdened her of
herload ; yet it was impossible to offer any objec-
tion ; and Violet, aware of her worthy nurse’s
warm attachment, shrewd sense, and knowledge
of her early history, at once acquiesced, 8o far
as to receive the key, while, smiling with melan--
choly sweetness, she said—

¢ I fear my poor father’s keepings must have
sadly disappointed the pillagers, whoever they
may be. His was an old soldier’s legacy—a
sword which had done some service in the. field,
a pair of tarnished epaulets, a first commission,
a few worn gazettes, and flattering letters from
superior officers. This was the amount, I be-
lieve ; and I shall deeply regret the loss, yet I
do not feel justified in saying more about it.”

« Ye’'ll see and judge at leisure, after ye have
looked into your affairs ; but it is, if not a sin,
surely next door till’t, to let vagabonds off in a
hail skin who prey upon the public, and, what is
worse, on the orphan and the fatherless.”

¢ 1 quite agree with Mistress Marion,” said
Mrs Herbert, ““ and I assure you, Miss Hamil-
ton, if we had but the least clew to detec-
tion, I should have no scruple, but the very re-
verse, in letting justice take its course.”

« But I have a clew,” returned Marion briskly.
¢ ¥ needed but a hair to make a tether-o’, and I
bave a full crop o’ them, or I'm mistaken, I'm
no sayin Maister Skip-Jack broke open the kist
with his ain hands ; but he is, 1 make no doubt,
concerned, ¢ airt and pairt,” as our lawyers at
hame say, with the foreignder, and guilty -after
the fact,”

Upon this, Mistress Marion took her leave,
volunteering future services of all kinds, and
making a particular request that Miss Violet
would next day visit her at her own house, as
she belisved that she had still in her possession,
among her endless variety of inventories, one
belonging to Major Hamilton, which might help
to identify some of the imagined missing pro-
perty. Mrs Herbert agreed to set the young
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lady dewn, on her way to visis a valetudinarian
friend, and take her up en her retura.

“ And if you should invile me te step up
stairs,” said Mrs Herbert, gaily, ¢ I shauld feel
delighted. Mijss Hamilton has so .excited my
curiosity with the beayties apd wenders of the
light-house you inhabit in Fleat Street.”

¢ It is me would be honoured!” returned Ma.
rion, cordially, and they parted thus ; Marion pur-
suing her way hame to her cat, which advanced
purring to her call by the apen casement, fram
the top of a meat-safe, er hanging larder, on the
top of which, when alone, pussie aften basked
herself in the sun, and watohed the martina and
sparrows eporting about the ehimney pots and
the saves. .

¢ Ay, come away ye sly limmer; ay, ay,
pussie ; ye ave juat like a’ the world ; a great
wark ye’'ll hald about folk when ye're ain end is
to seyva; J'm sure yo got ye're tea no that lang
syne ; but it will be your supper ye are far now,
Let’s see what is in the safe !—I am aure, ye
jade, ye faney it was allenarly far your use it
was put up, that it might keep your dainty mor-
sel fresh, and let yo beek yourself in the sum, and
watch the bits o' birds an the tap o’ it, ameng
the wall-flowers and mignionette o our Baby-
lonian hanging garden.”

Thus maundered Marion, addressing her fa-
vourite, while vainly attempting so re-kindle
her five, which, though generally preserved like
the vestal firgs, had for once fairly expired.
Blaming her want of pravidenca in having neither
flint nor Lucifer-matches at hand, and in her
jealous and qven unneighbously independence,
diedaining to be indebted for light ta the
tailor’s family, who had inourred her displeasure
and guspicion by letting 8 yoam te Jack Cripps,
she left her door an the latch, and descended,
with her little lantern, to pracure a light two
doors of. At the street door, Marian met with
two persons whom her practised eyes at once
recognised as policemen or sheriff-afficers,
though they were at thia time distinguished by
no peculiar gavh, With promptitude, and even
a certain vindictive pleasure, she gave them the
information they required about the tailar’s
lodger, and somewhat more. Great, hawever,
was Marion's astonishment and anger, am her
return, to find her awn door opelp, and that the
same wen, and two ar three maré persons, were
searching her apartmants for the euppased
eriminal. Laudly and vehemently vaciferating
against those who had ventured ¢ to dere %o
break open her daor!” and vowing thas her
countrymap, Bir Peter, in whem Marion had
great faith, should ‘ make them smart for their
impudence,” she advanced.

“ Your door stood open, Missus,” returned
the man who seemed the leadery; ¢ and though
it had not, I should have felt warranted to hreak
it open, in search of a thief concealed from jus-
tiee »

« Me skug a thief, ye mialeared loon !” re-
torted Marion ;  there never yet wag thief or
Liar kenned o' my kin'; and the Lintons are no
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just of yesterday : hut, if sa be the thief is hem,
take him wi' ye in gude's name, Is he i the
garde-de-vin, think ye?” eried Marion, tramp-
ing farward; ‘* ar has he crept up the lum:
whereabouts is he, man? Hae ye laoked be-
low the bed, or in the eoal scuttle?—hp! ba!
ha! hut ye ave elever chields, you Lemdon
police. The very cat is laughin’ at ye,” eenti-
nued she, in bitter derision.

 Wharevey ke be, I'll swear 1 saw the mml-
Jaw tail of his pea-green coat whisk in threugh
your door, Missus ; and s0 had & waryans te fl.
low him,” replied the officer,

¢ Yo saw | Ou, man, theye's been glamour in
your eyne. Lf he whisked up here through wy
keyheole, where did he whisk to next ?”

+ Nay, the Devil knaws,” returned anether of
the baffled men ;  for he certainly is not here,
Dobbs,”

“ Na, yo'll hetter examine my thimble and
Wy nutmeg-gratey, gentlemen, befare ye take
your depasture, sinee ye are here ; av kesk into
the mustard-pot,” eantinued the sggravating
ficotswaman, in a taunting tane. ¢ Apd let me
tell you, airg, that .yours is the firss visit o the
fort my house was ever hanoured wi'; apd there
will ba news ¢o’s.—Break open my deer, indeed !
And this is the law @" England, whers ilka poar
wan's hoyse is his castle, wi’ their tale,”

The man whe had led the idle chese again
protested that Miatress Marion's dear, which
she had left on the latch, was found wide epen;
and that, hawever the aforesaid John Cyippes or
Cryppes had escaped, he had uadeubtedly heea
sean ta enter her dwelling.

« Yo'll threep it down my throat, will yei”
retorted the indignant matran, more and more
provoked, ¢ If he entered, he must have gone
out again; and how? There is mot, were it
but ‘a wmausehale, open te that roof,” painting
wpwards, ¢¢ thas is nos grated and balted, 1kes
yau Lon’enera’ tricks ower weel, not te have up
wy fenoes,

« Nay, the woman ja in the right, Debbs ; the
fellow could nat have oeme up hers,” said the
hawk-eyed, hook-nosed pereon, wha, in themidst
of the woerdy tumuls, kad guietly taken note of
every hale and orevice. < Sarry for tpeubling
you, Missus, but oup duty, The ehap is eon-
savned in a very sevious offence ; for far Jess
many a better fellow has swung.” v

€ Na, it will surely he only a fourteen years
transpostation husinesy,” returmed Marion, 8
listle shoeked. ¢ The gallows is an awfal end-
ing, even for a hand-wailed blackguard like Jack
Cli”&”

¢ Lesa will not seyve the turp,” replied th
man. “ In my eeuntry, nev, onld Ireland, we
make loss of the matter of stealing a pretty gir
though she has & fortune ; hus heye'——

« Btealt an heiveas ! the unhanged villsn!
screamed Marion.  Ho is waur tham Reh Res:
the Highland reiver. But wha might she be?”

And the oficers, aq a prapitiation for thait
precipitance, gratified Marion’s curioaity te the
utmost of their power ; concluding with solemsly
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sssuving hew, as persons well qualified ta jndge,
that if the sister happily gat off with a lang im-
prisonment, the brother cauld nat fail te suffer
death for the capital crime.

¢ I¢ is na joke im Kngland, Mistress, where
wonay is exarything,” said the hailiff, ¢ meddling
with girls that have cash. Had Mies Stocks
been a peor, pretty Irish lass, the chap, if she
waquld nat marry him, might have got off with a
seven yeurs in the hulks, ox 8o ; but, as it is, he
waust hang by the neck until he is dead, dead,
dead ; and the Lard have mercy upon his soul I”

# Amen 1" gjaculated Marion ; and started at
what seemed the ocho of her wards,—while the
pelice-sargeant at ance lacked an the alert,

t By the Lard Hapry! he is harbaured here
still,” cried the man who had first alleged that
Jack had entered the house, springing to his
feat. < Loak ta the daor, men.”

The door was made fast ; and one of the men
placed his back against it, while the others re-
sumed fhe sgarch,

tf What da you mesn, sira?” cried the indig-
mant mistress of the hause, ¢ Will ye, as 1 said
befora, hreak open a lone woman’s door, and
then threep dawn her throat that the vagaband
ye ave aftax is harbpurad under her ponest roof,
which is worse insult? Pack off with you, ar it
wmay he the worse far yp. I'm na without friends,
wor a’thegether unkent to your masters. Ye have
searched evary corner o’ mydwelling, without.say-
ing wi’ your leave or by’ your leave. Will not
shat content ya? Buraly ye must be but ill up
to your thief-taking trade, or ye would have faund
the rague, had he hean here. But lack into the
bird’s cage, gentlemen, ye have forgotten that
hidie-hale; it wauld be hard fo miss the blood-
soney fos lack of paing.”

« Keep a civil tangua, mistress,” yeplied the
chiof of the hand; but he added the order far
wotreat, saying—1f He can’t have got out an the
rogf; even tha ald woman’s chimney is grated.
It is impossibla that & child of twa years old
could ba concealed hese.”

Offering those apalogies to Mistress Marion
which she disdained to receive, tha men yetired ;
and, lacking her doar, she set about lighting her
fire, while addressing har cat, she alternately
wented her indignation st the mysmidons of jus-
tice, and speculatad upan the prokahility of
Jack @ripps being hanged, and hia sister sept to
the tréadmill for a cauple of years.

‘The shades of evening fall ; Marian’s little fire
haamed brightly apd cosily ; her peat oryatsl oil-
lamp shed its beams on the Jarge-print Bible, over
@ chapter of which Marion’s eyea habituglly tra-
walled, night and morning, wherever her wander-
ing thaughts wight be ; and Pussie purred and
blinked in that dalicipus mood—that real doice

Jar niente—which, in husy England, sick-nprees,
watchmen, sud cats, along, truly enjoy. The even-
ing lesture, which hreathed of mercy, or, perhaps,
¢ the weeping blaad in waman’s hreast,” the milk
@f human kipdness, which, if in the lapse of time
grown somewhat acrid, still lingered in Marion's
bosom, disposed her, at this hous of self-commu-
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nian, to thaughts of mercy even towards Jack
Cripps ; and she said aloud, as if cemtinuing a
train of rumination—

“I'm glad, mawkin, the beagles didna rin
down the bit o’ carrian within our bounds. Bave
us, sirs| byt the black gallows-tree is a fell
growth o timmer fos & Chrigtian land. Een
that idle, dandy vagaband, if he be uafit to live,
is surely far less fit to die."

The oat, ta whom this was appavently ad-
dressed, at this moment sprung up an a high
table or dresser, by the window, mewing fright-
+fully, and betraying the most vialent alarm ; and
then threw herself down, and rap bickering
across and araund the kitchen floar, as if going
mad. -

“ What de’il aile the brute,” crisd Marion,
throwing her shoe at the cat. ¢ This is like
nane o' her fits o’ daffin when she was a daf
kitlin langsyne. 8he has surely gane gyte, or
seen the hangit man’s ghaist. . Na, she
will dash hersel’ through tha window glasa.

"There is something the matter by ordinsr wi’

Russia this nicht.” In vain the careasing ¢ pussie,
pussie,” and ¢ cheas, cheet,” of Marion wooed
her favourite to har lap. The cat, violently ex-
cited, sprung at the window, spitting and awear-
ing, as angry eat-language ia interpreted by
the Cockneys. “It’s some cat-concert on the
wolaites ye're afier, yo cauterwauling limmer:—ye
maun be out, maun ya ?” and as Marion angrily
lifted the window, out went pussie with a tiger-
spring, and lighted on the zoef of the meat-safe,
whers she scratchad, scveamed, and tore worse .
than ever. The night was naw quite dark, but
a slapting ray of Marion’s lamp atreamed on the
Safe, which, Ly sqme strange internal impulee,
swayed raupd em its hinges to the window sill.
¢ Gude be ahaut ws! the de'il's i’ the Sufel”
screamed Marion, dashing it back, and fixing it
ta its moarings by the iran rod adapted for this
purposa.

 @ad, I shal] be dashed in-pieces |” whispered
a familiar vaice, neithar of earth mar air, but
somewhere suspanded hetwegn them ; and stout-
hearted and xeady-witted as Muyion waa, she yet
screamad aloud when poar Jack Cripps, venturing
his head a little way out of the meat-safe, in
which he lay enugly cpiled up, repeated—
¢ Dashed in piegas on the pavement, by gad.
For Heaven’s sake, old womsn, let me into the
hause, and Fll make it well woyth your while.
Are the hinge-balts atrong ?”

¢ There's twa words to a bargain, my wan, &
tha warld gver,” replied Marion, suddenly clos-
ing aud bolting her windaw, and, after a moment
of pause, bursting inte a long and irrepressible
fit of laughter at the ludierous natuye of the ad-
venture. *“ Jack i’ tha boy, pusie!” she ex-
claimed, between the peals of lpughter, “ Jack
i’ the bax. That's what ye wers sae diverted
wi’, my honny leddy, and me to misdoubt ye ;”
and Marian agsin cautiougly deew: up g bit of the
sash, helding it resdy however to be cloged ip
8 twinkling,

“ ForGud's sake, woman, if ye have any merqy,”

.
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‘was whispered from the Safe, < let me out of this
demmed hole: my life is in danger every mo-
ment: I will.be choked.”

“ I'll no say your airy, roomy bower is just the

securest of chaumers, though called a S8afe. But
speak laigh, Od, if your landlord, the tailor's
lang lugs hear ye ?—and little passes in this
hoose that crew gets no an inkling of.
And to twist yonuelf up there, a grand dandy
beau, like the reel in the bottle, and cheat the
beagle’s keen scent, and the widdie too !—na,
ye are a clever chield, Mr Cripps ; I never had
half so high an opinion o’ ye before. Pussie,
pussie, jump in, lass ; its a freend after all that
bas frightened ye, and nae ghaist yet.”

¢ Assist me, then, for mercy’s sake,” whis-
pered the gentleman in duresse. ‘I have it in
my power to requite you. I am momently in
peril of being precipitated headlong to the
ground ; and I have information at this moment
in my possession for which Miss Hamilton and
Charles Herbert, or any friend of their’s, would
give a fortune. It is worth one to them; it is;
’pon my honour it is! I counted on making
something handsome by their gratitude—you
shall have all—thousands. For Heaven's sake,
open the window, and give me something to hold
by, in case of the worst, while you pull the Safe
round.”

“ Hooly, freend !—hooly! Fair and softly
gaes far. 1’ll no uphold that your present do-
micile is just so secure or grand as Mr Shuffle-
ton’s best or even second drawing-room ; but it
has its advantages; and it was o’ your ain choos-
ing. I'm surel ne’er boded it on you. As safe
it is as the end of a tenpenny tow, ony way; and
as hearkeners seldom hear a good tale o’ them-
selves, I reckon ye heard, short syne, of your
likelihood to succeed right speedily to that heir-
ship.”

Whatever might be the real feelings of the

tortured prisoner, he durst not give them vent.
He was indeed in the most unpleasant though
original dilemma in which an unfortunate gen-
tleman has probably ever been placed.

““ Will you keep me here all night ?” groaned
Jack piteously, who durst not move, lest motion
had loosened the fastenings of his eyry.

¢ Why, 'deed I cannot say,” returned Marion,
gravely and deliberately. She had perfect con-
fidence in the strength of her roomy meat-safe,
and its capacity of sustaining many more stones
than Jack weighed ; and she also felt a strange
delight in tormenting him, besides entertaining
a vague scheme of compelling him to pay a hand-
some ransom in justice to Violet for his liberty.

< But for any sake keep still,” she continued,
persisting in the same strain, “and no’ try the
hooks ower muckle. I hope it will no’ be a very
windy night ; for I have kenned your airy cabin
rock in a storm like a boat in a rough sea.”

“If I could get hold of the wretch’s demmed
cat,” thought Jack, considering of a hostage, and
putting forth his long fingers towards the roof of
his cage, where pussie still sat, though now more
quietly.
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¢ Ye villain, keep hands off pussie, or I'll be
the death o’ ye! Next to Miss Violet hersel’, I
like poor pussie ; and she’s, now-a-days, about a’
I hae to like.”

« I would not harm a hair of her whiskers,
chawming creature,” whispered Jack, cordially
wishing both mistress and pet at the deuce.

* I’'m fully eensible o’ your great regard and
respect for my cat, myself, and my country,”
returned Marion, in a low, ironical tone. * 8o, as
a preliminary to our farther treaty, ye'll just lie
quiet till she jump in ; or, by my forebears’ soul !
I will put a eneck before your nose, till I can make
ye ower to them that has the best right to ye !
But pussie in fairly, I shall hear what you have
to say anent the matters of a certain young leddy ;
and, if ye play fair, ye shall not rue it.”

Willingly would Jack have seized the furred
hostage in the spring to which her mistress,
cautiously and fully openmg the window, invited
her; but he exercised a wise forbearance; the
cat bounded in, and Marion as nimbly drew down
and bolted her sash, and opened an upper pane,
which was fitted as a ventilator to her attic abode.

“ Now we are in a condition to parley,” said
Marion, through this new medium; “and your -
neck, remember, young man, is in the one scale,
and Miss Violet or Mr Charles Herbert’s relief
from that villanous law-process raised by you
and your father in the other. That, in the first
place, must be ended, under hand and seal, be-
fore another word is sald of your deliverance.”

“ Good God, ma’am, how can I do aught while
here,” groaned Jack.

¢ Whisht! Your landlord, the tailor, below,
who sleeps wi’ his lugs open, will hear ye ; and
see, then, what ye have to expect from him ;
while Mr Stocks, on a’ the walls o’ Lun’on, offers
a round £100 for your apprehension, and the
Government another. 'Deed they are aye lavish
eneuch o’ ither folk's siller. But ye can scribble
bravely where ye are all that is needed. Daylight
will soon be in. 1'll hand ye ower an inkhorn and
a bit paper on the end of a fire-shovel, and ye'll
write it a’ fairly down. Nothing like black and
white in business.”

¢ Surely you will not keep me here all night !”
wailed Jack, pathetically. ¢ I'll suffocate.”

o Ye’ll choke ?—never a fear o’ ye ; there’s
plenty o’ good free air about ye. I have keepit
a pig or a Christmas goose there freah andyealler
for three weeks at a time ere noo.”

And Marion was seized with another fit of
provoking laughter at Jack’s plaintive tones and
her own wit, ere she resumed,

« Keep ye all nicht! My certy! I see little
to hinder ye from being my boarder for a month
to come. Some folk never ken when they are in
gude quarters. But say your prayers, and take
a nap; I'se wphold nothing comes ower ye, if
ye dinna kick and fling about. But make up
your mind to make a clean breast o't, and re-
deem  your captivity ; for, as I'm a living unnar,
out o’ that ye'll no come txll I get justice o’ yo,
and maybe a thought mair.”

(To be continued.)




